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        Two insecure siblings explore their desires together.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/learning-together-1

Title: Learning Together

Author: TwistedTrysts

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Two insecure siblings explore their desires together.

Tags: erotic, blonde, virgin, romantic, sister, siblings, brother, 18 year old




Notice: This is an extremely long story due to the level of description. Slow burn barely begins to seem appropriate. If you're looking for a fast paced, this isn't the story as any action doesn't begin until roughly the half way point. It's sort of my written take on ASMR as it attempts to capture the emotional and visual feelings of the two characters. Feedback is welcomed as long as it's constructive as this is my first attempt at this. If you read, I hope you enjoy!
Stephanie strolls into the living room, head tall, and shoulders back, but most notable is the extreme arch in her lower back that makes her already notable backside standout all the more, with the typical posture of a gymnast. Her walk stiff, but feminine. Her clothes consisting of a pair of sweat pants over her unitard. The unitard is sleeveless and a vibrant red. She spots Jeff sitting on the couch, eyes glued to his laptop. She smirks, saunters over, and plops down next to him, not bothering to look at what he's watching. She's now 21 and in college, on a gymnastics scholarship. He's still in high school at 18, getting ready to finish his senior year. They're both on the awkward side of the social scale, both being introverted.
She's been in gymnastics as long as she could remember. While she's good at it, it doesn't seem to love her as much as she loves it. She's never been among the elite. She blames her body. She's never been built like the stereotypical gymnast, having more curves. Her breasts larger, hips wider, it feels like parts get in the way on certain apparatuses, or judges scoring her down because her lines just don't look right she believes. All of this has also always made her self-conscience about her body. Which in turn makes her uncomfortable around guys.
Many guys have tried hitting on her. She's a gorgeous gymnast that's bendy in ways you don't often see. Sadly, when they do try to flirt with her, she misreads the situation and thinks they're either just being polite, or simply thinking they're toying with her. She tends to be a bit more self-deprecating and dismissive.
Jeff on the other hand is the proverbial nerdy type. He's not a bad looking guy, just socially awkward, which made him the opposite of the cool kid at school. His social status decided for him, he spends most of his time in books, or on his computer. He plays a lot of games online and learning programing. His plans after school are to go to college and become an engineer of some sort.
"What's up, Jeff? Still drowning in your nerdy fantasies, I see." She playfully nudges his arm. "Anything good going on with you?" she asks grabbing the TV remote flipping through what's on.
Jeff jumps slightly as Stephanie plops down beside him, her sudden presence startling him out of his engrossed state. He quickly minimizes whatever window was open on his laptop, hoping she didn't catch a glimpse of the content. Turning to face her, he gives a warm, genuine smile, despite the initial surprise.
"Oh hey, Stephanie! Didn't hear you come in," he chuckles softly. Laughing or smiling being the way he responds when he's nervous. And he's currently nervous, hoping she didn't see anything. His eyes drift to her attire, taking in the vibrant red unitard rising out from her sweatpants. He swallows hard, trying not to stare at how it clings to her athletic form.
"I was just, uh, catching up on some, um, coding stuff," he lies, his eyes flicking back to the laptop screen before meeting Stephanie's gaze again. "So, what's up with you? Just finished practice?"
Jeff's eyes quickly glance at her unitard once more before he quickly looks away. The discomfort in her own skin always causing her to misinterpret the looks she gets. The countless hours in the gym, leaving her no time around guys so she never knows how to interact with them. If it wasn't for her love of gymnastics, as well as her scholarship, she may have quit long ago, knowing that she's never going to be among the elite. This has left her insecure about her looks. Even though she can tell the way Jeff looks at her isn't the way he should be looking at his sister, it's different when it's Jeff. It doesn't bother her. It makes her feel... she's not quite sure what, but she doesn't hate it. He's to nerdy to be threatening and that nerdy quality makes it more endearing than anything. And the fact that it's her brother clearly means he wouldn't actually be interested in her.
"Right, 'coding stuff'", she says, making air quotes with her fingers, teasing him. She gives him a knowing look, but decides to let him off the hook. "Yeah, another day, another practice. Think I'm just gonna chill in front of the TV for the evening, and find something to watch." She stretches her arms above her head, arching her back slightly. The movement causes her breasts to strain against the tight material of her unitard, which doesn't go unnoticed by Jeff, who steals a quick look at her chest. "I'm going to go change quick. I just wanted to get out of there after practice, hence the reason I'm still in my leotard," she states matter-of-factly, getting up from the couch. She states, reading his looks at her attire as him wondering why she's still in her gym clothes.
Jeff swallows thickly in response to her stretch and trying to not stare as she walks away. His already engorged cock twitching involuntarily. Hoping she doesn't notice, he adjusts himself thinking, how do her nipples not show in that? For that matter, how does she smash them down in that thing? He's had a thing for her since he first became aware of girls. He's always tried to suppress his feelings for her for several reasons. First and foremost, she's his sister, being the obvious problem. And aside from that, just look at her, she's way out of his league he believes.
Now he just hopes to simply not do anything that's going to make things awkward between them. She's always been kind to him. She doesn't treat him like the geeky kid that's cramping her style. Being a few years older than him she would drop him off at a friend's house on her way to practice, or buy him and his friends tickets to R-movies when he wasn't old enough. She talks to him like he's one of her friends and not a little pest or the annoying brother he may have been considering how much time he always wanted to spend with her. But, no matter how much he tries, there's moments he just can't help looking.
"You wanna join me?" she asks, plopping back down on the couch and pulling up the streaming service on the TV. Her shifting as she tries to getting comfortable causes her thigh to brush against Jeff's. Thinking nothing of it, she gets comfortable, and settles in, her thigh settling a couple of inches away from his.
"Uh, y-yeah, sure. Sounds good." He stammers; his voice slightly higher than usual. The brief contact does not go unnoticed by him. He closes his laptop, setting it aside on the coffee table. As he does, his arm accidentally brushes against Stephanie's thigh. He jerks back as if burned, a light blush creeping up his neck. Clearing his throat, he tries act as if nothing happened. She once again doesn't seem to have noticed the brief contact. He leans back on the couch, forcing himself to focus on the TV screen.
"What are we watching? Anything specific in mind, or are we just browsing?" he asks,
Stephanie glances over at Jeff, noticing the slight blush on his cheeks. She frowns, concerned. "Hey, are you okay? You seem a bit flustered." She reaches out, placing a hand on his arm. She's always been affectionate with Jeff growing up. Even now her touch is gentle and reassuring.
Taking his nod as he's fine, she looks back towards the television. "We can watch whatever you want. I'm easy," she says, her thumb absently rubbing small circles on Jeff 's arm. She doesn't even realize she's doing it, the action completely natural to her. Jeff on the other hand feels his heart race from Stephanie's touch. He's acutely aware of every point of contact between their bodies. The warmth of her hand seeping into him, sending shivers down his spine. The proximity of her hip to his. The imaginary heat from the briefest of contacts between their thighs now feels cold and vacant.
"I was thinking maybe a comedy? Or an action movie? Anything to distract me from the meet coming up," she suggests, her eyes scanning the selection on the screen. She's so used to being around Jeff that she doesn't even consider how her actions or words might be inspire his imagination. To her, this is just a normal evening hanging out with her little brother.
As she scrolls through the options, she shifts closer to him, her head resting on his shoulder, making Jeff hyperaware of her hair tickling his cheek, neck and ear. She's tired from practice, and the comforting warmth of his body is always welcome. She feels safe with him. She always has. He's her anchor, her rock, the one person she can always count on. Jeff is always there for her whenever she needs. He's never been too busy, and even if he's seemed like she was disturbing him, he'd drop what he's doing to help.
"What do you think? Anything catching your eye?" she asks, her voice soft and slightly muffled against his shoulder.
He takes a deep breath, trying to calm his racing heart. This is Stephanie, my sister, he reminds himself, but it's getting harder and harder to ignore his feelings for her. Especially when she's this close to him. He knows he shouldn't feel this way, but he can't help it. She's beautiful, kind, and she makes him feel seen in a way no one else ever has.
"Um, yeah, a comedy sounds good," he manages to say, his voice strained, trying to will his erection away. He can't think straight with her this close to him, the scent of her strawberry shampoo filling his nostrils, and her soft curves pressed against his side.
He tries to focus on the TV screen, but his eyes keep drifting to Stephanie's face, watching as her lips part slightly as she breathes. He wonders what it would feel like to kiss her, to feel her lips against his, to taste her.
He shakes his head slightly, trying to banish the thought. He can't think like that. She's my sister, for god's sake, becoming his internal mantra to try and banish the thoughts. But even as he thinks it, he knows it's a losing battle. He's falling for her, hard, and he doesn't know how to stop it.
Stephanie smiles softly as Jeff agrees to watch a comedy with her. She loves spending time with him like this, just the two of them, relaxed and comfortable in each other's company. She knows he's a bit awkward around her sometimes, but she's always put it down to him being younger and not knowing what to say to girls, even if it is just her.
"Great, comedy it is then," she says, lifting her head from his shoulder as she scrolls down to the comedy section.
As Stephanie scans the choices, her attention back on the TV, Jeff takes another opportunity to steal a glance at her. She's changed into shorts, but now wearing a tank top with it. Her cleavage is on full display at his angle and looking down the open neckline, he sees no signs of a bra crossing the expanse below her impressive orbs. He misses her warmth immediately, the absence of her touch leaving him feeling cold and empty, just like after her thigh brushed him. He wants to pull her back into his arms, to hold her close and never let her go. Man, I need to find a distraction, he thinks.
He shakes his head slightly, trying once more to clear his thoughts. This is getting out of hand. He needs to get a grip on himself before he does something he'll regret. Before he does something that could ruin everything between them.
"With so many options, how can it be so hard to find something?" he says asking the age-old question, and his voice sounding more normal now that she's not pressed up against him. He forces himself to focus on the screen as she's scrolling through the options, trying to find something they'll both enjoy.
As she does, he becomes aware of his muscles tiring in his left arm because he's been holding it awkwardly to keep from touching her. Needing to relax it, he gently lowers it down to his side resulting in his hand touching Stephanie's thigh again. This time, he doesn't jerk away. Instead, he lets it stay there, acutely aware that the back of his hand brushing the smooth skin. He swallows dryly, knowing the thoughts going through his head would mortify her if she knew. But his lust is overriding his rational thinking. Maybe she doesn't mind? Maybe this is a sign that she wants me too? He starts to rationalize in his mind.
He glances over at Stephanie, trying to gauge her reaction. She doesn't even seem to have noticed, her attention still on the TV. Reality setting in that he's reading into an innocent interaction between siblings, and he's seeing signs where there are none. But he can't deny the way his heart races when he's around her, the way his body reacts to her touch. Just more confirmation of his obsession and that it's his alone.
While Jeff is dealing with his inner turmoil, Stephanie is completely oblivious, focused solely on finding a movie they can both enjoy. She scrolls through the options, occasionally pausing to read a description or watch a trailer. She doesn't notice how long Jeff's hand lingers against her thigh, the touch inconsequential and her mind too preoccupied with the task at hand. Even if she did notice, she wouldn't have given it a second thought. They "snuggle" all of the time, so random body contact is to be expected.
"Ooh, how about this one?" she says excitedly, stopping on a movie she's found. It's a romcom, one she's been meaning to watch for a while. She turns to look at Jeff, her eyes bright and eager.
"What do you think?" she asks, her hand coming to rest on his knee as she faces him. The action is innocent, and completely platonic in her mind. She's touched Jeff like this a thousand times before, a simple gesture of comfort and affection. Her movement causing an overlapping of limbs, Jeff's hand instinctively pulls away from her as he feels her hand touch him. "S-sure, that one looks good. Ready whenever you are," he declares.
Stephanie smiles brightly at Jeff's agreement, her hand giving his knee a gentle squeeze before she turns back to the TV. "Awesome, let's do it then!" she says enthusiastically, hitting play on the movie.
As the opening credits start to roll, she settles back into the couch, her body naturally gravitating towards Jeff's warmth. Assuming the natural movie time position, she snuggles up against his side, her head finding its usual spot on his shoulder. This is how they always watch movies together, cuddled up close, sharing each other's warmth. It's comfortable, familiar, and Stephanie loves every second of it. It brings back that sense of closeness and safety from when she was younger.
Jeff's heart skips a beat as Stephanie snuggles up against him, her head resting on his shoulder once again. Moving his left arm, he wraps it around her instinctively, pulling her closer to him. He knows he shouldn't be doing this, but he can't seem to stop himself. She never thinks a thing of it, her innocence of guys typical moves allowing him to take liberties he probably shouldn't. He knows for her; this is a completely innocent gesture of them just snuggling in. For him it gives a view he can take advantage of without her noticing, and fantasize egged on by the feeling of her body against his.
As the movie starts, she finds herself laughing along with the jokes, her body shaking slightly against Jeff's with each chuckle. She feels completely at ease, completely content in this moment with her brother. Jef's attention split between the movie and her cleavage. The smell of her shampoo rising up to stimulate another of his senses. It takes everything he's got, but he manages to direct his focus to the movie. He figures out the parts he's missed while looking at her and settles into just enjoying the movie and her company like a normal brother.
Every now and then, she glances up at Jeff, checking to see if he's enjoying the movie as much as she is. Not every teenage guy likes a romcom. She loves seeing him laugh, loves the way his eyes crinkle at the corners and his whole face turns slightly red. It makes her heart feel full, and happy in a way that nothing else does.
At one particularly funny moment, she bursts out laughing, her body shaking against Jeff's. He joins in, his own laughter rumbling through his chest and vibrating against her ear. She turns her head to look up at him, grinning widely.
"This movie is hilarious!" she exclaims, her eyes sparkling with mirth. I'm so glad we chose this one. She sees Jeff smiling as he watches. A simple nod in acknowledgement of her comment. She goes back to watching the movie.
The movie eventually coming to an end, Stephanie stretches, a yielding of her muscles. Causing her back to arch slightly, and her breasts to push out, she doesn't realize the way the movement makes her look. She turns to Jeff, asking, "Was it as good for you as it was for me?" Smiling at her own joking innuendo.
Nodding once again, "Yeah, it was pretty funny." He pauses for a moment, taking a deep breath, and says, "Hey, Stephanie, can I ask you something?"
"Of course." She replies, her brows furrowing slightly in concern as she sees the seriousness in his eyes. "Sure, what's on your mind?" She shifts, turning her body to face him more fully, her legs crossing under her as she gets comfortable. The movement causes her shorts to ride up slightly, revealing the entire span of her thigh practically up to the crease of her hip. Jeff takes a deep breath, his heart pounding in his chest. He wants to ask her about helping him talk to girls, but he doesn't know what to say, or how to ask.
He's never been good with the opposite sex, and the thought of asking Stephanie, the girl he's been secretly lusting after for how long, terrifies him. He takes a deep breath, trying to calm his nerves. "It's just... I've been having some trouble, and I was hoping you could help me with something," he says, his voice barely above a whisper.
Stephanie's expression softens, and she reaches out, placing a hand on his forearms which are folded in his lap. "Of course, Jeff. I'd be happy to help. What is it?" she asks intent on trying to help with whatever she can. He looks so uncomfortable, she just wants to hug him and make him feel better.
Jeff swallows hard, trying to find the words. He's never talked about this stuff with anyone before, and now he's about to confess it to the one girl he's come to obsess. Sure, it's obvious and what he's saying probably isn't surprising, but to admit his insecurities out loud makes him feel vulnerable in the most extreme way. He takes a deep breath and dives in. "It's... it's about girls. I-I don't know how to talk to them. I don't know what to say, or how to act. I'm just... I'm terrible at it," he admits, his voice barely above a whisper. A quiver in it reflecting just how uncomfortable he is in his confession.
"I freeze up, I fuck it up. I don't know how to make them like me."
Stephanie bites her lip, her brows furrowing as she takes in Jeff's words. She's always known he's a bit awkward around girls, but she had no idea that he got so uncomfortable just talking about talking to girls. Her heart goes out to him, and she wants to help him in any way she can. Her heart breaks a little as she hears the vulnerability in Jeff's voice. She's never heard him sound so unsure of himself before, and it hurts her to see him like this. She wants to help him, to make him feel better, but she's not sure how.
"Hey, Jeff," she says softly, her hand on his arm giving him a squeeze. "It's okay. You don't have to be good at everything. And you're definitely not terrible at talking to girls. You talk to me all the time, and I'm a girl, right?" She gives him a small smile, trying to lighten the mood as she searches for something uplifting to say to him.



She thinks for a moment, trying to find some helpful words. She doesn't even know how to talk to guys, how is she supposed to help him figure out girls? "You know, maybe the problem isn't that you don't know how to talk to girls, but that you're trying too hard. Maybe you just need to be yourself, you know? Girls aren't some alien species. We're just people, like you. And you're a great guy, Jeff. You're kind, funny, smart... any girl would be lucky to have you." She squeezes his arm again, offering him a reassuring smile. "And hey, if you ever need help or advice, you can always come to me. I'm your sister, after all. I'll always be here for you, no matter what. Okay?"
Jeff rolls his eyes at the old cliché "Any girl would be lucky to have you." That's something his mom would say and it does him no good.
Stephanie chuckles softly at Jeff's eye roll, knowing exactly how he feels. She knows how hollow the words probably are as they come out of her mouth.. "Yeah, I know, I sounds just like mom, right?" She grins, nudging him playfully. "But it's true, Jeff. You really are a catch. And I'm not just saying that because I'm your "big sister", she says the words sarcastically. I mean it.
"She pauses for a moment, thinking. "You know what? Let's make a deal. You help me with talking to guys, and I'll help you with your... girl problems. How does that sound?" She offers him a hopeful smile, hoping he'll agree. "I can give you some pointers, maybe even role-play some scenarios with you. That way we both get some practice. And... I don't know, it might do us both some good. What do you say?" she asks, her heart pounding in her chest. She's not sure why she's offering this, but she wants to help. She wants to see him happy and confident, and she knows that this is something that's been holding him back. And besides, she thinks, it might be fun and it's not like I couldn't use some help myself.
Jeff raises an eyebrow, looking at Stephanie curiously. He's surprised by her offer, but he's not going to say no. He's desperate for any help he can get, and the thought of role-playing scenarios with Stephanie is actually really appealing. The dynamic of their relationship is shifting before him, and he's not sure how he feels about it. On one hand, he's terrified that in a single night he could mess up the amazing relationship they've forged over the course of growing up. On the other, he's eager to explore this new side of her he's not supposed to get to know.
"Deal," he finally says, his voice barely above a whisper. He swallows hard, trying to calm his racing heart. "But... but I don't want to mess up what we have, or make things weird between us."
Stephanie's face lights up with a bright smile at Jeff's agreement. She's thrilled that he's willing to give this a try, and she's determined to help him in any way she can. "Oh, Jeff, of course we won't mess up our relationship!" she exclaims, throwing her arms around him in a tight hug. She pulls back after a moment, looking up at him with sincere eyes. "You're my brother, and that will never change. No matter what, I'll always love you and be here for you."
She takes his hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "And don't worry about making things weird. We're family, and family is supposed to help each other out. This is just us looking out for each other, okay? Nothing more, nothing less." She smiles warmly at him, her heart filled with affection for the little brother she's helped grow up. She knows that he's been struggling with this for a while, and she's grateful that he trusts her enough to open up to her about it. She's determined to be the best big sister she can be, and to help.
"So, when do you want to start?" she asks, her eyes sparkling with excitement. "I'm free after my next meet. It's my last one of the season, so, I won't have nearly so much going on after. What do you think?" Stephanie asks, her hand now resting on Jeff's knee, squeezing it with a level of excitement.
"Yeah, let's see what happens." Jeff responds, his heart racing. He's taking a calculated risk, crossing the line between them that he's knows is meant to exist for a reason, but he's been aching for this for so long, and now that she's offered the chance to help him, he's not about to pass it up. Stephanie looks at him, her eyes sparkling with her excitement at the prospect of how fun this could be, the more she thinks about it, and nods in agreement. "Alright, we'll start simple."
Jeff tries to hide his disappointment over the thought having to wait until after her next meet. He knows how important gymnastics is to her, and he would never want to take away from that. But at the same time, he can't help feeling a pang of disappointment of having to wait. "Yeah, that sounds good," he says, trying to sound enthusiastic. "I'll be at your meet, cheering you on. And then afterwards, we can... practice."
He swallows hard at the thought of practicing with Stephanie. He's not entirely sure what that will entail, but he's looking forward to it nonetheless. He knows that this is going to be tough because of his feelings for her, but at the same time, he's more comfortable with her than any other girl in the world. If he can figure out how to talk to Stephanie, then he can talk to anyone. And even though he knows he shouldn't be thinking about her that way, he can't help but feel excited at the prospect of spending more time with her, of getting to know this forbidden side of her.
"In the meantime, I guess I'll just... keep trying. Maybe I'll try talking to some girls at school, see if I can get better on my own. You know, so I'm not completely hopeless when we start practicing," he says, trying to sound casual. "But... but if you have any advice for me, you know, for talking to girls in the meantime... that would be really helpful. I know you said you're not the best with guys, but... well, you're still a girl," he shrugs "and I trust you more than anyone else." He knows that if he hasn't been able to talk to girls before now, he's not going to be able to in the next week, but he simply doesn't know what else to say to her.
Stephanie's heart swells with affection as she listens to Jeff talk. She can see the vulnerability in his eyes, the way he's trying so hard to be brave and confident. She knows how much courage it took for him to open up to her like this, and she's determined to do everything in her power to help him.
"Oh, Jeff," she says softly, taking his hand in hers. "You could never be hopeless. You're one of the kindest, most caring people I know. Any girl would be lucky to get to know you."
Despite her words of encouragement, Stephanie feels a strange knot of jealousy in her stomach at the thought of Jeff talking to other girls. She's not sure where it's coming from, but the idea of him talking with some other girl, makes her stomach twist in a way she can't quite explain. She tries to shrug off the feeling, chalking it up to her protective instincts as his big sister. Of course she wants him to find someone special, someone who appreciates him for the amazing guy he is. But at the same time, she can't help worrying about him getting hurt, about him opening his heart to someone who doesn't deserve it.
"As for advice..." she says, thinking for a moment. "I guess the best thing I can say is just be yourself. Don't try to be someone you're not, or say things you think a girl wants to hear. Just be genuine, and let your true self shine through. And if a girl can't see how amazing you are, then she's not worth your time anyway."
She gives his hand a gentle squeeze, looking up at him with a warm smile. "And remember, you don't have to do this alone. I'm here for you, always. No matter what happens with other girls, you'll always have me!" she exclaims trying to lighten the mood. She has a big smile and is throwing her arms wide as if she's presenting herself to him.
Stephanie's words are sincere, but even as she says them, she can't shake the feeling of unease in the pit of her stomach. She knows she should be happy Jeff is willing to put himself out there, and supportive of him finding love. But the idea of him with someone else, of him moving on and leaving her behind, fills her with a sense of dread she can't quite understand. It's always been them together through thick and thin.
She lets the thought drift away, telling herself she's just being silly. Of course she wants him to be happy, of course she wants him to find someone. And even if he does, he'll be there for her when she needs, just like she always will be for him. But even as she tells herself this, she immediately feels a sudden, intense longing for him that catches her off guard. She looks up at him, her eyes locked onto his, and suddenly, everything feels different. She can't quite put her finger on it, but something has shifted between them. She feels a sudden, intense possessiveness for him that she's never felt before. It's new, and it's confusing and she must be just feeling protective of him because he's being so vulnerable tonight.
Jeff feels it too. He can see it in her eyes, the way she's looking at him. It's not the same way she's always looked at him, not the way a sister looks at her brother. He can feel his heart racing in his chest. There's something more there, something new... He must be reading into things once again, projecting his feelings just like earlier.
The following week, Jeff stands at the edge of the gymnastics floor, the hum of the crowd around him mingling with the sharp claps and cheers. His nerves mirrored hers--though he'd never let her see it. She had always been the one to keep things light between them. As her brother, he was proud of her, but also in awe of her dedication.
Stephanie had been a gymnast since she could walk. She may not be the best, but she was solid. Her balance beam was her strongest event, and her vault was decent, but her heart and effort were what set her apart. Jeff had seen her struggle with both in practice recently. Today, however, she was in the zone. She had told him over breakfast, her eyes gleaming, that she felt ready--ready to show what she had worked for.
The meet was being held in a spacious gymnasium at the university, filled with teammates, families, and fans. Jeff could see her team in their competition leotards huddled together, their energy buzzing, but it was Stephanie's calmness after days of getting wound tighter and tighter, that caught his attention. She was focused, her eyes slightly squinted as she ran through her routine in her head, visualizing everything.
Jeff leaned back against the bleachers; his legs stretched out before him. The air was thick with anticipation. He knew she'd be great, but he also knew that gymnastics--especially in front of a crowd--could bring out the best and the worst. He was here not just as her brother, but as her biggest supporter. That was enough to keep him grounded.
Then, it was her turn.
Stephanie's face was focused, her hands brushing against her leotard as she made her way to the floor routine. Jeff's heart picked up speed. He watched her move with grace as she took her position, the crowd's murmur fading to a quiet hush. Fading away around him as he focused on her. This was her moment.
The music began, and Stephanie's routine unfolded like a story. She moved with fluidity; her body hurtling through the air. Her tumbling passes were crisp, the back handspring and the double layout twists were flawless. She had always been able to execute every skill with a kind of quiet confidence, and today was no different. Her dance elements were graceful and expressive.
Jeff caught every movement with his eyes, appreciating the way she seemed to own the floor. She didn't need to be the best to stand out; it was her heart that shone through for him. She poured everything she had into each move. When she nailed her final tumbling pass, Jeff jumped from his seat, applauding, along with the rest of the crowd.
Jeff stood up, clapping louder than anyone around him. He caught her eye as she took a deep breath and smiled, a mix of relief and pride washing over her face.
Her coach came over to congratulate her, and the rest of the team joined in. Jeff made his way down from the bleachers, working his way over as close as he could to her. Stephanie spotted him before he even reached her, her face lighting up when she saw him.
"You did it," he said, his voice full of admiration.
"Barely," she laughed, brushing a strand of hair from her forehead. "I thought I was going to step out on the last pass, but somehow, I didn't."
"You were amazing out there." Jeff hugged her tightly from over the rail, then stepped back. "Seriously, I've never seen you so in control." They stood there for a moment, just enjoying the quiet connection between them amidst the chaos of the meet.
As they headed out to meet their parents, Jeff couldn't help but feel grateful for the bond he had with his sister. It wasn't always perfect, but it was real. Stephanie didn't need to be a star gymnast for Jeff to admire her. She already was, in his eyes, because of who and what she was--strong, determined, and full of heart. That's what made her special, and he was glad to be there, cheering her on, no matter the outcome.
The next afternoon, as they lay on the couch, her on her stomach with her head turned to the side watching TV, Jeff couldn't keep his eyes off of her. She was sprawled out next to him, her legs stretched out with an arm thrown above her head, absentmindedly playing with a strand of her blonde hair. She was so damn beautiful, and he found himself thinking about her in ways he shouldn't once again. He tried to push the thoughts away, tried to focus on the TV show they were watching, but he couldn't. All he could see was her; her defined back, her long legs, her toned body, her perfect ass.
Fuck, he thought to himself.
At the same time, Stephanie says "So, I guess now that my meets over, we can practice what we were talking about..." Her voice is tentative, non-committal as if she's asking for his opinion on it. Her nerves rising, so she can't even look at him when she says it. Ever since they agreed to it, she's had butterflies whenever she thinks about it. She's convinced herself it's from her nerves. After all, she's never done anything like this before. Hell, she's never even come close to doing anything like this before. But deep down, she knows that's not the only reason. She's nervous, yes, but she's also excited. Excited in a way she's never been before. A way that has her stomach fluttering and her heart pounding in her chest.
Jeff turns to face her, his eyes scanning her as she stares at the TV, avoiding his gaze. Regardless of her looking at him, he sees the uncertainty in them mirroring his own nerves now that the time has come. He's not sure how to start this conversation, or how to break the ice. He's not sure what to say, or how to even begin. He's never done this before, and even though he's fantasized about it a million times, the reality is overwhelming.
"I guess that's true," he says trying to act as though he hasn't thought of this moment every time he's looked at her since they made the deal. "But... I'm not sure where to start here," he admits, his voice rough with emotion. He swallows hard, trying to find the right words. "I want to help you, and I want you to help me. But I don't want to mess up what we have he states once again, so afraid of ruining everything. His fears being the basis of why he struggles with girls in the first place.
Stephanie takes a deep breath, still avoiding looking at him. She can feel her heart racing in her chest, and she's not entirely sure why she's so nervous. It's just Jeff, after all. Her nerdy little brother, her best friend. There's nothing to be nervous about.
"Okay," she says, trying to sound more confident than she feels. "So, let's start with something simple. Just pretend like I'm a girl in your class, okay?" Stephanie smiles at him encouragingly, trying to put both of them at ease. She imagines he must be feeling as anxious as she does, and she tries to emit an air of confidence.
"Hi there," she says, extending her hand towards him. "How's your class project coming along?" she asks trying to suppress a giggle over the weirdness of what they're doing.
Jeff pauses for a moment, trying to get into character. He looks Stephanie over, admiring her beautiful face and athletic body. He chokes down the golf ball that's stuck in his throat as he reaches out and shakes her hand. Her skin is so soft, and he lingers just a bit too long before letting go. He clears his throat and tries to remember he's supposed to be talking to a classmate, not his gorgeous, tempting sister.
"It's going well. I've been doing a lot of research and I think I've got a good start on my paper," Jeff says, trying to sound confident. He takes a deep breath, steeling himself for what comes next. He's not used to taking the initiative with girls, but he knows he needs to practice if he wants to get better.
"So, um, I was wondering if maybe you'd want to grab coffee sometime? We could study together, or just hang out. Whatever you want," he stammers as his assertiveness falters.
As he speaks, he feels his face growing warm. He's never been this forward with a girl before, and even though it's just Stephanie, he can't help feeling nervous. He wonders if he's coming on too strong, or if he's making her uncomfortable.
He takes a deep breath, trying to calm himself, and tries again. "I mean, if you're not busy. I know you have a lot going on with gymnastics and all, but I thought maybe we could find some time to just hang out. No pressure, just... just you and me. But only if you want to."
Stephanie smiles at him, her eyes softening. She can see how nervous he is, how much effort he's putting into this. It's sweet, really, and it makes her heart swell with affection for him. She reaches out and places her hand on his, giving it a gentle squeeze.
"Hey, you're doing great," she says softly. "Just keep going, okay? You've got this." She realizes that compared to Jeff, she's better than she gives herself credit for. She can talk to guys, she just can't read the room, or their intentions. It's her self-confidence in her own beauty that's the issue.
Jeff nods, taking a deep breath to steady himself. He looks into Stephanie's eyes, trying to gather his courage. "So, um, I was wondering if maybe you'd want to grab coffee sometime? We could study together, or just hang out," he stammers.
Stephanie's heart skips a beat at his words realizing it's her turn, and for a moment, she's not sure how to respond. She's never been asked out like this before, even if it is just Jeff roleplaying with her, and she's suddenly acutely aware of how close they're sitting, how his hand feels beneath hers.
She takes a deep breath, feels that little flutter in her stomach that's becoming too familiar. It's only nerves though. Roleplaying itself is uncomfortable, but doing it with Jeff and pretending he's a guy asking her out is a whole other level. She takes another deep breath, works up a smile, and nods. "Yeah, I'd love to," she says, trying to sound casual, as if she weren't feeling like her face is on fire.
Jeff smiles, relieved. He hadn't expected her to say yes so easily. He thought there would be more nervousness, more hesitation. But here she is, her eyes shining with what looks like excitement.
"Great," he says, his voice a little hoarse. "So, um, when do you want to do this? I mean, we could do it today, or tomorrow, or whenever you want. I'm free basically anytime," his passiveness once again coming through.
Stephanie giggles at Jeff's eagerness. Her nerves building as well, she can't help but start to make a little bit of a joke of the whole thing. She leans back on the couch, as she looks up at him with a playful smile. "Well, I don't know," she teases, tapping her chin thoughtfully. "I am pretty busy, you know. I've got gymnastics practice, and homework, and studying for finals, and all sorts of other important things to do."



She pauses for a moment, enjoying the way Jeff is hanging on her every word. It's kind of fun, actually, having this kind of power over him. She's never really thought about it before, but maybe there's something fun about talking to a guy.
"But I suppose I could squeeze you in," she says finally, her voice low and sultry. She reaches out and traces a finger along his arm, trying to stifle a giggle. "How does tonight sound? We could grab dinner first, maybe see a movie. What do you say, stud?" Stephanie bites her lip, trying to hide her grin and Jeff can't help but notice the fullness of that lip as it pops out from under her teeth.
She knows she's laying it on thick, but she can't help herself. It's just too much fun to see Jeff squirm like this. And besides, she's curious to see how he'll respond to her flirting, oblivious to what her words and actions are truly doing to him. Is he going to clam up? she wonders. She's not trying to make him uncomfortable, but she's feeling so out of her element, she just doesn't know how to act. This is her problem; when a guy talks to her, she just can't take them seriously and then she can't take the conversation serious. Granted, she doesn't usually respond in a flirty way, but more of dismisses them. The fact that it's Jeff though makes her feel more at liberty to play around.
Jeff's eyes widen and he gulps audibly, his heart pounding in his chest. He knows Stephanie is just teasing him, but the way she's looking at him, the way her finger is tracing patterns on his arm, it's making him feel things he knows he shouldn't be feeling. Especially not for his sister.
"Tonight sounds great," he manages to choke out, his voice rough and strained. "Dinner and a movie, it's a date."
He cringes internally at his choice of words. A date. Is that what this is? It's not like he's ever been on a real date before, so he wouldn't know. But the thought of going on a date with Stephanie, of being out in public together, acting like a couple... it's almost too much to bear.
"I mean, not a 'date' date," he clarifies hastily, feeling his face heat up. "Just, you know, two friends hanging out. That's all."
He looks down at Stephanie's hand on his arm, and he can't help but imagine what it would feel like just to hold her hand. To truly hold it, not as her brother. Once again feeling shame over his thoughts, he avoids her eyes, but he can't seem to stop himself. He's been so lonely lately. It's never been an issue, before, but his feelings for her making him aware of how isolated he is outside of his games. And here's Stephanie, his beautiful, perfect sister, offering him that and more. It may just be practice, but he can't wait to go out with her for the evening.
He takes a deep breath, trying to calm himself down. He knows he needs to focus, to stay in character and keep the roleplay going, but it's getting harder and harder to remember that this isn't real, that Stephanie isn't actually interested in him that way.
Stephanie looks into Jeff's eyes, trying to gauge his reaction. She's not sure if he's actually serious about this date, or if he's just playing along with the roleplay. But the way he's looking at her, the intensity in his gaze, it's making her heart race and her palms sweat. She's never seen Jeff like this before, so focused and intense. It's a little unnerving, but also oddly exciting. She wonders what's going through his mind, what he's thinking as he stares at her so intently.
"Tonight, huh?" she says, trying to keep her voice light and playful. "Well, I guess I could be persuaded. But it would have to be somewhere good. None of this fast-food nonsense. I want a real meal, at a real restaurant."
Crossing her legs as she regards Jeff with a teasing smile. She's enjoying this game, this little back-and-forth. It's fun to see him squirm, to see him so out of his element. And she has to admit, there's something thrilling about flirting with him like this, even if it is just for practice. The way her words can make her feel powerful and affect a guy.
"And the movie had better be good too," *she continues, tapping her chin thoughtfully, once more. "Not some comic book movie, but something I can enjoy too."
"I'm just kidding," she adds hastily feeling like she's given him enough ribbing, a laugh escaping her lips. "I'm sorry, I just couldn't resist. This is just practice, right? We're just playing around," her insecurities kicking in as she pushes even herself to far.
Looking at Jeff's face she sees his smile falter at her last words. "Wait, were you serious? Did you actually want to go to dinner and a movie tonight? Or was that just part of the roleplay?" Stephanie asks, her voice rising in discomfort at disappointing Jeff as she sees the confusion in his eyes. She feels a pang of guilt for teasing him like that, but it's just par for the course. This is why she's horrible with guys, she never thinks they're serious and then she puts her foot in her mouth, or just walks away having misunderstood the conversation. She always misreads the room.
Jeff's mind is racing. He can't tell if Stephanie is serious or if she's just messing with him. He's never been good at reading women, and Stephanie is no exception. He swallows hard and tries to gather his thoughts.
"I... I don't know," he finally says trying to downplay his disappointment, his voice soft and hesitant. "I mean, I thought we were just practicing. But... but now that we're talking about it, maybe we should actually go out tonight. You know, to see if this stuff really works in the real world."
He looks up at Stephanie, his eyes filled with a mix of nervousness and excitement. "What do you think? Do you want to? I mean, if it's too weird for you. We don't have to. We could just keep practicing here."
As he says the words, he realizes how much he wants this to be real. He wants to take Stephanie out on a real date, and get a taste of what it'd actually be like to go out with her. But he also knows how weird it might be. His own feelings aside, he's pretty sure she wouldn't be comfortable. But still... she seems to be taking the roleplaying pretty far too.
Stephanie feels a rush of emotion as she looks into Jeff's eyes. She can hear the hope in his voice, even if he is trying to hide it from her. She knows there's a chance things could get weird if they go out on a real date even if it is just to practice interacting with the opposite sex. At the same time... this is fun! She wants to continue living this little fantasy, even if she is struggling to take it seriously. And maybe, just maybe, she wants to see what it would be like too.
"You know what? Let's do it," she says, her voice firm and decisive. "Let's go out tonight, just the two of us. We can grab dinner, see a movie, and just... just go on a date, you know?" She says with a blush, feeling the heat rise from her neck as she says it. "No pressure, no expectations. Just a chance to hang out and have fun."
Sitting up straight and facing him, she reaches out and grabs Jeff's knees, giving him an exaggerated batting of her lashes, "We have a nice dinner, then share some popcorn and a soda! And cuddle up in the chairs where the arm rest goes up!" She says laughing, once again deflecting the absurdness of the whole situation. "Maybe this will be good for both of us."
She smiles at him, her eyes sparkling with excitement and anticipation as she finds the humor in the situation, letting her kind of relax into the whole idea in a weird way. She feels a flutter in her stomach, but she tells herself it's just nerves. Nothing more than that.
"So, where should we go?" she asks, her voice light and playful.
Jeff feels his heart skip a beat as Stephanie agrees to go out with him. He can hardly believe it, after all this time of wanting to be alone with her in that way, she's finally agreeing to go on a date. Even if it is just for practice, he wants this night to be perfect. He feels his face flush, trying to keep his mind on what she's saying instead of imagining what could happen after the movie. It's not that he thinks it'll actually happen, but he can dream at least, right?
"We could try that new Italian place near the mall," he suggests, his voice hesitant. "I heard it's really good, and it's supposed to be pretty good and then it's right next to the theater." He cringes inwardly.
"And as for the movie, I don't really care," he continues, trying to sound nonchalant. "We can see whatever you want. I'm just happy to be going on a date," he claims, feigning indifference.
Jeff takes a deep breath, everything having come out of his mouth in a rush, trying to calm his racing heart. He can still feel Stephanie's hand on his knees as he rests his on top of hers. Her soft skin is sending electric shocks through his body. The fact that he's going on a date with the one person that should be more out of his reach than anyone else is beyond belief, but he can't help the excitement he's feeling swell. She's so beautiful, so perfect, and he just wants to hold her, to kiss her- to hide the fact that he's just become aware that his excitement isn't the only thing that's swelling.
Stephanie feels her cheeks flush as Jeff mentions the Italian restaurant. It does sound romantic, but she quickly pushes that thought aside. This isn't a real date, after all. It's just fun, a chance for them both to get more comfortable being with and talking to the opposite sex.
"Italian sounds great," she says, smiling at Jeff. She can see the excitement in his eyes, and it makes her heart flutter. She's never seen him like this before, so open and eager. It's a good look on him, she decides, even if the idea of a romantic evening out with him is still making her uncomfortable in ways she doesn't understand.
She stands up, collecting her thoughts. "Okay, so Italian for dinner, and then a movie of my choice. Sounds like a plan." She grins at Jeff, feeling a little more anxious to get going now that she's on her feet. "I'm gonna go get ready," she says, heading towards the stairs. "Pick me up at 7?" she asks jokingly. She pauses at the bottom of the stairs, looking back at Jeff with a mischievous smile. "And don't forget to wear something nice. This is a date, after all," she says as a mater-of-fact.
With that, she turns and heads up the stairs, her heart pounding in her chest. She can't believe she's actually doing this. She's going on a date with her brother. But at the same time, she can't deny that she's excited. It'll be fun to dress up and go out and have a good time with Jeff. The idea that this is all supposed to serve a purpose justifying her excitement, as she gets into the idea of going on a date, regardless of who it's with.
Jeff watches as Stephanie ascends the stairs, his eyes lingering on her for a moment too long. He can hardly believe that she actually agreed to go out with him. He feels a rush of excitement mixed with nerves, his heart racing in his chest. As soon as Stephanie is out of sight, Jeff leaps to his feet and rushes to his own room. He digs through his closet, trying to find something suitable to wear. He finally settles on a pair of dark jeans and a button-down shirt that he hopes makes him look more mature than his usual t-shirts and hoodies.
He takes a quick shower, wanting to make sure he's clean and fresh for their date. As he steps out, he catches a glimpse of himself in the mirror and cringes. He looks like a nervous wreck, his hair disheveled and his eyes wide with anxiety. He takes a deep breath, trying to calm down and collect himself. He quickly gets dressed, taking extra care to make sure everything is just right. He wants to look good for Stephanie, to make a good impression. Even if this isn't a real date, he still wants to treat it like one. He heads back downstairs, pacing the living room as he waits for Stephanie to come back down. He can't sit still, his mind racing with thoughts of the evening ahead. He wonders what she'll look like, what she'll wear. He tries to picture her in his mind, but he can't quite capture her beauty, her grace, her... everything.
Meanwhile Stephanie feels like she's walking on air as she rummages through her closet, the pit in her stomach no longer from nerves, but from anticipation. She's never been on a date, and the thought of going with Jeff, is thrilling. She takes her time getting ready, trying on one outfit after another before settling on a little black dress she has for formal affairs she sometimes needs to attend. It hugs her curves in all the right places. She slips into a pair of heels that make her feel tall, like a woman, and confident as she spins around in front of the mirror, admiring her reflection. She's never felt like this before, so empowered and ready to take on the world.
Finally, after what feels like an eternity, Jeff hears Stephanie's footsteps on the stairs. He turns to look, and his jaw drops at the sight of her. She looks absolutely stunning in the little black dress that hugs her curves in all the right ways, accentuating her figure. Her hair is styled in loose waves, framing her face perfectly. She's wearing makeup, something he's rarely seen her do, and it makes her look even more beautiful than usual. Not because it hides anything, but just makes her look polished and finished. It's subtle and accentuates her natural beauty.
Jeff feels his mouth go dry as he takes in the sight of her. She looks like a goddess, and he can't believe that he's lucky enough to be going out with her, even if it is just practice. "You look amazing," he manages to choke out, his voice hoarse with emotion.
Stephanie's face lights up as Jeff compliments her, feeling a rush of warmth spread through her body. She's spent so long feeling awkward and out of place around guys, and it feels good that she's managed to put together an outfit that makes her feel confident and attractive.
"Oh, this old thing?" she says, trying to sound nonchalant even as her cheeks flush with pleasure. "I just threw it on," she chuckles at the saying. "But thanks, Jeff. That means a lot."
She steps closer to him, reaching out to adjust his collar. It's a small gesture, but it feels oddly intimate, and she can feel her heart racing as her fingers brush against his skin. She quickly pulls her hand back, suddenly feeling self-conscious.
"You look pretty sharp yourself," she says, trying to keep her tone light and playful. "I like the shirt. It suits you."
She turns to grab her purse, needing a moment to collect herself. She takes a deep breath, trying to calm the butterflies in her stomach. This is just practice, she reminds herself. It's not a real date. But somehow, that knowledge doesn't make her any less nervous.
"Shall we go?" she asks, turning back to Jeff with a bright smile on her face. "I'm starving, and I can't wait to have some Italian."
At the restaurant, they sat at a cozy corner table, it wasn't too fancy, but it was nice. Considering Jeff's budget, since he doesn't have a job, he must really be stretching it. The dress she chose feels like it was the right pick for the ambiance of the restaurant. It also went well with Jeff's button-down shirt and a nicer pair of jeans. She had never seen him in slacks, so she doesn't know if he even owns a pair. She was surprised to even see that he had a button-down. Throughout the meal, they found themselves touching more often--a hand on the arm, a gentle nudge with an elbow, or a brief squeeze of the hand. They talked about everything and nothing, laughing at stupid jokes and sharing stories. The tension between them grew, a slow burn that neither of them seemed to notice or want to acknowledge. All thoughts of this being for practice, long slipped from their minds as they enjoyed the company of the other.
After dinner, they walked to the movie theater hand in hand, their fingers entwined as if it were the most natural thing in the world. Jeff held the door open for Stephanie, and they found their seats near towards the back.
Stephanie settles into her seat, feeling a warmth spread through her as Jeff takes the seat beside her. She's not sure why, but being close to him like this feels right. She leans into him slightly assuming the normal movie position, resting her head on his shoulder as the previews begin to play.
As the movie starts, Stephanie finds herself getting lost in the story. It's a romantic comedy once more, and she finds herself laughing at all the right moments, even as she feels a pang of longing in her chest. She wonders if she'll ever find someone who makes her feel the way the main characters feel about each other--someone who looks at her like she's the only person in the world, someone who makes her heart race and her palms sweat.
Without thinking, she reaches out and takes Jeff's hand, intertwining her fingers with his. He glances over at her, surprise flickering in his eyes, but she just smiles and squeezes his hand gently. It feels nice, holding hands like this. Comforting.
As the movie progresses, Stephanie finds herself leaning more and more into Jeff. While her earlier comment to him about the armrest going up was intended as a joke, she takes advantage of it as she lifts it between their two seats. She rests her head on his shoulder once more, breathing in his scent. He smells like soap and cologne. She's pretty sure the cologne is their dad's. It's a clean and masculine scent. She likes it and she's flattered he thought to put it on.
Jeff feels his breath catch in his throat as Stephanie leans further into him without the armrest creating a barrier as she rests her head on his shoulder. He can feel the warmth of her body against his, as he pictures wrapping his arm around her and pulling her closer. Instead, he settles for holding her hand when she grabs it again, his thumb rubbing small circles on the back of it. His desire to be able to just hold her hand as more than a brother, seemingly coming to fruition.
He finds himself more focused on Stephanie than on the screen. He can't see her face, but he can feel her cheeks as they tense up in a smile. The small movement of her body against his as she chuckles. Hearing the occasional "Aw" during the tender moments. He loves seeing her like this, so relaxed and happy.
There's also the spectacular view of her cleavage in her dress. The ripples of her flesh when she laughs and the way it fills the dress, especially when she takes a deep breath, holding it during the suspenseful parts. Her dress pooled high on her thighs, revealing their toned contours. Their physique was a testament to the years spent doing gymnastics. A provocative flash of skin that left little to the imagination. The light from the movie dancing off the visibly smooth skin.
By the time the movie ends, Stephanie feels like she's in a daze. She blinks slowly, realizing that she's been holding Jeff's hand the entire time. She glances over at him, feeling a flush rise to her cheeks. He's looking at her with a soft smile on his face, his eyes crinkling at the corners. Her smile, in the dim lighting of the theater, causes Jeff's heart to skip a beat. He knows that Stephanie is off-limits, but he's well past caring. He can't help himself. The comfortable nature of their relationship had already drawn him in, but this new dynamic has him simply over the moon. He doesn't want this night to end.
Stephanie feels a shiver run through her body at the feel of Jeff giving her hand a gentle squeeze. She looks up at him, her heart pounding in her chest. She's not sure what to say. All she knows is that she doesn't want this night to end.
"Did you like it?" he asks, his voice low and husky.
Stephanie nods, suddenly feeling shy. "Yeah, it was really good," she murmurs, her gaze dropping to their entwined hands. "Jeff, I--" she starts, but then stops, unsure of what to say. She feels like she's on the edge of something, but she's not sure what.



As she's searching for her words when the moment's broken as a couple in the row behind them are leaving and the woman's purse accidently bumps Stephanie's head. It causes her to jerk away with a yelp, finally breaking the spell between them.
"Shit, I'm sorry!" The woman says, rushing back to apologize.
Stephanie waves it off, smiling and shooing her away. "It's fine, really, it's ok." She turns back to Jeff and sees he's got a big goofy smile. He can't help it. The tension of the moment building to what it was, only to be broken as it was. He's disappointed with Stephanie being taken from that moment, but the irony of it just seems like it would be their luck.
"You okay?" He asks, his eyes dancing over her face.
Stephanie laughs and nods as the lights come up in the theater, signaling the end of the movie. She looks over at Jeff, still feeling a little dazed by the emotions of the evening.
"Yeah, I'm fine," she assures him, reaching out to give his hand a squeeze. "That was just... Wow. That was really something else."
Stephanie feels her heart racing, the moment between them punctured. She feels a pang of disappointment as they stand up and make their way out of the theater. Jeff takes her hand guiding her out into the warm night air. She's surprised by her feelings, knowing this night can't last forever, but wishing it could. Still, the night isn't over yet. They still have the trip home at least.
Stephanie takes a deep breath, enjoying the feeling of the breeze on her skin. "You know, Jeff, I've had a really great time tonight. This has been... Well, it's been perfect," she says softly, looking up at him.
He smiles down at her, his eyes twinkling in the dim light of the lamps in the parking lot. "I'm glad you enjoyed it. I had a great time too," he says, giving her hand another gentle squeeze.
Being out in the lights of the parking lot, with other people around, brings them back to reality. The fact that they're not really a couple, but brother and sister and anyone could see them, sending them into back into their shells a bit. As such, Stephanie goes back to making light of the situation.
"Well, I guess you'd better drive me home stud," she says with an overly cheerful grin, trying to mask the tension in the air. "Wouldn't want my chariot to turn into a pumpkin, right?" She playfully nudges him with her shoulder, hoping to lighten the mood and push aside the unspoken feelings that lingered between them.
Jeff can't help but walk a little straighter knowing that the evening went so well. And regardless of her joking, he's loving the idea of hearing her ask him to take her home. The fact that they live together is inconsequential.
The drive home may have lost some of the tension that existed at the end of the movie, but their energy is still at a high as they chat about their evening. He can't help but steal glances of her during the drive. He admires the grace of her neck, the elegance of her arms, and of course the power of her thighs as they shift in the seat. His appreciation of her physical attributes is matched only by his appreciation of her inner beauty. The way she treats him. Unbeknownst to him, his glances have not gone unnoticed. A slight flush rising to her cheeks as she becomes acutely aware of being watched. The shifting of her thighs, a direct result of the feelings she's having from his lingering eyes when he thinks she's distracted. As Jeff's glances continue, she feels the butterflies return. The heat rising in her causing sudden feelings of self-consciousness, as she tugs at the hemline of her dress.
She takes a deep breath and tries to focus on the conversation, even as she feels a warmth spreading through her body. She knows Jeff shouldn't be affecting her this way. He's her brother. But something about the way he looked at her just now... It made her feel beautiful and desired. As they pull up to their house, Stephanie turns to Jeff, her heart thudding in her chest. "Thanks for tonight, Jeff. I had a lot of fun," she says, her voice soft and breathy.
Jeff smiles back at her, his eyes crinkling at the corners. For a moment, they just sit there, the air thick with tension. "I don't know if I'm supposed to ask if you'd like me to walk you to the front door or not on a date, but since I live here too, I guess I'll just have to," he says with a nervous chuckle at the end trying to break the tension.
"Well, then I guess you'll just have to walk me to my bedroom door instead," she replies, surprising herself with the boldness of the statement, as the words come out of her mouth, her face instantly going flush.
Jeff feels a jolt of electricity shoot through his body as Stephanie says those words. The idea of walking her to her bedroom door is both thrilling and terrifying. The lines between them becoming increasingly muddled. Is it just my excitement that makes it seem like she's acting differently? Or is she starting to feel what I feel? He questions to himself.
He gets out of the car and quickly walks around the back, using the car as a shield to block her view as he shifts his member. Nerves rising in fear of embarrassment knowing she'll be eye level with his impossibly hard erection when he opens the door for her. She steps out, showing no signs that she noticed anything. Her dress is clinging to her curves in a way that makes Jeff's mouth go dry. Thankfully for Jeff, he's unaware that Stephanie did notice, a fact that sends a jolt of electricity through her body. The sight of his erection so evident even through his jeans in the dimly lit driveway is making her feel lightheaded and dizzy. She feels a surge of power at knowing that she's the source of his arousal. The idea that she has this effect on him, that he wants her is intoxicating. She's never been the focus of someone's desires before, as far as she knows. And the taboo nature of this makes everything more confusing, but exciting.
When he offers his arm, she manages a barely audible, "Thank you" as she takes it, her fingers brushing against his skin in a way that sends shivers down his spine and brings goosebumps to his skin.
Stephanie's heart is pounding in her chest as they walk in awkward silence, the air between them thick with tension and unspoken desires. She can feel the heat radiating off of Jeff's body, and it's making her feel heady. She tries to focus on putting one foot in front of the other, but her mind is racing with thoughts as she tries to process the realization of so many feelings she's been having recently. All of which are bubbling over and overwhelming her rational thoughts.
As they reach the front door, Stephanie turns to face Jeff. She looks up at him, her hooded, but bright. "Thank you for tonight, Jeff," she says softly. "I had a really great time." She wants to get this out before they enter the house. The flickering lights from the TV dancing on the curtains of the living room window alerting them to the fact that at least one of their parents is still up. It makes sense, it's not that late for a Saturday night, even though in some ways this evening has gone on forever. In others, it's gone by in a flash. They both secretly fear that once it ends, it may never restart when calmer heads prevail.
Jeff smiles down at her, his gaze warm and tender. His sense of confidence and comfort at heights it's never been before. "Me too," he says, reaching out to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear. "I'm glad we decided to actually go out and not just sit here talking."
He looks towards the door, knowing it's about to end once they go through. Looking back to Stephanie he wants to at least pay her one last compliment. One to let he know how much all of this meant to him. "Steph..." he starts, but not knowing what to say. The fact that he calls her Steph, instead of her full name is a sign that this is a moment just between them. Sharing secrets seems to be the only time he uses it. His nerves are getting the best of him once again. Growing thankful that the night about to end, as he fears ruining it all by saying something dumb.
"I... Well, I just wanted to say how beautiful you looked tonight. You should know how pretty you are and that you have nothing to worry about when you talk to a guy," he finishes, chickening out from saying anything about his feelings.
Stephanie feels a sudden drop in her stomach. She was expecting something more. She knows she shouldn't have, but the way the evening went, she was sure Jeff was going to say something more profound. "Thank you," she murmurs, looking down at her feet. She's genuinely grateful for the compliment, but it doesn't have the same weight it would've carried had said something more along the lines she was expecting.
There's a moment of silence as they stand there, neither of them quite sure what to do next. Finally, Stephanie takes a deep breath and looks back up at Jeff. "Well, I guess this is goodnight then," she says, with a slight tremor in her voice.
Jeff nods, his eyes never leaving hers. "Goodnight, Stephanie," he says softly.
For a moment, it seems like he might lean in to kiss her. But then he steps back, her heart sinking a little once again as he breaks the imaginary tie between them as he pulls the keys to the front door from his pocket. He opens the door to the house, gesturing for Stephanie to enter first. As she walks past him, he catches a whiff of her perfume, and feels his heart skip a beat, kicking him for not saying what he really wanted.
Stephanie walks into the house, the air cooler inside, making her skin tingle. She's acutely aware of Jeff behind her, the way his gaze seems to be burning into her skin. She feels her pulse quicken, her breath coming faster and shallower. As they enter the house, and head to the living room, they're both surprised to see no one's there. The TV is playing for an empty room.
Looking around and heading towards the kitchen, Jeff calls out "Hey, we're home!" Not hearing anything, he heads towards the stairs, he tries again. "We're home!" He announces. As he walks back towards the living room, he finds Stephanie looking at her cell phone "I don't know where they are," he says looking confused.
Looking back up, Stephanie fills him in. "We never checked our phones after the movie." Holding her phone up, she continues "They text a while ago that they were going over to the Bowers."
"Well, I guess it's just us then," Jeff says with a nervous laugh.
She looks up at Jeff, her heart fluttering in her chest. The reality of being alone in the house with him is sinking in, and she's not quite sure how to handle it.
Finally, Jeff breaks the silence. "So, um, what do we do now?" he asks, his voice barely above a whisper.
"Well..." Stephanie starts, unable to look him in the eye. "I mean - well you did...." Taking a deep breath, she musters all of the confidence she can, and starts again. "Didn't we agree that since we both live here, you'd have to walk me to my bedroom door?"
Jeff feels like his heart is about to leap out of his throat as Stephanie suggests he walks her upstairs. He takes a deep breath and nods. "Of course, milady," he says, offering her his arm once again. He blushes at his choice of words as his nervousness builds. Stephanie takes it, feeling a thrill run through her at the contact. As they climb the stairs together, she can feel the heat radiating between them, and it's making it hard for her to breathe.
When they reach the top of the stairs, Stephanie turns to face him. For a moment, they just stand there, eyes locked, the air heavy with tension. Jeff's breath catches in his throat as he takes in the sight of her once more, the fact that they're standing outside her bedroom is not lost on him. She looks so beautiful, so perfect.
Stephanie's heart feels like it's about to burst out of her chest, it's pounding so hard. She knows she shouldn't do this, but she can't help herself. Reaching forward, she grabs both of his hands and takes the few steps backwards until she backs into her door. The threshold of where they agreed the date would end.
They stand there for a moment, just staring at each other, the tension between them almost palpable. Jeff's eyes flicker down to her lips, then back up to her eyes, and Stephanie feels her heart flutter. She licks her lips, trying to continue to find every ounce of courage she's got. She feels like he has to be able to hear the beating of her heart, it's pounding so hard. She knows she shouldn't do this, but she can't help herself. As she rises up on her toes, She pulls Jeff in closer, until their noses are practically touching. His body now against hers.
"Jeff," she whispers, her voice trembling. "I... I need to tell you something." She takes a deep breath, steeling herself for what she's about to say. "I think..." she struggles to find the words. I think I might be falling in love with you! Is what's repeating in her head. She feels a wave of panic wash over her. What if he doesn't feel the same way? What if she's misreading everything like she always does? What if she doesn't say anything and they never get the opportunity again?
Jeff's heart is racing as he stands in the darkened hallway, Stephanie's face inches from his own. He can feel the heat of her breath on his skin, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to close the gap between them and kiss her right then and there.
"What is it, Stephanie?" he whispers, his voice hoarse with emotion. "You can tell me anything."
Stephanie takes a shaky breath, her eyes locked onto Jeff's. She feels like she's standing on the edge of a cliff, about to take a leap into the unknown. "I... I think you're supposed to kiss me goodnight at the end of the date." Is what ends up coming out of her mouth.
Jeff's mouth opens, searching for words. His eyes bouncing around her face, searching for any signs she's teasing him. Certainly, this can't be happening.
"I know you're my brother, but I mean we've done everything else you do on a date right? So, I mean...." Her sentence is cut off as Jeff's lips are suddenly pressed against hers. The kiss is hungry and desperate, fueled by pent-up desire and longing. She gasps into the kiss, her body melting into his. She wraps her arms around his neck, pulling him closer as their kiss deepens, his tongue seeking entry into her mouth.
Jeff's hands grip her waist, pulling her closer still before enveloping her in his arms as if he's trying to fuse their bodies together. He can't believe this is finally happening, that Stephanie wants him just as much as he wants her. He's been dreaming of this moment for so long, and now that it's finally here, he doesn't want it to end. The kiss feels like it lasts an eternity, both of them lost in the sensation of finally giving in to their desires. He can't get enough of her, his hands roaming over her body as he pushes her up against the door.
Stephanie moans into his mouth, her body responding to his touch like never before. She's never felt this way about anyone, never wanted someone so badly. It's like every nerve in her body is on fire, every cell alive and tingling.
Finally, they break apart, both of them gasping for breath. Jeff rests his forehead against hers, his eyes searching her face. "Steph," he whispers, his voice rough with emotion. "I... I've wanted this for so long. I've been trying so hard to keep it inside, but I couldn't anymore. I just couldn't."
"I know," Stephanie breathes, her heart pounding in her chest. "I think I've been feeling the same way. I've been so scared to admit it to myself, to even think it, but after tonight... The way you look at me, makes me feel things I've never felt." Her voice is breathy, her eyes locked onto his. "It's like you see right through me, Jeff. Like you know all my secrets."
Stephanie takes a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She knows they shouldn't be doing this, that it's wrong on so many levels. But at the same time, it feels so right. Like this is what she's been waiting for her whole life. She looks up at Jeff, her eyes shining. "I've never felt like this before," she whispers. "I've always felt so awkward and out of place, like I didn't belong anywhere. But with you... I feel like I'm finally home."
Jeff's heart swells with emotion at her words. He pulls her into a tight embrace, burying his face in her hair. "I feel the same way," he murmurs. "I've been in love with you for so long, Steph, I just didn't know how to tell you."
Stephanie pulls back, looking up at him with a smile. "Well, I think you just did," she says softly. "And I love you too, Jeff. More than anything." Relief washing over her that he said what she was thinking earlier. She feels a warmth spread through her body, a tingling sensation that starts at the back of her neck and travels down her spine. She feels his lips brush against her neck, and she shivers, goosebumps rising on her skin.
Jeff's hands begin to explore her body, sliding up and down her back, tracing the curve of her waist, and finally cupping her ass. He pulls her closer, and she can feel his erection pressing against her stomach. She lets out a soft moan, feeling a heat build between her legs.
"Fuck, Steph, you feel so good," Jeff murmurs against her neck, his voice hoarse with desire.
Stephanie's eyes flutter closed as Jeff continues to kiss and nibble at her neck. The feeling of his erection pressing against her, causing her to become aware of just how wet she believes she is, her body responding to every touch, every caress. She's never been this turned on before, never felt this kind of all-consuming desire.
Jeff can't believe he's finally kissed Stephanie. No matter how much he's dreamed about this moment, he never believed it'd actually happen. The way her lips felt against his is indescribable. The way she tastes in his mouth, intoxicating. She's like a drug, one he's been craving for far too long. Having made his way back up to her mouth, he pushes his tongue inside, exploring every inch of it, wanting to consume her.
Stephanie lets out a moan deep in her throat, the sound sending shivers throughout him. She can feel his desire pressing against her, hard and insistent. She grinds against him, wanting more.
Jeff groans, the sound primal and raw. He breaks the kiss, leaning his forehead against hers. "Fuck, Steph, you feel so good," he says, his voice hoarse with need.
Taking a hand to reach behind her, she turns the knob, allowing the door to open. Pulling him back with her as she steps in, keeping her lips locked to his. The sound of the door shutting behind them echoes through the room. She reaches behind her, fumbling with the lock, a sense of urgency and desperation building within her. She can feel her heart pounding in her chest, her breath coming in short gasps. Jeff's hands roam over her body, his touch making her skin tingle with a mixture of excitement and anxiety. Finally, the lock clicks into place, and Stephanie spins around to face Jeff. Their eyes lock, and in that moment, all pretense of this being a game of practice is thrown out the window.
Jeff drinks in her appearance, imagining like he has so many times before, what lay under the dress, the dip of her waist, the flare of her hips and the toned, muscular thighs. He's seen her in gym clothes a million times, but this... this is different. This time, he may actually get to part her clothes from her body. This is Stephanie, his Stephanie, looking like a fucking goddess.
Stephanie takes a deep breath, her chest heaving as she looks at Jeff. His eyes are dark with desire, his pupils covering the majority as they take her in. The way they roam over her body making her feel like she's on fire. She's never felt this way before, this raw, primal need. It's terrifying and thrilling all at once. The room seems to be charged with electricity, the air thick with unspoken lust. Jeff takes a step towards her, his eyes never leaving hers. Stephanie takes a step back, her heart pounding in her chest. The chase is on.



"Stephanie" Jeff's voice is low, a growl in the back of his throat. "You're so fucking beautiful." The words come with ease. He's never felt so sure of himself as he does in this moment, his need overriding any insecurities he's previously felt in that moment.
Stephanie's breath hitches in her throat as Jeff takes another step forward. She backs up, her heels hitting the edge of her bed. "Jeff, we shouldn't..." she starts, but her voice lacks conviction. The fact that she brought him in her room and locked the door herself belying any protest she could give. The fact that she's standing there, her eyes wide and her breath coming in short gasps, suggests to Jeff that she wants this just as much as he does. He takes another step towards her, his eyes locked onto hers. He can see the fear in them, the uncertainty, but he can also see the desire, and the need.
"Tell me you don't want this, Steph," Jeff growls, his voice so low it's almost a whisper. "Tell me you want me to stop and I will."
Stephanie swallows hard, her eyes searching his face as if looking for reassurance. "I don't want you to stop," she admits, her voice barely above a whisper.
Jeff closes the distance between them in an instant, his hands cupping her face as he leans down to claim her lips once more. The kiss is fierce, desperate, a clashing of lips, teeth and tongues as they devour each other. Stephanie moans into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as she pulls him closer. She can feel Jeff's erection pressing insistently against her stomach, and it sends a jolt of electricity straight to her core. She grinds against him, seeking friction, wanting more. Any modicum of hesitation completing leaving them both. Only desire is driving their decisions now.
Jeff responds, grabbing her ass and lifting her up, as she wraps her legs around his waist. Kneeling up onto the bed, he knee-walks them to the middle of it, and sits back on his feet with her resting on his lap. His mouth leaves hers, trailing kisses down her neck, sucking and nipping at the sensitive skin.
Stephanie throws her head back, gasping as Jeff's teeth graze her collarbone. "Fuck, Jeff," she moans, her fingers clutching his hair tighter. She can feel the heat between her legs. She can even feel his erection continuing to press into her, the ache growing with each pass of his teeth. Her pelvis tilting instinctively to grind on him.
Jeff groans against her skin, the sound vibrating through her body. "Fucking hell, Steph, even your skin tastes so fucking good," he murmurs, his words fueling her passion. He continues to trail kisses down her to chest, as she leans back giving him access. His fingers searching to find the zipper of her dress. Finally finding the tiny tab, he starts to draw it down the length of the dress, preparing for her to stop him at any moment. As it reaches the bottom, the dress goes slack allowing the straps to fall off her shoulders and down to mid arm before its descent is halted by her forearms while her hands hold onto him. It's enough however that the fabric slips from her chest enough to reveal her bra-clad breasts.
Stephanie's breath comes in short gasps as she watches Jeff's head dip down, his tongue tracing the edge of her bra. She arches her back, pushing her chest out further, wanting more. Jeff chuckles against her skin, the sound wicked and sexy. He reaches behind her, his fingers finding the clasp of her bra. When she doesn't stop him, he starts fumbling with the tiny hooks as he tries to figure it out. The bra's hooks present as defiant little guards, a final resisting line before the velvet expanse of her skin can be revealed to him.
His inexperience becoming evident as his mouth leaves her chest to concentrate on the task. Sensing his frustration, as well as her own mounting need, she reaches back undoing the tiny sentinels holding the last piece of clothing in place and protecting the hidden landscape beneath. This simple gesture also giving him the sign that she wants him to continue to explore. The new position of her arms as she brings them back towards the front allows the straps of her dress to fall the rest of the way, quickly followed by the straps of her bra. As Jeff looks down, he sees the delicate fabric still clinging to her. Her eyes following his, she looks down at the clinging bra. Looking towards his face again, she sees his eyes full of wonder, knowing he's so close to seeing her breasts. With a chuckle, she rolls her shoulders forward, shifting her position just enough to cause the bra to fall into her lap and slips her hands out of the straps.
She's never felt so exposed, so vulnerable. But she's also never felt so alive, or so desired.
His eyes widen as he takes in the sight of her breasts. They're perfect, full and firm, with nipples that are already hard and eager. He can't believe he's finally getting to see her like this, to touch her, to taste her.
"Fuck, Steph," he murmurs, his voice barely above a whisper. "How can you be so perfect?"
Stephanie feels a flush of heat spread through her body at his words. She knows he's excited to finally see her exposed chest, but those words fill her with a need to kiss him again. Grabbing his face, she lifts until he's looking up at her as she's still straddling his lap, and pulls him in. She's hunched over kissing him with all of the passion she's got. His hands roaming her back momentarily, until the tentatively find their way to her sides, brushing the edge of her breasts. Her whimpers and nips at his lips, encourage him to continue until he's palming his first pair of breasts. The very breasts he's been fantasizing about for longer than he'd ever admit. They more than fill his hands perfectly in his opinion, the weight of them causing his cock to throb with need. He thumbs the upturned nubs, feeling them harden even more under his touch.
Stephanie gasps into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as she rides the waves of pleasure his touch is sending through her body.
Jeff breaks the kiss, his mouth trailing down her neck, as it continues its journey south, his hands still kneading her breasts. He takes a nipple into his mouth, closing around the taut peak, a warm, wet haven drawing her deep. The gentle suction ignites a fire, a sweet ache that blooms from her core and spirals outwards, leaving her breathless. The sensations sending jolts throughout as her hips twitch involuntarily. His hands are softer than she expected, his preference for indoor activities having spared him calluses. While his hands on her breasts are soft and pleasant, it emphasizes the coarse denim material that's starting to chaff the sensitive skin of her thighs.
Stephanie's breath hitches as she grinds against Jeff, exposing the discomfort she's feeling. "Jeff, I need to change positions," she whispers, her voice filled with urgency and need.
Jeff freezes, his mouth having shifted to the other nipple, his hands continuing to knead her breasts. He pulls back, looking into her eyes, concern etched on his face. "Are you okay? Did I hurt you?" he asks, his voice filled with worry.
Stephanie shakes her head, a small smile playing on her lips. "No, not at all. It's just the jeans. They're starting to irritate my skin, from... all of this" she explains, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment. She's never had to tell anyone this before, never had to admit that her body was reacting in ways she hadn't anticipated.
Nodding that he understands, Jeff releases his hold on her as she starts to move away. Both of them instantly becoming embarrassed as they look down towards his groin. His born from the fact that his excitement has grown to the point, that his precum has left a substantial spot on his jeans. Meanwhile Stephanie is mortified to see that her wetness has managed to soak through until it's left a clearly slick area on him. The reality is it's a mixture of both their excitement.
In spite of her embarrassment, the realization of how absolutely and undeniably turned on she is, causes her to feel a wave of heat wash over her. A warmth that spreads across her chest, down through her belly and between her legs.
Jeff feels his cheeks flush as well, but his gaze is drawn back to Stephanie's breasts, her buds still hard as his saliva cools on them, the movement of any air causing them to chill after the inviting warmth of his mouth.
Seeing where his gaze is focused, she points out the current imbalance in their state of dress. "It hardly seems fair that I don't have a top on, but you do." She bites her lip, in her adorable way in anticipation of how he'll react. She's never been so bold, so forward, but she can't deny the hunger burning inside her.
Jeff's cock twitches in response to Stephanie's statement, her eyes meeting his, the desire in them making him feel more alive than he ever has. The woman he's been obsessing over is telling him she wants him to take off his clothes. He wants to tear his shirt off, to feel her hands on him, but he can't seem to move, can't seem to do anything but stare at her.
Stephanie takes the lead, placing her hands on his chest, her fingers tracing the buttons of his shirt. She starts at the top, her touch light and teasing, her position pressing her breasts together. He can't get over their beauty. The size and position of her areolas sit perfectly on the rounded orbs in ways he could have never described. The buds at its tips rock hard, revealing her state of arousal. Stephanie continues her trail downwards, unbuttoning his shirt, her fingers caressing each inch of skin exposed as she goes. Jeff watches her, his breath ragged, his heart pounding in his chest.
As she reaches the last button, she gives a little push, spreading the shirt open and off his shoulders to reveal his chest as he slips his arms out. She leans forward, her hair falling around them like a curtain, and presses a kiss to his collarbone. Jeff groans, his hands going to her hair, tangling in the silky strands. Apparently, it's his turn to be on the receiving end of her affection. He can feel her breath on his skin, her lips leaving a trail of fire as she kisses her way down his chest. He's never felt anything like this before, never been so turned on, so desperate for someone's touch.
Stephanie continues her descent, her lips lingering on the slightly rough skin of his chest, the lightest dusting of hair there tickling her lips. She can smell him, the scent of him filling her nostrils, making her head spin. She can taste him too, the salt of his skin on her tongue, the musky scent of his arousal. It's intoxicating, and she feels a wave of hunger washing over her. Working her way back up to his mouth, she surprises even herself as her hands find their way to the button on his jeans. She never would've imagined she'd be this daring or forward, but the sight of Jeff's chest, the feel of his skin under her lips, has lit a fire inside her that she can't control. Releasing the button from the eyelet, her fingers continue their journey as they cautiously lower the zipper.
Jeff's breath hitches as Stephanie's fingers brush against his straining erection, the sensation sending shockwaves of pleasure through his body as he lays back into the bed. He can't believe this is finally happening. He's dreamed of this moment for so long, and now that it's here, it's like his brain can't process it.
Stephanie looks up at Jeff, her eyes meeting his as she lowers the fly of his pants. The anticipation in his gaze is palpable, and it only serves to fuel her desire. She wants to see him, all of him. She wants to taste him, to feel him inside her. To do all of the things she's heard of, but never experienced herself.
Jeff's cock twitches at the thought of what Stephanie might do, the sight of her on her knees before him almost too much to bear. He's never been this hard before, never this desperate. He can feel the pre-cum leaking from the tip, soaking his briefs and the front of his jeans even further.
Stephanie reaches out, her hand trembling slightly as she brushes her fingers against the bulge in his briefs. Jeff groans, his hips jerking forward involuntarily, seeking more contact. "You're so hard," Stephanie whispers, her voice filled with awe and desire. "I could feel it through your jeans."
Jeff swallows hard, his eyes locked onto hers. "Fuck, Steph, I've been hard for you for what feels like forever."
Stephanie's heart pounds in her chest at his words. She's never heard anyone talk to her like this before, never felt this desired, this wanted. It sends a shiver down her spine and makes her pussy throb with need. Taking a deep breath, with her heart pounding in her chest, she looks up at him, her eyes shining with determination. She's never done this before, never taken the lead, but she can't deny the hunger burning inside her. Her hand is cupping his bulge, feeling the heat and hardness of him through the fabric of his briefs. Jeff lets out a low groan, his hips continuing to jerk forward, pushing into her caresses.
She rubs him through the thin material feeling the length of him, the girth. She can feel the precum soaking through to her hand, the wetness making it easier to glide her hand along his length over the cotton material. She hears him groan, feels him pulse under her touch. She wants more. She wants all of him.
"Fuck, Steph," Jeff pants, his hips bucking into her touch. "I've fantasized about this for so long. You have no idea. Please take it out", he begs.
Stephanie smiles, a wicked glint in her eye. "Tell me what you've fantasized about", she tells him. His words having an effect on her she never would've imagined. To hear someone telling her that she's fueled his sexual fantasies is intoxicating. It's the proverbial fuel to the fire that's been burning inside her since this evening began. She's never been one to be this bold, but she can't deny the hunger burning inside her any longer. She releases his cock from the confines of his briefs, feeling a need to see the erection she's inspired. She marvels at its thick, veined length. She can't help but lick her lips at the sight of it.
Jeff watches her, his breath coming in short gasps. "Fuck, Steph," he breathes. She wants to hear the thoughts he's had to keep hidden for so long. He struggles to find the will to vocalize what he's tried so hard to repress. To confess the dirty thoughts that have kept him up at night, the images in his mind that have driven him to the edge of insanity. It's easier to say it in his head, but with Stephanie looking at him with those innocent eyes, it's probably the hardest thing he'll have ever had to do. To confess his most private thoughts to the object of his desire. His sister. But he feels a need to be honest with her and so he finds the will to get the words out.
"I've imagined... you sucking my cock", his eyes darting to his erection as her hand wraps around it. Its sensitive skin being touched by another person for the first time. "Of tasting you. Of doing whatever you tell me to do to you to make you happy." His words come in jerky waves as his head falls back against the bed. Her hand has started stroking his full length as he talks, the pleasure he's feeling making it so difficult to concentrate. "I've dreamed of fucking you, making love to you, being used by you." he finally manages to say, his voice raw with desire. "I've imagined bending you over and having you from behind. I've thought about tying you up and taking you, making you come over and over again, until I finally soak you with my cum." His entire body is twitching as her hand has steadily increased its pace with the more he confessed. The amount of precum he's producing allowing her hand to glide up and down with a squelching sound as it froths beneath her hand.
Stephanie's breath is erratic from hearing his words. She never thought Jeff had it in him to talk like that, to be so... fucking dirty. Stephanie breathes, her eyes wide with a mix of shock and arousal. She can't believe the words coming out of Jeff's mouth, the images they're painting in her mind. She's never heard anyone talk like this before. She's never been made to feel so desired, so wanted, so sexualized in the best way.
Stephanie's hand continues to work Jeff's cock, her grip tightening as she strokes him faster. She can feel the precum leaking from the tip, coating his head. Her movements smearing it down the length of his shaft. Just this morning she wouldn't have even thought about doing anything like this, but the incessant bucking of Jeff's hips, and the shameless way he's moaning and saying her name, and talking so dirty, has her losing any semblance of restraint in that moment.
"You like that, Jeff?" she asks, her voice thick with lust, her hands working him faster. She leans down, her tongue flicking out over the head of his cock, tasting him for the first time.
He moans loudly, lifting his head to see what this new sensation is. The sight that meets his eyes is just too much. Seeing her head bent down and her tongue darting out to taste him causes him to immediately erupt, sending a stream of his cum shooting from his cock, directly into her mouth.
Stephanie's head snaps back with a yelp, not having expected him to go so suddenly. Hearing Jeff whimpering and feeling his hips bucking, her hand quickly returns to stroking him, as it coaxes every drop it can from his balls. The rest of his cum spewing forth onto his own chest and stomach. The fact that he suddenly came is caused by the fact that he's never experienced anything remotely close to this in his life. And it's by the one person he's been dreaming of for so long.
Coming to his senses, Jeff's eyes widened in horror at the realization he watched his seed spurt out of his cock and hit Stephanie in the face. Suddenly embarrassed he apologizes profusely, "Oh fuck, I'm so sorry Steph. I didn't mean to... fuck!"
Stephanie looks up at Jeff, a shocked expression on her face. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, then looks down seeing some got on her chest when she pulled away. She can feel it already cooling on her skin. Looking up at his horrified expression, she shakes her head. "It's okay, Jeff. It was my first time, so I was just surprised, that's all. I didn't know how quickly you'd go, or how much..." she trails off amazed at the number of ropes sprayed across his body until the force eventually lessened causing the final dregs to pool at his root after running over her fingers.
She leans in closer to his face, forcing him to look at her. "It's okay," she repeats, her voice soft. "I'm not mad. In fact, the way you responded makes me feel so... sexy. Like... like I'm the only one for you."
Jeff's eyes search hers, relief washing over him as he sees the sincerity in her gaze. His head falling back again as he relaxes back into his post-orgasm bliss. As Stephanie looks down at the mess, she says "So I guess since you came, that means you're done, huh?" A note of disappointment in her tone underscoring the statement.
Her words snapping Jeff back to the moment, he props himself up on his elbows. "No!" He blurts out. "I mean, it might take me a moment to fully gather myself, but look at it," he says with a chuckle, "it's not getting any softer!" Looking at some of the cum still smeared across her face and chest, he reaches out to wipe a small dollop off her cheek with his thumb.
Stephanie realizing what he's doing suddenly giggles as she looks away in embarrassment of what she must look like. She grabs his discarded shirt that's still on the bed and starts to clean her face with it. "Don't worry, I'll wash it so mom doesn't see it", she tells him. She continues to wipe herself clean and then him. "You know, that wasn't nearly as bad as I expected it to be", she admits.
Jeff looks at her quizzically, "What, giving a hand job?" he questions.



Stephanie giggles again. "No, your taste. You know, when you... came in my mouth", her words causing her face and chest to flush from. She can't believe she's able to say a boy came in her mouth, and that the taste wasn't nearly as horrible as she's heard it made out to be. If it hadn't been for him accidently going off, she probably never would've thought to let him.
She didn't know how much cum there would actually be, but the evidence that splattered across the two of them emphasizing just how much there was. This, combined with how quickly he went off, makes her look at herself in a new light. Maybe she's more sexual than she ever gave herself credit for. Looking at Jeff's face, she can see the surprise in his eyes and the massive grin spread across his face hearing her words.
"I mean, I'm not exactly the kind of girl that guys go for you know?" she says with conflicting feelings of sadness that she's not been desirable, and joy that he's been dreaming about her this way. "My body's never been what the other girls around me are like. I'm just not built the same way."
Jeff's chuckle is low and sultry, his dilated pupils causing his eyes to appear dark with desire as he looks at her. "Steph, you have no fucking idea, do you? You're perfect. You're everything I could ever want. You're so fucking sexy, I can't even think straight when I'm around you."
Stephanie's breath catches in her throat at his words, her heart swelling with love and desire. He sits up the rest of the way giving her a kiss. "You may not be built like the other girls on your team, but Stephanie, you have to know that the way you're built is every guy's dream!" Jeff says, looking down at her body. "You have curves in all the right places, and I fucking love it."
Stephanie blushes at his words, her chest heaving with a mixture of arousal and embarrassment. "You do?" she asks, her voice barely a whisper.
Jeff nods, his eyes never leaving her body. "Fuck yes, I do. I've jacked off to the thought of you so many times, Steph!" he says, unable to believe he's saying these words to her. He gently guides her until she's laying back against her pillows. "Let me see all of you, Steph," he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. "I want to touch every sexy inch of your body."
Stephanie swallows hard, a wave of shyness washing over her. But she wants this, wants him. She nods, her hands going to where the dress is still bunched around her waist intending to push it down. Jeff's hands cover hers, stopping their movements. "Let me do it," Jeff says. He wants to make a meal of his first time seeing her fully nude. The words are barely a whisper, but they're laden with a hunger that makes Stephanie's breath become shallow and erratic. She nods; her eyes locked onto his as she takes her hands away. Jeff's hands follow hers away from the dress.
He leans down kissing her again, as his hands start to roam her body, tracing the curves of her ribs, to her breasts, and up to her neck. Eventually cupping her face as he pulls away, looking her in her eyes. "You're so beautiful. I can't even think straight around you."
Stephanie's heart flutters, her breath hard to catch every time he says that word beautiful to her. She can feel the weight of Jeff's gaze on her. She's never felt this desired, this wanted. She reaches out to stroke the bare skin of his stomach as she takes in the sight of him as well. A slow smile spreads across her face, her eyes shining with desire. "You're not so bad yourself, Jeff," she murmurs. "I've never seen you like this before either."
Jeff leans in, his mouth capturing hers in a slow, tender kiss. He's still reeling from her words, from the sight of her, from the taste of her. He can't believe he's here, with her, like this. He can't believe he's finally getting to touch her, to taste her, to see her.
He pulls away, his eyes roaming her face before trailing down her body, taking in every inch of her. He can't get over the sight of her, the feel of her, the taste of her. He wants to memorize every detail, to commit every curve and line to memory. Leaning down to her breast, he captures a swollen peak in his mouth, one hand cupping the side of her breast, lifting it to meet him. His other hand cupping the other breast, feeling the erect bud push into the palm of his hand. Between nibbles and teases, he tells her "I fucking love your tits." The words sending a jolt through her, the dirty words causing more fluid to seep from her already soaked pussy.
Stephanie moans, her back arching off the bed, pushing her chest into his face. "They're not to big?" Her voice pleading, his words feeding her feelings of being sexualized. Being the object of desire in this way is a feeling she never would've thought she'd experience.
"They're amazing. I've wanted to see them for so long. I never could've imagined how perfect they'd be though," he says trailing kisses between them. Letting his hands drift lower over her stomach causing her to jump as he accidently tickles her. They're soon followed by his mouth as he works his way down. The gentle dip of her stomach as it descends from her ribs, soft and smooth under his lips. The muscles from gymnastics flexing in anticipation under his touch.
"Your stomach and waist create the proverbial hour glass," he says once again bringing his hands down. "The way it tappers in, but your hips flare out is mesmerizing," He compliments causing tiny groans to escape her, as his fingers slide to the dress once again. Gripping it to pull it further down, Stephanie lifts her hips, easing his efforts and allowing the dress to slide, revealing more of her stomach, where right at the center of it is a perfect little indentation. The tiny crevice of her belly button inviting his tongue to come explore its shallow depths. He doesn't hesitate, darting his tongue into it, teasing the sensitive skin around her navel. Stephanie lets out a surprised giggle, her stomach muscles clenching under his touch, her hips bucking off the bed. The giggle quickly turns into a moan as Jeff's tongue continues to explore, his hands roaming her sides, his fingers brushing from the edges of her hips, up and over her breasts, to the contour of her neck, feeling the muscles in it flex and twitch as her head jerks against the pillows.
"Fuck, Jeff," Stephanie gasps, her hands gripping the sheets beneath her. "That feels so good and it's only my belly button!" Her body relishing these new sensations it's never experienced before.
Jeff smiles against her skin, his tongue tracing a lazy path down her stomach, his hands following suit until both once again find the barrier of her dress that's been slowly getting pushed lower and lower.
Stephanie's heart is pounding in her chest, her body a live wire of sensation. She's never felt so much, so intensely. Every touch, every whisper, every caress sends shockwaves of pleasure coursing through her veins. Her nerves are alive in a way she never knew possible.
Jeff pauses, looking up at her as he pushes the dress down further, revealing the delicate lace that lay beneath. "Is this okay?" he asks, as her panties slowly come into view. His voice is barely a whisper, but rings through her ears with the loaded question. He wants to see all of her, to touch all of her, and even though he asked her permission, he doesn't wait for her verbal consent. He takes her lifting her hips higher as her consent, but he needs to know that she wants this too. That she's ready for this.
Seeing the questioning look still on his face, his hands slowly dragging the dress down, Stephanie eventually nods, her breath coming in short gasps. "Yes," she answers, her voice filled with need. "I want this," she sighs letting him know that she does indeed want this too. That she's ready for this.
Stephanie's heart hammers in her chest, her breathing ragged gasps. She looks down at Jeff, his eyes filled with a desire that sends a shiver of anticipation down her spine. Her panties are soaked, her clit throbbing, and she knows that once he pulls her dress down the rest of the way, he'll see the wet spot that's formed on the lacy fabric. She's never been so turned on, so desperate for someone to touch her. No sessions of masturbating have ever prepared her for what the excitement of the real thing brings.
Jeff's hands continue to guide the dress down, finally clearing the expanse of her toned, muscular ass, allowing Stephanie to finally lower hips back to the mattress. As the dress clears the length of her legs, he tosses it to the floor with a soft whoosh, leaving her nearly naked, her only barrier to Jeff's gaze a pair of wet, lacy panties clinging to her mound. He leans back, his eyes roaming her body, drinking in every inch of her. He's never seen anything more perfect. "Steph..." he breathes, his voice filled with awe. "I know I've pretty much seen almost all of you before, in like only a bikini, but I still had no idea how sensual you could look."
Stephanie looks down at herself, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment and arousal. She's so exposed and vulnerable, but the way he talks about her makes her feel like the sexiest person in the world at that moment. The way he looks at her with innocent wonder causing her to be grateful for her first time to be with someone so obsessed with her and that she's so close to in every other way.
Jeff swallows hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as his eyes continue to roam her body. She's beyond anything he could ever imagine. Her body on full display, save one treasure left to be revealed under the lacey garment. Then there's her legs... they're a work of art. Lean, and incredibly toned. The muscles are clearly defined, rippling slightly with every movement as she tries to hide the wetness that's only intensifying under his gaze and the unintentional stimulation they're causing as her thighs pinch together, trying to protect her embarrassment. They're the legs of an athlete, a woman who has honed her body into a finely tuned instrument.
As Jeff's gaze centers on the focal point of his obsession, Stephanie feels a new flush run through her chest. Her instinct is to cover herself, because God only knows what Jeff will think of her when he sees how wet she is. Like some sex crazed harlot that can't control herself. Her hands rising to cover her face, she does everything she can to resist the urge. One hand stops at cupping a breast, while the other makes it to her mouth. Her face tilting towards it as she lightly bites down on the first knuckle. Even though her head turns towards the side, she watches Jeff out of the corner of her eyes. Her mind screaming to cover herself as all of her insecurities rush through her under his intense gaze, but her heart wants to give herself over completely. Closing her eyes to take one more deep breath, she slow lets her legs part as she peeks through her lidded eyes. This is a whole new level of exposure. There's no hiding the dampness that's formed between her legs.
It's Jeff's turn to catch his breath as his heart stops. He can't believe what he seeing. What she's showing him. As her legs part, the lacey panties come into full view. Their modest in the breadth of what they cover, but the lace nature of them allows titillating peeks of what lies beneath. Couple that with the degree of her excitement, and they cling to every crevice and crease she has. The bare skin of her upper thighs has stings of her arousal clinging between them as they part, due to how long she's been aroused to such a degree. Seeing Jeff's eyes bulge, she clamps hers shut as she waits for his reaction. Not knowing if his look was one of lust or horror. All of her insecurities rushing back yet again.
After a long moment of silence, Jeff finally speaks. "Oh my god, Steph," he says, his voice accompanied with a low moan. "That's the sexiest thing I've ever seen. I can't believe how wet you are."
Stephanie feels a surge of relief and wanton desire at his words, suddenly feeling his lips at her lower abdomen, where the band of her panties begin to cover her. She takes a deep breath and opens her eyes, her legs still parted. "Is it... is it too much?" she asks. Her hands are going to his head, wanting to pull him away, but instead they tangle in his hair as his mouth moves along the border of the lace fabric. His tongue leaving a trail of saliva and occasionally darting under the very edge of what's still covered.
Jeff shakes his head, his eyes never leaving the sight of her forbidden fruit. "No, it's perfect," he breathes, his voice barely audible as he savors the delicate tension of the last barrier, a breathless whisper of what lay beyond. Her scent a heady promise as he eased the waistband slightly lower, exposing more of her lower abdomen. Her taste already starting to become apparent on his lips as it spread from her center.
His lips and tongue tracing the delicate band until he reaches the hollow of her hip, where she squeals and giggles, the ticklish nature of that sensitive skin causing her to squirm uncontrollably. She pushes Jeff away laughing as her knees come to her chest in an effort to protect the vulnerably sensitive skin. "Stop, stop!" she says squealing as Jeff pushes back laughing at her sudden outburst.
He scans her body while her sudden giggle fit subsides. She lay on her back, curled into a tight, vulnerable ball, the curves of her body were accentuated, drawing his gaze inexorably to the sweet swell between her thighs. He's mesmerized as he focuses on the gusset of her panties in the dim light. They're absolutely soaked and pulled taut over her womanhood.
Stephanie calms down a second later and looks to Jeff, she's still grinning ear to ear from her laughter when she realizes the display she's showing him. Heat washing through her from the raw lust in his eyes, she goes to lower her legs in effort to have a shred of modesty, but he quickly places a hand on the back of her thighs. "Wait," he pleads. He doesn't use force to hold her in place, but the sound of his voice stops her from moving any further. His urgency for her to allow him to look sends a new jolt through her even as she fights the instincts to cover herself.
His hunger for her continuing to push her to do things she never thought she would, she puts her years of practicing her craft to use, demonstrating her flexibility as she brings her knees back to her chest and straightens her legs. Her arms now wrapped around her calves as she holds them against her body. There's no modesty left in her invitation to allow him to look. To touch. To take...
That's exactly what Jeff does. His hands rove the length of her legs, tracing the muscles, the curves, the tantalizingly smooth skin. He can feel the heat radiating from her nest as his hands traverse over the taut orbs of her ass, and move closer to its center. Her panties tightly stretched over her swollen mound, framing it. He never pictured her like this, but how much it turns him on is beyond description. Jeff takes a moment to breathe in her sweet fragrance, his cock twitching in response to the alluring bouquet. He looks up at her, his eyes filled with raw hunger. "Fuck me," he murmurs to no one, his voice thick with desire. "I've never wanted something more in my life," he mutters absently.
Stephanie throbs at the sound of his words, once again feeling shivers run through her. A delicious anticipation unfurled within her as she captivates him. Her body twitching as she feels his hands finally reach the edge of her panties.
"Jeff," she breathes, her voice ragged with anticipation and need. She wants him to touch her there, to feel his fingers on her most intimate place. She can't believe she's letting him see her like this, letting him touch her like this. But she can't deny the raw desire burning inside her, the ache between her legs that only he can satisfy.
Jeff looks up at her, hearing his name, his eyes filled with a hunger that sends a thrill throughout her body. Her face is hidden behind her legs. Looking back down, he watches his thumbs pressing into the meat, he watches the skin indent around them, the pliant flesh giving way as his fingers dance along the edges, moving further up. As the panties disappear between her raised thighs, he reverses course and brings them back the other direction, dipping under the edges. He's finally touching the edge of her last secret. Grazing the outer labia's velvety surface. It's so smooth it feels like silk. The wetness allowing him to move with no resistance.
A shudder ripples through Stephanie's body at the touch. It's as if every nerve ending is on high alert, ready to explode at the slightest provocation. She's never been so close to the edge from a simple touch.
Jeff can feel her heat, her wetness, and it drives him wild. The knowledge that he's feeling the slick, silky skin of a woman's feminine core. He's rock hard, as his cock throbs with need. He's become acutely aware of the fact that his fly may be undone from Stephanie's earlier explorations, but he still got his jeans on. He wants to kick them and his underwear off, to free him of any of the constraints he's feeling, but he wants to take his time. He wants to explore every inch of her, to learn her body as well as he knows his own. He doesn't want to stop what he's doing for even a moment, a fear of popping this bubble that they currently exist in.
Stephanie gasps as he presses his thumbs into the swollen mounds again, and moves them in opposite directions. He may not be able to see it, but he knows he's spreading her open. "Oh my god," she moans as she feels her lips momentarily part before the slickness on her skin causes it to slip under his thumbs, sealing her back up. As she's processing the way her body's being manipulated, she suddenly feels his hand cup her sex. A hiss escapes her lips as it presses in and moves up and down. She can feel the coarseness of the panties as his palm slides up and down, the essence of her ecstasy providing more than enough lubrication even through the panties.
The rough texture of the lace, the way it rubs against her clit with each pass has her moaning and pushing against his hand urging him for more. "Fuck, Jeff, that feels so good," she moans, her hips wanting to buck, but having no leverage due to the position as she still holds her legs to her chest. Her calves hiding her face from his gaze and her eyes clench shut from the stimulation. Mouth open panting.
Jeff groans, his breath coming in short gasps. He can't believe the sounds she's making, the way her body is responding to his touch. The scent of her arousal stimulating every sense. His hands drifting down over her stretched, taut orbs, he finds the waistband of that final obstacle limiting his view. He hooks his fingers in, ready to pull them down, but then hesitates as the gravity of what he's about to do and see hits him.
"Please," she whimpers, interrupting his thoughts. "Please take them off," she begs wanting to feel him truly touch her bare sex. To see the last bit of flesh that remains.
Jeff's hands tremble as he pulls at the fabric. Stephanie raises her legs up so that he has access, the lace scraping against her hips, her thighs, her calves, momentarily hooking on one of her heels until finally, they're free. The sight of her rosebud coming into view a moment before the gateway to his fantasies as he lifts them up the length of her legs towards her feet. He can now fully see her pussy as it's framed the between where her magnificent ass, meets her powerful thighs with her legs sticking straight up. Her legs close together allowing the panties to make their final journey, no longer having a purpose, and only causing a burden. They're beyond damp. They're soaked, and leave his hand slick as he absently balls them up to toss them aside.
"Fuck, Steph," he whispers, his voice hoarse with desire. "You're - you're the hottest thing I've ever seen." He's embarrassed by the words he chose, but in that moment, he doesn't have the vocabulary to come up with something more sensual. The dim light from a bedside lamp she always has on casts just enough light to make out every detail, from her swollen lips, to her glistening folds, to the complete lack of hair. He can see every inch of her, and it's driving him wild. "Well now I know the answer to my question," he says smiling.



Starting to bring her legs down, she accidently bumps him. At some point, he's moved directly behind her and she never realized. Parting her legs, she lowers them the rest of the way, on either side of him. "What question?" she asks looking at the wonder in his face.
"Of how much you shave," he answers, a big grin crossing his face as he looks up at her.
Blushing, she replies, "Well with those unitards it makes it safer to just take it all off so nothing peeks out." Feeling slightly self-conscious about this conversation at this particular moment. "And technically I wax..." she finishes with a giggle over the absurdity of where the conversation has led. She realizes that she's not just talking about something as mundane as shaving, she's on her bed with her legs spread, and her pussy on full display to little brother. Her body is wide open and vulnerable to him, and she's never felt more alive.
Stephanie wiggles her hips playfully, feeling the wetness that's pooled where her butt meets the comforter. She looks down at Jeff, who's still kneeling between her legs, his eyes glued to her pussy. She can see the raw hunger in his eyes. She feels a flush of heat between her legs as she watches him take in every inch of her, his gaze roaming over her body as if it's a feast laid out just for him. Her heart is pounding in her chest, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps. She feels a wave of shyness wash over her yet again, but she pushes it aside, taking less and less effort each time. She wants this, wants him. She wants to see him as exposed as she is, she realizes looking down her body and seeing just the head of his erection sticking up over his briefs. "It's not fair for you to see me, but you're still covered," she manages, once again highlighting the imbalance in their attire. "I think you need to take off your pants too." Stephanie's voice is barely above a whisper, but it's thick with desire and curiosity. She wants to see him, wants to touch him. She can feel her own arousal dripping through the valley between her prominent twin globes, the anticipation has been building for so long. She absentmindedly wets her lips with her tongue, and Jeff's eyes follow the short journey. Everything feels like it's happening in slow motion for him.
Jeff gulps, his adam's apple bobbing as he looks up at her. He wants her to see him, just as much as he's wanted to see her, but he's also nervous, inexperienced. The realization that he's about to be fully nude with a girl for the first time sinking in. And not just any girl, but Stephanie. He raises up onto his knees, as he clumsily pushes his pants and underwear down his legs. He's nervous, his hands fumbling as he tries to undress, his cock bobbing around from the movements, yet throbbing with the need to finally be free. He kicks off his shoes, and finally, after what feels like an eternity, his pants are off. He's kneeling before her with his cock jutting out from his body, hard and ready. He's not huge, but he's big enough that he doesn't feel shame over his size. At least he thinks. He's never seen another guy's dick, so he doesn't have much to compare it to, but from what he's gathered online, he thinks he's about average, or maybe slightly over. He looks up at Stephanie, his heart pounding in his chest. He's never felt so exhilarated. He's always been a bit self-conscious about his body, but right now, all he wants is for Stephanie to look at him, and to feel her hands caress him.
Stephanie swallows hard, her eyes roaming over his exposed form. She's never seen a boy naked before, and she's surprised by how much she likes what she sees. He's not overly muscular, but he's lean and lithe, like a marathon runner maybe.
His chest is smooth, his stomach flat, and his legs are long and toned. But it's his cock that truly captures her attention. It's thick and hard, protruding from his groin. The skin is pulled tight and the head is a dark reddish purple as it strains against its own limits. The surface is shinny with his own slickness having been smeared around in his efforts, but a fresh bead of precum glistens at the tip, and Stephanie's mouth waters at the sight of it. She wants to taste him, to feel him in her mouth again, remembering the way she made him explode earlier and the sense of power it gave her after the initial surprise wore off.
Jeff watches her watching him, his heart pounding in his chest. He can see the raw hunger in her eyes, and it spurs him on. He reaches down, wrapping his hand around the base of his cock, and gives it a slow firm stroke. The motion causes another substantial bead of precum to leak from the tip and run down to meet his fingers. This only serves to heighten Stephanie's desire as she watches the glistening slime being pulled down to the root of his cock. She feels her own wetness dripping as she watches him, her body aching with need. "Mmm, Jeff," she breathes, her voice thick with desire. "That's so fucking hot."
Jeff smiles at her, his breath now coming in short gasps. He can't believe how turned on he is, how much he wants her. He's never seen a girl react like this, never seen anyone so eager, or so ready. Her eyes are dark with lust, her lips parted as she watches him stroke himself. Her own desire building is evident in her eyes as she focuses on his his cock throbbing in his hand. Jeff wants to be inside her, wants to feel her heat and her wetness engulf him, but he's already so close again, he needs to stop stimulating himself.
"Please, Jeff," she begs, her voice barely a whisper. "I need you."
Jeff groans, releasing his hand from around his shaft. He's never wanted something so much in his life. He wants to taste her for the first time. Lowering himself down between her legs, he brings his lips down to the top her pubis, kissing the smooth skin. He can feel her tense, her hips lifting slightly, her legs trembling with anticipation. He knows she's never done this before, but he's ready to change that.
"Jeff... what are you doing?" she asks reflexively even though she knows. Her voice is a soft moan as he begins to kiss his way down the porcelain smooth skin of her mound, his breath hot on her flesh.
"I want to taste you, Steph," he says, his voice a low growl. "I want to make you feel good the way you made me feel good." He feels her hands in his hair yet again, her fingers tangling in the strands as she holds him in place.
"Oh god, Jeff," she whispers, her body trembling. "I want that. I want you to taste me."
Jeff smiles against her skin, his breath hot on her folds. The smell of her musky essence, is a sweet, musky scent filling his nostrils and making him lightheaded. He's looked at this very spot, the epicenter of his fantasies, covered only by her unitard so many times. Her body on display for only him to see. But this is different. This is intimate, raw, and fundamentally erotic.
He starts at her inner thigh, still slick with her excitement, kissing and licking his way closer to her center. The taste dull, but apparent. His hands move to her ass, gripping it firmly as he pulls her closer, the distance between his lips and her pussy now imperceptible. She can feel her heart racing, her breath coming in short gasps as she anticipates his touch. He looks up at her, their eyes locking before he makes contact. His lips coming together over her slit, and then his tongue flicking out, lapping at her wetness, truly tasting her for the first time. Stephanie lets out a low moan, her hips bucking as his tongue finds her clit. He groans against her, the vibration sending shockwaves through her body.
"Oooh fuck, Jeff," she gasps, her hands tightening in his hair. "That feels so fucking good."
Jeff groans again, the sound vibrating through her, as he continues to lick and suck at her clit. He can feel her juices coating his face, his chin, his lips. He's never tasted anything so exhilarating, so intoxicating. He's never been so turned on in his life. He slides lower, the tip of his tongue separating her folds as he finds the source of his desire. He pushes his tongue inside her, exploring her depths as far as the length of his tongue will allow.
Stephanie lets out a cry, her hips lifting off the bed as she feels the invasion. She can't believe how good it feels, how much she wants more of whatever he can manage. Jeff's tongue continues to explore, tasting every fold, crevice. Even accidently flicks over the crinkled rosebud that sits just below. The rough surface sending sparks of pleasure through her. He sucks on her clit, his tongue swirling around the sensitive area as Stephanie bucks her hips, her moans growing louder.
"Ohmigod, Jeff," she cries out, her hands now gripping the sheets to spare him from them pulling at his hair. "Please, don't stop. That feels so fucking good."
Jeff groans against her, the vibrations sending more shivers through her body. He's never done this before, but he's eager to learn and the amount of porn he's watched while imagine her has given him the basic fundamentals to please her. He feels her hands guiding his head, her hips moving in time with his mouth. He's not just tasting her, he's devouring her. He moves his tongue back up to her clit, sucking it into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, rapidly flicking it back and forth maintaining a constant suction over it. Stephanie's hips buck wildly, her breath coming in short, rapid gasps.
"Oh God, Jeff, I'm close," she proclaims as one of his fingers cautiously finds it way inside her. "Oh my fucking god, don't stop." She's never felt this way before. She's never imagined begging like this, but the words just rush from her mouth. No matter how many times she's tried to bring herself to orgasm, it's never been like this. Jeff's mouth, his fingers, they're doing things to her that she never knew were possible.
He pulls his mouth away from her clit briefly, looking up at her with hunger in his eyes. "I love how turned on you are. Hearing you talk like that is so fucking sexy," he says, his voice thick with desire. He pushes a second finger into her, his eyes locked on face as he watches it contort with pleasure.
She's so fucking wet, so ready for him. He's never seen anything more enthralling than Stephanie in this moment, her body writhing under his ministrations, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He starts to move his fingers in and out of her, his thumb finding her clit, circling it as he continues to drive her wild before replacing it with his tongue once again. He can feel her muscles clenching around his fingers, her body tightening as she gets closer and closer to the edge. His other hand is clamping down on the rapidly flexing and writhing muscles of her ass.
"Oh fuck, Jeff, fuck," she cries out, her hips bucking wildly, her hands gripping the sheets so tightly her knuckles are white. "I'm so close. So fucking close," Stephanie moans, her legs trembling, her back arching off the bed. She can feel the tension building inside her, her muscles coiling like a spring ready to snap. Her hips move in rhythm with Jeff's fingers, her body demanding more, harder, faster.
Jeff looks up at her, his eyes filled with raw desire. He loves seeing her like this, hearing her moan his name. He wants to make her come, wants to feel her explode around his fingers. He increases the speed of his fingers, driving them deeper into her, and brings his tongue back to her clit. Looking up her body towards her face, his view his blocked by her chest due to her arching back as she chases his tongue and fingers.
"That's it, Steph," he growls. "Come for me. I want to feel you come all over my hand," commands before clamping back down on her clit. The sound of his voice, the raw, primal hunger in it sends Stephanie over the edge. She can feel the tension breaking, her muscles clenching around his fingers, her back arching as she screams his name.
"Jeff! Oh god, Jeff, I'm coming!"
Jeff groans, feeling her pulsing around him, her juices coating his hand. He locks his eyes on her, watching her body convulse with pleasure, her chest heaving, her nipples hard and begging for his touch. He continues to finger fuck her with one hand, watching her ride out her orgasm, her body writhing and bucking under his touch, while he brings his free hand up to cup one of her breasts. He kneads the pliant flesh and pinches at the sensitive bundle of nerves at its center.
Stephanie opens her eyes, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She looks down at Jeff, his face glistening with her juices, his fingers still buried inside her. Her legs clamp down around his head as she simultaneously starts to push at his head. "To sensitive!" she squeals, as her orgasm crescendos, bringing waves of increased sensitivity!" She continues to push at Jeff, her body still writhing from the overstimulation. "I-I can't take it anymore! It's too much!"
Jeff quickly moves his fingers from within her and his mouth from her clit, respecting her pleasure threshold. "Wow," he groans kissing her inner thigh, his fingers glistening with her arousal as he views the strings stretching between his fingers as he parts them. He brings them up to his mouth, sucking them clean, savoring her taste. "You taste so fucking good, Steph."
Stephanie looks down at him, her chest heaving, her skin flushed and dewy. The waves of pleasure crashing over her, the way her body tingles with every touch, every lick. She's never cum so hard. Heck, she didn't know it was possible to feel so aroused. The sight of him between her thighs with the sole purpose of bringing her pleasure, was so erotic. "That was... that was amazing," she breathes, her voice ragged, but ethereal with the aftershocks of her orgasm. She reaches down, her hand wrapping around his wrist as she pulls at him to come up for a kiss, her taste still fresh on his lips as their mouths fuse together. She can taste herself on him, the mix of their flavors between his mouth and her fluids, and it sends a shiver of desire down her spine. She moans into his mouth, her legs moving to wrap around his waist as she pulls him closer, pressing their bodies together.
"I want you inside me, Jeff," she whispers against his lips as she grinds her pubis against his steel like rod. "I want to be my first."
Jeff's eyes darken with desire as he looks down at her. He's never heard anything more enticing than those words coming from her mouth. He's dreamed of this moment, fantasized about it a thousand times, but the reality is even better than his brain could envision. He's rock hard, his cock throbbing with need, already sliding along the lips of his greatest fantasy, ready to take her, to claim her as his own. His only fear in this moment is going off to soon, wanting to make this last as long as possible. He wants to savor every second, every touch, every taste, but he knows he's already so excited. He wants to make her feel so good that she'll never forget this moment. Not just because it's her first time, but because it's their first time.
He kisses her again, deeply, feeling her hand going to the base of his cock. She guides him to her entrance, feeling the slick heat of his tip as it slides through the folds of her most prized possession. He breaks the kiss and lifts his body slightly, allowing them both to look down at her as he slowly begins to push inside. She joins in watching this long overdue experience. Both mesmerized by the sight. His first time entering a woman and her first time being penetrated. Neither can think of someone they'd rather share the moment with.
Stephanie's breath hitches in her throat as she feels Jeff's cock begin to fill her. The sensation is unlike anything else, she's never felt so full, so stretched. She's played with toys before, but they don't come close to the feeling of another human caressing your body in that moment. The heat and texture of the real thing as it slips inside. Jeff's cock is thick and hard, the head pushing past her entrance, filling her inch by inch, it's so much bigger than his fingers. She can feel every ridge, every vein as he slides deeper into her. She lets out a low moan, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she holds on.
Jeff pauses, giving her time to adjust. He looks down at her, his eyes filled with a hunger that sends another shiver through her body. "Are you okay?" he asks, his voice husky and labored as he tries to suppress his own building orgasm from her vice-like grip. "Do you want me to stop?"
Stephanie shakes her head, her eyes locked on his. "No," she breathes. "I want this. I want you," Stephanie says, her voice a husky whisper. She feels a new rush of wetness between her legs as he pauses, her body aching for more. She wriggles her hips, urging him to continue.
Jeff groans, his cock pulsing inside her. "You're so fucking tight, Steph," he grunts, his forehead resting against hers. He pushes deeper, another inch disappearing inside her. Stephanie gasps, her head pushing back into the pillow as she feels the stretch.
"Fuck, Jeff, you're so big," she moans, her nails digging into his back. "Give me a second to get used to you."
Jeff nods, trying to keep his control as the sensation of her tight heat enveloping him is almost too much to bear. He can feel her inner muscles clenching around him, trying to adjust to his size. He leans down, capturing her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. He wants to distract them both, and to give her a moment to relax and adjust. Their tongues tangle, their breaths mingling as they kiss with a hunger that's been building for what seems like a lifetime in this moment.
Jeff's hips begin to move in slow and shallow thrusts as he gives Stephanie time to adjust. He breaks their kiss, looking down at her with a mixture of awe and desire. She's the most amazing creature he's ever seen, her eyes glazed with lust and her lips swollen from his kisses. Her body is trembling slightly, her muscles clenching around him as she adjusts to his size. He can feel every inch of her, the heat, the wetness, the tightness. It's overwhelming, and the most incredible experience he's ever had.
"You feel so good, Steph," he groans, his voice thick with emotion. "So fucking tight," he repeats.
Stephanie looks up at him, her body starting to adjust to his size. "You too, baby," she says, using a term she's never called him before, but it feels so natural coming out of her mouth as they share this experience. "You feel so fucking good inside me. I love how thick you are. It fills me up completely. I can feel you pressing against my cervix." Stephanie moans, her hips beginning to move in rhythm with his. She can feel the pleasure building again, the sensation of him moving inside her unlike anything she could dream of during her own masturbatory sessions.
Jeff groans, the sound coming from deep in his chest. The connection he feels to Stephanie is tangible. Every pulse of her heartbeat causing her walls to clamp down on him, causing him to twitch in response and vice versa. He shifts his weight as he places a hand behind her head, cradling her to him as the other moves down to roam over her breast, her hip, her ass, pulling her hips up to him as he drives as deep as he can. Her words of filling her up, bringing him so close to filling her up with his impending orgasm.
Stephanie's eyes widen as she feels him pressing against every bit of her insides, her body stretching to accommodate him as he forces has way through her depths. The way his cock rubs against her inner walls, the sensation of the crown pushing and dragging its way through her depths, his pubic bone grinding against her clit with each thrust. She wants to feel this way all of the time.
"Jesus, Jeff," she moans, her nails digging into his back as she holds on for the ride. "You feel so fucking amazing inside me. I want you to do this to me every fucking day!" the words just spilling out with no thought. An unfiltered tap right to the core of her primal brain as it takes over. "I want to experience everything you have to offer. I want to invent new shit to do with this beautiful cock!" she exclaims, her passion overrunning her rational thought.



Jeff groans, his breath coming in short gasps as he starts to move harder, faster. Her words pushing him closer and closer. He wants to savor every moment, every sensation, but the pleasure is building too fast. He can feel the pressure in his balls as they tighten, the throbbing of his cock as it slides in and out of her. He can feel the slippery heat of her arousal, the way her inner muscles clenches around him, trying to pull him deeper and take him harder.
Stephanie feels the friction building as Jeff picks up the pace, his cock sliding in and out of her with an increasing rhythm. She can feel the building urgency in his erratic tempo. She tries to match his rhythm, her hips moving in time with his as best she can, her body aching for more. She wants it harder, faster, eventually bringing her legs up his sides as her heels hook into his ass, letting him set whatever pace he needs, welcoming the pounding she's taking.
"Fuck, Jeff, right there," she moans, her voice ragged with desire. "Right there," she grunts between thrusts. This new angle from her lifted hips has the ridge of his head dragging over her g-spot. Another new experience for her.
Jeff groans, his breath coming in short gasps as he drives into her, his cock pounding her insides. "Shit, Steph," he growls. He stops his thrusting his body tense with the effort to stop its instinctive motion, as he holds his position to stave of the impending orgasm. "I'm so close. I don't want it to end yet," he grunts with his face buried in her neck trying to will away the orgasm.
"It's ok," Stephanie whispers into his ear, flicking his earlobe with her tongue. "Give me your seed baby, I want it all!" she begs as her heels push against his ass, trying to drive him deeper inside.
Her words are too much, her begging for his seed is enough to push him over the edge without even moving. "Oh fuck, Steph!" he grunts through clenched teeth, his jaw clamped closed from the overwhelming sensations. He tries to pull out afraid of cumming inside her, but her heels lock together behind him, holding him in place. His cock erupting against her depths as rope after rope splashes against the entrance to her womb and coats her walls.
His cock already fills her canal, taking every bit of real-estate available leaving no room for sheer amount of cum he's pumping into her. The sensation of it overflowing her and running down her ass, sends waves of pleasure through her body as she continues to clench around him, milking him dry. Jeff's body shudders as he empties himself inside her, his cock pulsing and his hips jerking with each release. The feeling of her tightness engulfing him, the way her muscles clamp down on him as she comes is overwhelming.
Stephanie throws her head back, her body convulsing with her own orgasm as she feels Jeff's cum fill her up. "Yes baby, give me all of it!" she cries out, as his body jerks against. His cock has bottomed out in her. She grinds against him, stirring his cock around inside as his pubis mashes against her clit. The sensations making her already sensitive pussy even more so, causing her to cry out. "Fuck, that feels so good, baby. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she begs, as she rides him through her orgasm. Her legs still wrapped around his waist and ass and her arms holding his back, mashing their chests together, she uses everything she has to pull him even closer, trying to force him deeper inside her. Even her face is rubbing back and forth against him as if she's trying to burrow directly into his chest.
Despite her pleas for him to not stop, Jeff isn't doing anything but keeping still as she uses him to bring herself pleasure. He groans, his breath coming in short gasps as he feels her grind against him, her clit rubbing against his pubic bone. He's still buried deep inside her, his cock twitching with aftershocks of pleasure. His own orgasm has long since ended and he's now just fighting his own sensitivity to allow Stephanie to finish. He can feel the heat of her orgasm, the way her muscles clench around him as she rides out the waves of ecstasy. He feels pride in himself in this moment for being able to bring her this level of joy.
"Fuck, Steph," he rasps, his voice hoarse with exhaustion and dehydration. "You're so amazing, I could stay inside you forever."
She looks up at Jeff, his chest heaving, his body glistening with sweat. She can feel his cock still twitching inside her, the remnants of his orgasm oozing out between their union and trickling down. The feeling of fullness and satisfaction, so complete. She gingerly unhooks her legs from his waist, as the muscles ache from the tension they've been holding. Her feet finally finding the mattress, she slowly lowers them to the bed as the muscles slow begin to relax, releasing the curl within them and allowing her toes to stretch back out.
She can feel his softening cock start to slip out of her, and she desperately wants to keep him inside her, to feel him forever. She clenches her muscles, trying to hold him in place with no avail. With a soft plop, he slips out of her, and he sits back on his ankles, trying to catch his breath. She can feel a rush of his cum trickle out. The feeling of it making its journey over her asshole and continuing down the prominent crevasse between her glutes until it finds the comforter where it pools, the comforter unable to absorb anything more.
She looks down, her skin glistening from their combined sweat, towards the results of their combined pleasure she feels still seeping out of her, even though she can't see it from her angle. She reaches a finger down to scoop it up. "There's so much," she sighs, looking between Jeff and her hand. A wicked smile crosses her face as she brings her finger up to her mouth, cleaning them the way he did with his own fingers earlier. Their combined fluids hitting her taste buds, she lets out a soft moan, the flavor of his cum mixed with her own isn't what she expected - not that she knew what to expect. "Mmmm," she hums, as her eyes lock on Jeff's, a hunger still burning deep within her.
Jeff groans, willing his flaccid penis back to its full glory, but it's of no use. A stark contrast of his standard attempts at willing his erection away. After two orgasms, and all of his energy spent, his mind overloaded with what happened and seeing what she's doing now still isn't enough to coax it back to life yet, no matter how much he wants it. He's spent his entire lifeforce in those last few moments. He knows he'll have more given a little time, but for now, he needs to recover.
The reality starts to sink in that he just came inside sister. Fuck! What have I done? he thinks to himself. What have I done? But as he looks up at Stephanie's face, a smile spreading across it as she continues to taste them both, cleaning every last fleck she had scooped up, he knows he wouldn't change a thing.
Stephanie licks her lips, the taste of Jeff lingering on her tongue. "Mmmm," she purrs again, her eyes locked on his. "That was fucking incredible. I never knew it could feel like that."
Jeff smiles, his body still trembling with the occasional aftershocks of his orgasm. He reaches out, his hand cupping Stephanie's face, he caresses her cheek with his thumb.
"It was pretty fucking amazing for me too," he says, his voice low and exhausted. "But we have a problem if you didn't notice."
Stephanie's brows furrow in concern. "What is it?" she asks, her appetite for him still burning despite the recent orgasms.
Jeff sighs. "We didn't use a condom. And I... I'm so sorry. I was just so caught up in the moment, and I didn't think- I tried not to-"
Stephanie places a finger on his lips, silencing him. "It's okay, I'm on the pill," Stephanie says, her voice soft and reassuring. "Besides, I'm the one that held you inside, the idea of you cumming in me like that turned me on so much."
Jeff's cock twitches at her words trying to come back for an encore, but his body is just too tired. He lays down next to Stephanie as she cuddles up against him, laying her head on his shoulder. They look into each other's eyes, her hand absentmindedly tracing circles around his chest.
"You know what this means, right?" Stephanie asks, her voice dropped once more to barely above a whisper.
Jeff swallows hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He knows exactly what she's talking about. "Yeah, I know," he says, his own voice barely audible. "It means we're going to have to be really fucking careful. We can't let anyone find out about this. About us."
Stephanie nods, her eyes filled with a mixture of desire and concern. "I know. And I'm sorry, Jeff. I didn't mean for this to happen." The look of love they share as they gaze at one another is something neither has ever experienced, and as such, they don't know exactly how to deal with it. "It's just as the night progressed... Well, I guess I just started to realize that I've had feelings for you for a while, but never wanted to admit it to myself."
Jeff nods with a smile, his hand moving up to tangle in Stephanie's hair, his fingers sliding through the silky blonde locks. "I've felt the same way for a long time too. Longer than you'd like to know," he says with a sheepish smile, "but I was too scared to say anything. Too scared that I might ruin everything we had."
Stephanie leans up, pressing her lips to Jeff's in a soft, tender kiss. After a few moments of simply making out, she pulls back, looking into his eyes, her own filled with a mixture of desire and vulnerability. She realizes that they skipped the part that most young people go through. The simple innocence of just making out. The pure pleasure and passion of exploring each other in that way.
"I don't want to ruin what we have either," she whispers. "But I don't know that I'll be able to stop thinking about you now. About fucking you," she adds with a shy smile, her cheeks turning red once again.
Jeff beams at her confession. "Good!" he exclaims with a light laugh. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about you for a long time." As he pulls her tighter against him, she throws a leg over his, cuddling up as much as she can.
"So, what do we do now?" "I don't want to lose this. I don't want to lose you."
Jeff's heart swells at her words, a sense of warmth and belonging overcoming him. He knows exactly what she means, because he feels the same way. But he also knows that their situation isn't exactly ideal. "I don't know," he admits, his fingers tangled in her hair, as he kisses her on her forehead. "We can't exactly go public with this. People will judge, because... well, there's the whole 'we're siblings thing,'" he says sarcastically.
Stephanie nods, her forehead resting against his chest. It's stupid, isn't it?" Here we are, two people who care about each other, and we can't even tell anyone." She sighs, her breath tickling his skin. "I mean it's not like it should even be a thing. Are parents got married, so what!" she declares with a rising frustration. She knows it's far more complicated than that, but she's avoiding the issues they face.
Jeff gives her another squeeze. "It's ok. We'll figure something out," Jeff says, his voice calm and reassuring. "We'll just have to be careful for now. Make sure no one suspects anything."
Stephanie sighs, her breath tickling his chest. "It's just... it's so unfair. We're both adults, and we can't even be together without having to hide it."
Jeff kisses the top of her head once more, his heart swelling with love for her. "But we'll make it work. We'll find a way." They lay there in silence for a while, their bodies pressed together, their hearts beating in sync.
Stephanie could feel the weight of their secret pressing down on her, but at the same time, she felt a sense of peace and contentment being in Jeff's arms. She knew that things were going to be complicated from now on, but she also knew that she wouldn't change the new bond between them.
"You know what I think we should do?" Jeff finally asks, breaking the silence.
Looking up at him, her eyes filled with curiosity, "What?" Stephanie asks, her mind is racing with the possibilities of what he could suggest....
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The office anniversary party was in full swing at an upscale rooftop bar downtown. The sky was a clear, star-studded expanse, and the city lights twinkled below, while string lights above reflected off the glass tables where employees mingled and laughed, drinks in hand. The air was filled with the clinking of glasses, boisterous conversations, and the occasional burst of laughter.
Mike stood by the bar, a whiskey glass in his hand, watching the crowd with a smile. He was a handsome man in his mid-forties, with silvering temples and a confident expression that drew people to him.
His eyes, a piercing blue, scanned the area until they settled on a woman across the way, Lucy. She was beautiful and intelligent, with a wit as sharp as her smile. She was engaged in conversation with a group, including her husband, Chad, and her best friend, Ella.
He watched her until she finally noticed him and started to make her way over. Her perpetually high energy created a bounce in each step, and there was a mischievous look that glinted in her sparkling brown eyes, and spread across her lips with each step as she came closer.
"Mike," she said, leaning in to give him a quick hug. It was tight and intimate, yet brief enough to not come across as untoward, her perfume lingered in the air as it made its way into his nostrils. "You're looking rather dapper tonight."
He chuckled, taking a sip of his drink. "And you are looking..." His words trailed off as he looked her over, taking in her beauty. She carried herself with an undeniable allure, that radiated a confident beauty. And she had every reason to be confident. She was curvy, with a naturally feminine shape that filled her emerald green evening gown, showcasing all the sensuality you could ask of a woman. The thin, delicate-looking straps left her graceful shoulders exposed, as the material led to the bodice of the dress, which descended to a deep plunging neckline. The cleavage on display was enough to leave a man weak in the knees, wide enough and low enough to visually trace their fullness as they curved back in to disappear under the dress.
As his eyes continued their journey lower, he made no pretense of the fact that he was carefully appraising her body. Moving down past her tapered waist, that flared out to become sensual hips, he took in the sight of her leg showing through the long slit that began just over halfway up her left thigh. The powerful limb became more slender as it passed her knee and transitioned to her shapely calf. Mike let his voyeuristic gaze continue its journey to the incredibly smooth-looking skin, where it started to dip in and out of sight from the straps on the heels she was wearing, until only the tips of her French-pedicured toes peeked out from the end of her shoes. "...Amazing," he finally said, ending the sentence that hung in the air as his unabashed appreciation of her came to an end. He looked her in the eye with a smile that said so much without saying a word.
She rolled her eyes playfully at his blatant ogling but offered him a flirtatious smirk in return. "You always did know how to make a girl feel special, Mike," Lucy replied with a restrained laugh.
Mike had a history of flirting with Lucy. However, it was always lighthearted fun that never actually went anywhere. Half the time, the comments were so over the top that you couldn't take them seriously, which made the flirtatious relationship feel safe while boosting both of their egos. The rest of the time, you could feel the underlying tension of unspoken desire.
"You know, I remember when we used to talk like this in the break room," Mike said, leaning slightly toward her as if conspiratorially, while looking around the patio.
Lucy's eyes sparkled with amusement. "Yeah, those were always a fun time,'" she mused. "But we were never caught, were we?" His eyes flashed back to hers, as they shared a knowing smile, filled with the past jokes between them--comments they knew were inappropriate but were too fun to pass up. It was a harmless game, but one that had boundaries they knew they couldn't cross, even if it was fun to push them.
"Well, I suppose I should get back to Chad and Ella," Lucy said. "I just wanted to say hi quickly when I saw you over here." He followed her gaze as she looked back over her shoulder at Chad, who was chatting away with his extroverted nature shining through. Ella, on the other hand, was watching them with a discerning eye as she monitored their interaction. "Be sure to come say hi to Chad. He was asking how you've been just the other day."
Turning back to Mike, she gave him another quick hug, aware of Ella watching them. It was the type where one person awkwardly leans in and does the one-arm hug, barely even allowing a shoulder to touch. Mike, noticing Ella looking their way, chuckled lightly at her sudden modesty.
"Of course. Let me do the rounds, check in with my team, and I'll come say hi shortly," Mike replied.
He gave Ella a quick wave as Lucy backed away, and Ella returned the wave with a smile. They had a good friendship as well, but she always seemed uncomfortable with the flirting between him and Lucy, even though she'd never said anything. He and Ella never worked together directly, but they were at the company at the same time at one point, as well as enough events together to have developed a friendly rapport. She no longer worked for the company but always seemed to end up as someone's plus one, so she was still around quite frequently.
As Mike traversed the patio, he stopped to do his pleasantries, obligations he had as one of the regional sales managers.
He listened as various team members and their significant others shared their recent accomplishments or updates about their kids. In return, he complimented his employees' dates, praising their work and building them up, regardless of any challenges they might have been facing. None of these conversations lasted more than a few minutes, as he politely moved through the party.
Eventually, he made his way back to where Lucy, Chad, and Ella stood with a few of Lucy's coworkers. "Chad, great to see you, man," he said patting Chad on the shoulder. They exchanged a brief handshake, before he turned to Lucy. "And Lucy, as always, you look stunning." He had already complimented her, but it seemed appropriate to do so again in amongst the group.
Mike listened politely as Chad started telling stories, but his attention was more on Lucy, who stood beside him. She was laughing at something Chad had said, her eyes twinkling with amusement. Her hand rested on Chad's arm, her long, manicured nails leaving a faint trail on his suit jacket. Mike couldn't help but smile as he watched them together.
He had been there since the beginning of their relationship and had seen how happy Chad made her. It was the reason their flirting had died down. As much fun as their playful banter had always been, it had remained innocent, and Mike had never wanted to create any tension in her relationship. That didn't mean certain thoughts hadn't crossed his mind, though. He was only human, after all, and Lucy was a beautiful woman. More than that, she carried herself with the confidence of someone who was self-assured and driven to prove herself. She took pride in being one of the few women in a position of power in their male-dominated industry.
Their conversations at company events had always been effortless, full of mutual respect and admiration. But tonight, there was something different--an undercurrent of tension that hadn't been there before. Mike couldn't shake the feeling that there was something in the way she looked at him, something that hadn't been there before.
Brushing it off as the effects of a few drinks and a nostalgic conversation bringing back memories of "the good old days," he forced himself to tune into Chad's story, even though he had missed most of it. Years in sales had made him a pro at filling in the gaps--stroking egos, making people feel like he was hanging on their every word.
As new conversations sparked around him, Mike excused himself from the group and returned to mingling among the crowd. He wanted to ensure he was seen throughout the night, showing support for all the employees. He knew that the little things mattered when it came to boosting morale.
Mike began working the crowd, shaking hands, clapping backs, and laughing at jokes. He was a natural at this, he always had been. People were drawn to his charisma, his confidence, and his ability to make anyone feel like they were the most important person in the room.
As he made his way through the crowd, he found himself standing next to Ella, who was perched on a barstool, sipping a glass of wine. She looked up at him and smiled, her eyes appraising him with the same friendly charm that had won her so many deals over the years.
"Mike," she had said, her voice warm and friendly, but with a hint of something else. "Fancy seeing you here."
Mike grinned, taking a moment to study Ella. She had been wearing a deep blue dress that stood out amongst all of the black dresses adorning the area. He couldn't help but notice the way her eyes had lingered on him, a slight smirk playing on her lips.
"Ella, always the charmer," he had replied, taking a sip of his drink. "How have you been? It's been a while since we last caught up."
Ella waved a hand dismissively. "Oh, you know, same old, same old. Work, work, and more work," Ella said, taking a sip of her wine. "And how have you been? Still the same old Mike, charming the pants off everyone?"
Mike chuckled, shaking his head. "Well, I do try my best. But you know what they say, 'If you can't dazzle them with brilliance, baffle them with bullshit.'"
Ella let out a laugh, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "And you're very good at both, Mike. I'll give you that."
Mike leaned in, lowering his voice slightly. "Shhh, don't give away my secret, or no one would believe me when I blew smoke up their ass anymore," he said conspiratorially with a smile.
Ella leaned in as well, her tone mirroring his own. "Your secret was safe with me, Mike." She took another sip of her wine, her eyes flicking over to Lucy, who was still engaged in conversation with Chad and some of her coworkers.
Mike followed her gaze, his eyes lingering on Lucy for a moment before he was jarred back to the moment by Ella's next words. "You know, Lucy's lucky to have Chad. He's a good man," she said, her voice thoughtful.
Mike nodded in agreement. "He is. And they're good together, they always have been." He took another sip, his eyes finding them once again. She was laughing at something Chad said, her eyes crinkling at the corners. He remembered when they first started dating, how they were always like that. Always laughing, always touching, always in their own little world.
"It felt like you were going somewhere with that statement, Ella," Mike commented, turning back to her. "What's on your mind?" He raised an eyebrow, curious about what she might say next.
Ella took a moment before responding, her gaze drifting back to Lucy. "It's just... I don't know, Mike. When I saw you two together tonight--the way you were looking at each other--it felt like you were back to your old banter. But she wasn't married then." Her voice was soft, almost hesitant, as if she were carefully treading on sensitive ground.
Mike turned to face her fully, his expression inquisitive. "Ella, what are you getting at? Lucy and I always had a flirtatious relationship, but it's harmless. You know that."
Ella nodded, her eyes never leaving Lucy. "I know, Mike. But sometimes, harmless fun can turn into something more. And I don't want to see Lucy get hurt."
Mike studied her thoughtfully before pulling her against his side and placing a light hand on her shoulder while they both looked in Lucy's direction. "Hey, don't worry. Nothing's going on between us. I know she's married." Then, looking down at her with an exaggerated eyebrow wag, he added, "If you're going to worry about me hitting on someone, you should be watching out for yourself. You're the one who's single and looking stunning tonight."
Ella laughed, batting him away gently. "Whatever, you idiot," she said, a mocking smile playing on her lips.
Mike grinned, unashamed. "Can't blame a guy for trying. tonight was like an art exhibition." He glanced around the room before smirking. "Shame the company has a policy against fraternization without approval. Thankfully, you no longer work there, though," continued with his cheesy grin.
Ella gave him a look of mock disbelief before rolling her eyes, though her smile remained. "You're impossible, Mike. But I suppose that's why you're so good at your job--you can charm anyone."
Mike tilted his head, amusement dancing in his eyes. "Well, it does help pay the bills," he admitted. Then, nodding toward the crowd, he added, "But since you clearly aren't gonna bite, I figured I'll duck out while everyone's still having a good time--before they get so drunk that I see things I shouldn't know my employees are doing," he chuckled.
Ella rolled her eyes again, but her smile never faded. "You're impossible, Mike." Ella laughed again. Her laugh was always this almost shy laugh that was quiet, but made you smile every time. "You have a good night." Her eyes flicked back to Lucy. "Just be careful with her, ok?" Though Ella's tone was light, Mike could sense the underlying concern in her voice.
He smiled, nodding reassuringly. "Always, Ella," he promised.
With a quick, friendly peck on her cheek and a wave, he strode away, leaving her with a small smile and a shake of her head.
As Mike navigated through the crowd, he found himself near the edge of the rooftop, where a small group had gathered, gazing out over the city. He joined them for a few lighthearted exchanges, finishing the last of his drink while taking in the view. The city lights below twinkled like a sea of stars, and the cool night air was a welcome contrast to the warmth amongst the throngs of people.
After a few moments, he surveyed the crowd one last time, making sure there was no one he still needed to say goodbye to. But in the end, his gaze was drawn to Lucy once more.
Their exchanges that night had been nothing more than their usual flirtations. They were harmless on the surface, but the look she had given him earlier--combined with Ella's concern--made him appraise her with fresh eyes. She stood with her profile to him, and even from across the patio, her curves stirred something in him that shouldn't have be there. A slow heat spread through him as the last of his drink seeped into his veins.
He could feel a warm buzz settling over him, his thoughts slightly hazy. Maybe that was what made her seem different tonight. He had seen her a million times, but something about this moment, this night, made him want things he shouldn't.
Or maybe it was just the booze lowering his inhibitions, making him crave the forbidden.
"And on that note, it's absolutely time to go," he muttered to himself, setting his glass down on a nearby table. The ice clinked softly as he turned away, making his way toward the exit and down to his room from the lively rooftop.
A couple of weeks had passed since the company party, yet Mike found himself thinking about that night more often than he cared to admit.
Work had been hectic, leaving little time to dwell on it, and he hadn't seen much of Lucy outside of the occasional meeting or a passing glance in the hallway. He had to push those thoughts aside, and maintain the professional relationship that existed.
Yet as he sat in his dimly lit home office, the fading sunlight casting long shadows across the room, a familiar longing crept in. It wasn't just about Lucy. It was the thrill of it--the spark, the tension, the unspoken exchanges between them. Then there was that sense that there was something new just below the surface when they talked at the bar.
He pulled out his phone, opening his text messages. His thumb hovered over their recent exchanges, all work-related and carefully neutral. Safe.
But tonight, he wanted more.
He wanted the rush of their old flirtations, the push and pull of playful teasing. He wanted the chase--the anticipation of how she might respond. It wasn't about loneliness or lack of excitement in his social life. He had that. But the taboo nature of their dynamic, the quiet rebellion of their connection, made it all the more intoxicating.
It was a work colleague.
And that meant they weren't supposed to be fraternizing.
Mike typed out a message, his fingers hovering for a moment before pressing send.
Mike: Hey Lucy, you busy?
His heart pounded in his chest. It was a simple question, but in his mind, it carried endless possibilities.
Her response came quickly, and a small smile tugged at his lips.
Lucy: Just sitting on the couch watching some TV. Why, do you need to talk about something urgent?
Mike grinned, his pulse kicking up a notch.
Mike: Not at all. Just wanted to say it was good seeing you at the party the other week. We never get to catch up anymore now that we don't work together directly.
Lucy: It was good seeing you too! It's been a while.
Mike: Yeah, it has. Things have been crazy. How's Chad?
Lucy: He's good. Just got back from a business trip. They had to go to a conference out of town.
Mike: That's right, I remember him mentioning that at the party. How's he liking the new company?
Lucy: It's not really new anymore. He's been there just over a year now. But he seems to like it ok.
Mike blinked, surprised it had been that long. They continued with some innocent back-and-forth, catching up on their personal lives. But as the conversation went on, he started picking up on something--an undercurrent of tension in her responses. Nothing outright, just little comments that made him it seem like things weren't all smooth sailing at home.
Mike: Wow, has it really been that long? You two always seem busy. From the looks of your social media, you're off somewhere every weekend.
Lucy: Stalking my social media now, are we? lol Yeah, we've constantly had something going on. Either a wedding, a reunion, helping family. The list goes on. I need a break!
Mike: Well, how else am I supposed to see pictures of you in a bikini? Haha. But yeah, I can imagine. I know work's been crazy for you too.
He hesitated before sending that last part. He debated for a second at specifically calling out checking her out in a bikini, then shrugged to himself. Fuck it. It's just Lucy. She'll know it's a joke. He hit send.
Her reply came back almost immediately.
Lucy: Perv! Well, at least someone wants to see them.
Mike's eyebrows lifted slightly. At least someone? Who wouldn't?
It only reinforced his suspicion that something was off in the Harris household. He decided to tread carefully, he didn't want to pry, but if she needed to talk, he wanted to be there. Beyond their workplace banter, he'd always considered her a real friend.



Mike: So, you say you could use a break. How about a drink this weekend? Catch up, and you can tell me all about these trips of yours.
He hit send, then waited.
Was he crossing a line? He'd always been careful not to overstep, and any previous outings were always a group with coworkers, but tonight, something in him wanted more than just their usual surface-level exchanges.
Finally, her reply came through.
Lucy: I'd like that. A night out with no responsibilities sounds amazing right about now.
Relief washed over him. He hadn't realized how much he'd been holding his breath waiting to see how she took his proposal.
Mike: Great! How about Friday? There's a new wine bar downtown I've been wanting to try.
A longer pause this time. He wondered if she was second-guessing things, if maybe, just like him, she recognized the unspoken boundary they were pushing. His confidence was usually unwavering, but this felt like stepping into new territory. He'd always made sure to keep work separate from his extracurricular activities throughout his life.
Finally, her message popped up.
Lucy: Sounds perfect. I'll meet you there at 7?
Mike: Deal. Can't wait.
Mike put his phone down, a grin spreading across his face. He couldn't help but feel a sense of anticipation, a thrill of the forbidden. They weren't supposed to be doing this, but he couldn't deny the excitement he felt.
The taboo nature of their relationship added a thrill, a spark that ignited something within him. He had always been careful, always kept their interactions within the bounds of appropriate--well, for the most part outside of mutually exchanged comments. But there was something about her comment about seeing her in a bikini, followed by the acceptance of his offer, that made his mind wander. As he sat in his home office, the lights dimmed, he couldn't shake the memory of her in that gown at the party, the sexy, sophisticated Lucy he had gotten to see that night. Then there was also the strong, business-minded Lucy he typically saw at work, the one who was always put together in a professional manner in the office, giving a presentation, or trying to broker a deal. Finally, there was the Lucy he had joked about but never seen in person, the Lucy who was out with friends in her bikini by a pool or on a lake.
It was Mike's little secret. Despite all the playful back and forth and the thinly veiled innuendos meant to be innocent fun, it was the Lucy in those pictures on social media he really wanted to get to know. The one out having a good time, with no work-related inhibitions. The things he would have done to her if he had been the guy in that picture on the boat with her.
His eyes closed as he pictured her laughing, the wind whipping her hair. The sun highlighted her curves as she lounged on the deck of a boat, a drink in her hand. He could almost hear the sound of her signature laugh when she tried to suppress it so others wouldn't wonder what they were talking about. The way it came out--stifled through a barely parted smile that spread from her lips to her eyes--when she was amused by something meant only for them.
While the reality of her was off-limits, nothing could stop his imagination from wandering. He didn't even bother to relocate from his office chair as he unzipped his fly, freed his member, and proceeded to envision the things he would have wanted to do if he ever had the opportunity.
He thought back over the conversations they had shared over the years and all of the stories they had exchanged that he had no business hearing. But in those days, they had both been single. So, they worked directly together at that point, what was the harm if they just talked? They had always been diligent in never going further than exchanging stories, advice, and discussing the things company policy implied were certainly not okay.
The problem with those conversations was that they were so fun and so engaging, that they became their shared guilty pleasure. They had always kept it light and safe, but the knowledge that what they were doing was a bit taboo added a thrill that made it all the more exciting.
As Mike's mind wandered, he imagined her laughter echoing through his office, her hand resting on his chest as she leaned in to quietly share a story from her past that she didn't want anyone else to hear. He pictured her nails, still perfectly manicured, tracing a line down his chest, and he could almost feel the heat of her breath against his skin.
His hand moved in rhythm, his grip tightening as his fantasy played out. He imagined her leaning in, her lips brushing against his ear, her voice low and sultry as she whispered, "Mike... I've always wanted to fuck you." His breath hitched, his body responding instantly to the words, even if they were only in his head.
He could see her clearly then, in his mind's eye, in one of her skirts and blouses, her eyes dark with desire, her cheeks flushed. Her hands were on him as they continued down, reaching their intended target.
His imagination ran wild, his hand moving faster, his breath coming in short gasps. He pictured her guiding him to sit in his chair, her body pressing against his until he was seated. She straddled him, her skirt hiked up to reveal her thighs. He could feel the heat of her body through his pants, and he groaned with desire.
"I want you, Mike," she said, her voice low and needy. "I want you to fuck me like you've always wanted to," as she pulled her panties aside.
Reaching his boiling point, Mike stood over his desk, not wanting to soil the slacks and button-down shirt he was still wearing, and chose to mess his desk instead. The hard surface was much easier to clean. He placed one hand on the desk while the other furiously moved over his dick until he finally reached his climax, imagining she was bent over the desk before him. The white, viscous substance lay spewed over the polished wood in pools and streaks.
Gathering himself, Mike grabbed some tissues from the end of his desk and proceeded to clean up the mess before wrapping up the small amount of work he had been doing from home and heading out to the kitchen.
As Mike approached the bar on Friday, he checked the time and saw that he was early. When meeting a lady somewhere, he always tried to be early so he could be prepared to greet her and not leave her waiting alone. It was one of the few gentlemanly things it seemed he did at times.
Walking through the front door of the wine bar, he found it to be a nice place--smaller and more intimate than some other bars in town, but not so small that it felt cramped. It had a good energy, a relaxed vibe, with low lighting and a warm, inviting atmosphere.
Mike took a seat at the bar, ordered a glass of wine, and checked his phone. Lucy should be there soon, and he was looking forward to seeing her. It had been a while since they had a chance to talk face-to-face, and he was excited for the opportunity to catch up.
As he took a sip of his wine, he felt a hand on his shoulder and turned to see Lucy standing behind him. She was wearing a form-fitting black dress that hugged her curves in all the right places, her hair falling in soft waves around her shoulders. She looked stunning, and Mike couldn't help but stare for a moment.
"Hey there," she said with a smile, her eyes sparkling. "Sorry I'm a little late."
Mike stood up and gave her a hug, feeling an electric spark at the touch of her body against his. He stepped back and looked her up and down, appreciating the view. "You look amazing, Lucy. I'm glad you could make it."
He could see Lucy blush slightly at the compliment, her eyes meeting his for a moment before she looked away. "Thank you, Mike. You clean up pretty nicely yourself."
Mike chuckled as they both took a seat at the bar. "So, how's work been? I feel like it's been forever since we caught up," he added, signaling for the bartender.
"I know, right? Work has been insane lately," Lucy complained, before asking the bartender for her drink. "I mean, I love what I do, but sometimes I wish I could just take a break and not think about deadlines and proposals for a change."
"I can certainly relate to that. So, what have you been up to? Besides work, I mean," Mike asked, swirling the wine in his glass.
Lucy smiled, taking a sip of her drink. "Not much, honestly. Just the usual. Work, family, trying to squeeze in some time for myself here and there. You know how it is," she said with a shrug.
Mike nodded, understanding her sentiment all too well. "Yeah, I do." He noted the undertone in her body language. It was as if there was something she wasn't happy with but wasn't saying. "And how's Chad been doing? You mentioned he was at a conference recently," Mike asked, genuinely curious about how her husband had been.
Lucy took another sip of her wine before responding, her eyes meeting his. "He's been doing well. He seems to be doing okay at his job. Sometimes he seems stressed, but I think he likes it. How about you? How have things been with you?"
Mike took a moment before answering, his eyes scanning the room before returning to Lucy. He was trying to decide how he wanted to answer her, since she'd recently been preoccupying his thoughts. "Things have been good. My team's doing well and producing," he responded choosing to keep it safe and neutral like the rest of the conversation had been so far. Vanilla and simple small talk with similar answers.
"That's good," Lucy replied, "but I mean with you in general. How are you these days?" Lucy's question had been innocent enough, but Mike detected a subtle change in her tone. He took a sip of his wine, allowing himself a moment to consider his response once more.
"Things are alright. I've been working a lot, just putting some money away for some personal goals," he said. "But to be honest, I've felt a little... I don't know. Restless, I guess."
Lucy nodded, her eyes studying his face with a thoughtful expression. "I know what you mean," she said quietly. "Sometimes it feels like life's just passing me by, you know? Like I'm going through the motions, but not really living."
Now we're getting somewhere, he thought to himself.
Mike felt a pang of recognition at her words, realizing that he had been feeling the same way lately. He looked at Lucy, noticing how the dim lighting of the bar cast shadows across her features, highlighting the curves of her face. She looked so beautiful in that moment, so vulnerable and real.
"I get it," he said, keeping his voice low, causing her to have to focus on what he's saying. "There's more than work, but that certainly seems to be all my life consists of these days." Mike signaled for another glass. "Maybe that's why I texted you the other night. I was hoping for a distraction, a break from the monotony."
Lucy smiled, her eyes meeting his in silent understanding. They sat in comfortable silence for a moment, sipping their wine, before Lucy spoke up again. "I'm glad you did," she said softly. "It's always good to see you."
Mike smiled, feeling a warmth spreading through his chest at her words. "It's good to see you too, Lucy. I've missed our talks."
They continued to chat for a while, just catching up. Time went by as the wine set in. Mike felt a pleasant buzz from the alcohol, his inhibitions lowering with each sip. He looked at Lucy, taking in the way her dress accented her curves, with the flowing lower skirt draped over her thighs.
He couldn't help but imagine what it felt like to trace the fabric with his fingers, to slide his hand up her thigh. He took a sip of his wine, trying to keep his thoughts in check, but the alcohol and the dim lighting of the bar made it hard to resist the temptation to say what was on his mind.
"You know, Lucy, I've always admired the way you carry yourself," Mike said, his voice low and thoughtful. "You were always so put together, so confident."
"Yeah? So you've been stalking my social media to see my confidence come through, huh?" she teased, referring back to their texts when he had mentioned her in a bikini. Lucy laughed playfully, but there was an undertone of truth in her voice that Mike couldn't help but notice.
Mike laughed in kind, his eyes never leaving hers. "I plead the fifth on that one. No comment. But you do carry yourself well, Lucy. It's one of the things I've always admired about you." Secretly he couldn't be happier that she brought up him checking her social media. He took it as a good sign that she had likely been thinking of him looking at her.
Lucy smiled at him, appreciative of the compliment. "Well, thank you. I appreciate it," she said. Her voice had been warm, and Mike couldn't help but feel a sense of connection between them, a familiarity that went beyond their professional relationship. "Chad certainly doesn't seem to notice these days. I can't seem to get him to pay attention to me," she finished with a clear note of irritation in her voice, the wine allowing her true feelings to bubble to the surface.
Mike didn't want to push too far, but the alcohol and the intimate setting had loosened his tongue. "I'm sorry to hear that," he said gently, his eyes traveling down Lucy's body, lingering on her breasts for a moment before meeting her gaze again. "If you were my wife, I don't think I could keep my hands off you."
"I know, right?" Lucy exclaimed. "I'm fucking hot!" she said laughing at her own remark, her signature laugh coming through clenched teeth and a big grin on her face.
Caught off guard by her statement, Mike let out a laugh as well. "While I can't argue with that, I gotta say, I didn't see that one coming," he said, raising his glass to her.
Lucy grinned, taking a sip of her wine. "But really, it's true. I work hard to keep this body looking good, and it's nice to have someone notice."
Mike's eyes lingered on her, appreciating the view. He could feel the heat of the room rise, or perhaps it was just his own body temperature. "Well, I noticed. You looked incredible at the party. Clearly, you know that, though," he mused at her claims.
Lucy blushed slightly, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink. "Seriously, I was hot, wasn't I?" she replied, a sultry smile playing on her lips, her eyes sparkling and her pupils dilating slightly.
Mike was taken aback for a moment, surprised by her boldness. He was used to the flirty banter between them, the thinly veiled innuendos, but this felt different, more real, somehow. More dangerous. He could feel the heat rising in his body, and his pulse quickening.
He took a sip of his wine, trying to hide his stirring arousal behind the glass. "You always are, Lucy," he said softly, measuring his words so he wouldn't push too far. The new boundaries were unclear, and he didn't want to misread her intentions and offend her, concerned that the alcohol might cause him to be overly confident since this was not how they had flirted in the past.
Lucy leaned forward, her elbows resting on one of her knees, her cleavage on full display. Mike's eyes were drawn to the swell of her breasts, where they threatened to spill out of the low-cut neckline of her dress.
"Mike," she said, her voice barely above a whisper, as though she were sharing a secret, "I've missed this. Missed us. The back-and-forth was always fun and made me feel... well, I don't know what I felt, but it's always been fun, that's for sure."
"I missed it too. It was always fun talking with you like that, knowing it was our little thing." Mike could barely contain himself from expressing how he wanted to do more than just have this back-and-forth dialogue with her.
As their eyes locked onto each other, Mike couldn't help but think back to all the times they had exchanged quips. He recalled all the times he had thought about her afterward and never told her, letting her continue thinking it was just a harmless exchange.
After adjusting her legs, uncrossing and then crossing them again, causing her dress to ride impossibly higher up her thighs--Lucy finally grabbed her glass and downed what was left of her wine. Sitting up straight, she said, "Well, that's probably enough wine for me. I should get headed home to Chad."
Mike was taken aback by the sudden shift and snapped back to the reality that she had a husband at home. He had to respect that she was a married woman, and for her, this was just a little spice in her life, but that was the extent of it. "Right. I guess we should both head out," he replied, watching as she pulled out her phone to summon a ride. He followed suit and did the same, making sure to pick one a little further out to hopefully have enough time for her ride to get her first. "I'll wait outside with you until your ride comes, though."
Mike offered to pay for her drinks, but she declined, and as they headed towards the door, Lucy walked in front of him. His eyes roamed over her body, taking in how her dress bounced with each step, flipping up the tiniest bit. He felt a stirring in his pants as he watched her move, the hypnotic and alluring sway of her hips. His mind wandered to what kind of panties she wore beneath that dress, just out of his view, and her dress flipping teasingly hinted at the hidden answer, but it remained just out of sight. Were they sexy and lacy, or practical and cotton? The thought of her in something lacy sent a jolt of desire straight to his cock. He couldn't help but imagine how easy it would be to slip his hand under that dress, to feel the softness of her skin and trace the edge of her panties with his fingers.
"Mike!" Lucy's voice broke into his thoughts, and he realized he had been standing there like an idiot, staring at her ass.
He quickly looked up, hoping she hadn't noticed. "Yeah, sorry. I was just... lost in thought for a second," Mike said, trying to act casual as he joined Lucy on the sidewalk. He was pretty sure any chance of her not having noticed was nonexistent, considering she was looking over her shoulder directly at him.
"Lost in thought, huh?" Lucy asked, raising an eyebrow. "You sure it wasn't just my ass you were lost in?" A grin crossed her face once again. "I only said your name three times."
Mike felt his face flush with embarrassment, but he couldn't help the grin that spread across his face. "Guilty as charged," he said with a laugh. "You look amazing tonight, Lucy. I couldn't help myself. Sorry"
He knew he was caught, and while he couldn't hide it, he could at least try to downplay his feelings by burying them under laughter. It felt as though he had lost his usual ability with words; he was stumbling over them like a teenage boy just figuring out his way with women. It had to be the years of repressed tension between the two that were causing his brain to struggle under these apparently new and unknown rules.
Lucy turned toward Mike, slapping his arm playfully. "Well, I guess I can't blame you. I am fucking hot, after all." The cadence of her words indicated she was teasing, but the tone of her voice had a purring quality. The juxtaposition of the two caused his brain to grind to a halt again as he tried to process an appropriate response.
He had been about to reply when Lucy's ride pulled up, the car coming to a halt at the curb.
"Well, that's me. Thanks for the drinks, Mike. And the view," she said with a wink, glancing down at his groin before climbing into the car.
Mike felt his face flush, both from the compliment and from the fact that she had noticed his erection. "See you around, Lucy," he replied, trying to maintain a casual tone as she closed the door, leaving him to watch her ride pull away.
As he turned to head toward his own ride, which pulled up moments later, he couldn't shake the image of her from his mind. The way she had displayed herself in that dress, the way her hair cascaded down her shoulders, the way her eyes sparkled when she laughed. He just wanted to get home to relieve himself.



He shook his head, trying to clear the thoughts from his mind when his phone vibrated. Looking at the screen, he saw it was a text from Lucy.
Lucy: Thought you might want to see this.
Mike could've sworn his heart stopped for a moment as he saw the picture. It was of Lucy, but not how he was used to seeing her; this was different. She wasn't in a suit or a dress. She was in a bikini, but not just any bikini he had had the privilege of seeing her in before. She was standing by a pool, the sun glinting off her smooth skin.
He could see every curve of her body. The slingshot-style bikini wrapped around her frame like a whisper of fabric, accentuating the softness of her form. The thin straps began where they joined behind her neck, tracing a pathway down over the swells of her breasts. The material was wide enough to retain some level of modesty. From there, it split, with one side of the strap disappearing behind her, where he could only assume it turned into a thong, while the front continued its journey south along her abdomen. It framed the delicate swirl of her shallow belly button, giving it an alluring femininity, until the two straps finally came together once more. The union of the two bands of material sat low enough to tease at the apparent absence of any hair. Or if there were any, it would have to be minimal, as the material disappeared between her thighs, teasing at the delicate mounds and folds that it hid.
The structure left her hips completely exposed, from the hollows of her hips to the swells where they flared out. He could barely breathe as he took in the image, his body responding instantly to the sight of her. All in all, there was more material than the average bikini, but the tease that knowing the slightest shift could leave her exposed, or the bare hips giving the illusion of being nude, is what made it so provocative.
And of course, couple that with the fact she sent it to him, completely of her own accord made it all that much better.
Lucy: That one didn't make social media. Bikini was a bit much... or little.
He quickly clicked on the picture to enlarge it, his eyes taking in every detail. She was standing by a pool, the sun glinting off her wet skin, making her shine like a goddess. Her hair was slicked back, and her makeup-free face glowed with a natural radiance. Her body looked soft and feminine, her curves on full display. It was a harmonious blend of softness and strength--a captivating dance of curves and tones. Her visually silken skin enveloped toned muscles, creating an inviting surface that beckoned to be touched. The gentle rise of her hips led to a delicately defined waist. There was an undeniable femininity in her silhouette, each soft contour complementing the firm lines beneath, creating an enticing contrast that drew the eye. His erection was instantly brought back to full strength, straining against his pants as he absorbed the sight before him. He could imagine the pliant nature of her skin as he pictured his fingers leaving indents as he gripped her possessively. He couldn't believe she had sent him this.
Mike: Dear god! That's ridiculously hot, Lucy. I don't know what to say, but I know what I'll be doing when I get home... At least you can get some when you get home.
Lucy: I can't get him to look at me, much less touch me lately. So you get to look at me tonight instead.
Mike: Well, I'm certainly not going to complain. I hear showerheads are a good quick substitute lol
Lucy: That's true. I've never loved the shower, though. I like to feel how wet I can get. The shower just washes it away
Mike: Nice. Are you the super wet type then?
Mike couldn't believe how fast this conversation escalated. Thank you, alcohol, he thought to himself, wondering how far it would go tonight as he reveled in every moment of it. He loved when a woman radiated her arousal. He always took it as a sign that he had her extremely turned on, but he also knew that some women just naturally got wetter than others, and he wondered if she was that type.
Lucy: Yeah, super wet.
Mike: That's so fucking hot. I love that quality in a girl.
A few moments passed in silence as he stared at the picture she had sent; thankful he wasn't having to concentrate on driving. When a video finally came in, he wasted no time in opening it. It showed her fingers covered in what he could only assume was her own cream. The thick, clear nectar created strings between them as she separated her fingers. The street lamps dotting the road caused the light to reflect off it like little jewels. His eyes were ready to pop out of his head before he realized he had been holding his breath.
Mike: Holy fuck! You can't send me something like that and still expect me to be a functioning adult! What'd you do, just pull your panties aside right there in the car and take the video? That's so fucking hot!
He couldn't believe she had crossed that line. A moment later, her reply made him let out an audible groan.
Lucy: Aww, aren't you adorable? And no, I didn't just pull my panties aside because I never wear any unless I have lingerie to put on. When I'm turned on, I'm always super wet. I can't help it. I've always been this way. And clearly, I'm super wet right now, Mike.
The second he read that message, Mike's imagination kicked into overdrive, picturing Lucy's pussy just out of sight beneath her dress the whole time they were together. Hell, the whole time he's known her! He remembered how her skirt had flipped as they walked, and the fact that her arousal could've been running down the insides of her thighs. Hell, she could have left her cream all over the barstool she had been sitting on while they talked.
Fuck.
His cock throbbed, straining against his dress pants. He could feel the heat radiating off his skin, his heart pounding in his chest. He needed to relieve that tension. He quickly typed out a message to Lucy, his fingers fumbling over the screen.
Mike: You're such a tease. You know that, right?
He hit send and fixed his gaze on the screen. Seconds felt like minutes as he waited for her response, so he took the time to watch the video once more. It was short, but impactful.
Finally, the little typing bubbles appeared.
Lucy: Who, me? I'm not teasing. I'm just being honest.
Mike: Well, even if I was joking earlier, this driver can't get me home fast enough right now... I can't believe you did that with the driver sitting so close you could touch him.
Lucy: Eh, he can't see back here. Plus, it makes it a little more fun doing it right behind his back. So does a girl get a preview?
Mike's breath caught in his throat as he read her message. The boldness of her request sent a jolt of excitement through him, his cock throbbing with anticipation. He knew he should be cautious, but the alcohol and the thrill of the moment clouded his judgment. He quickly snapped a picture of his rock-hard erection, straining against his slacks, and sent it to her.
Mike: Here you go.
His heart raced as he waited for her response. Seconds ticked by like hours, the anticipation building until he could barely stand it any longer.
Lucy: Nice, but not exactly what I was hoping for... prude lol I want something equal to what I sent.
Mike laughed out loud at her comment. He hadn't realized there was anything left in him to be considered "prude." They had flirted for years, even teased about being in the same hotel room on business trips, and had started exchanging pictures. They had never really acted on anything, though. As much as he fantasized about Lucy--and as much as it seemed she felt similarly--they both knew to not cross that line. Mike had been in a relationship for a while, and Lucy had been dating, or married to Chad, a large portion of the time he had known her.
Mike: Really??? And here I thought girls hated it when guys send that type of stuff.
Lucy: What? So I like knowing that I can turn a guy on.
Mike noted that she seemed to think highly of herself, considering her comments about being hot earlier.
Mike: If I didn't know better, I'd say you're a little narcissistic.
Lucy: Then clearly you don't know better because I am lol Yes, I turn myself on, and I'll masturbate while thinking of just me. I like hearing that you're going to go home and jack off thinking of me.
Mike: In a car with another person. I can't exactly give you the full view right now.
Lucy: Full view? So... you're packing?
Mike grinned, feeling a little proud.
Mike: Let's just say, no complaints lol I'll give you a peek if you give me one.
Lucy: I don't know, you might be surprised by the view you get...
Mike's heart raced as he read Lucy's message. His mind began to wander, imagining what Lucy might be hiding under her dress. He had seen her in a bikini, but he had never seen her completely naked. He couldn't help but wonder if she was shaved, or if she had a little landing strip. The picture she sent made it obvious that she groomed to some degree. The thought of what she might taste like and what she might feel like flooded his mind. He could feel his cock throbbing in his pants, straining against the fabric.
He knew he shouldn't push this any further, but he couldn't help himself. The alcohol and the heat of the moment clouded his judgment, and he felt like he was on the verge of something exciting. He typed out a message, his fingers shaking slightly.
Mike: Oh yeah? Why don't you show me then?
He hit send and waited, his heart pounding in his chest as he stared at his phone. A few seconds later, a picture appeared on his screen. It was a shot up her skirt, but her thighs were pressed together. All it revealed was a small patch of smooth skin visible below her dress and above her thighs.
Lucy: Well, I think you still owe me for the video you got, so this is the best you get for now.
Mike's heart raced as he stared at the picture. It hadn't shown much, but it was enough to send his imagination into overdrive. He could see the soft, smooth skin of where her inner thighs met, glistening under the dim light of the car. In his mind, he could almost picture her hand beneath her dress, fingers parting her lips just enough to give him a teasing glimpse of what was hidden.
Mike: Damn, that's hot. You're a tease, you know that?
Sadly, the next text was a bit slow in coming, signaling that she was home. An indication that that night's game was over.
Lucy: Perhaps. Home safe and sound! Goodnight, Mike. Sweet dreams
Mike: You too, Lucy. Thanks for the drinks and the talk. Talk more soon.
Mike put his phone away and his ride pulled into his driveway a few minutes later, which was way too long, his imagination having never stopped even though the conversation did. He tried not to look too eager to get out of the car, but as soon as he was inside, he rushed up to his bedroom, his cock already rock hard in his pants. He couldn't stop thinking about Lucy, about the picture she had sent him, about the way she had talked to him. He had never known this side of her before, and it was driving him wild.
He quickly stripped off his clothes and lay down on his bed, his hand already wrapped around his cock. He started stroking himself slowly, imagining it was Lucy's hand instead of his own. He pictured her in that dress, the way it clung to her curves, the way it rode up her thighs when she sat down. He imagined what it would have been like to slide his hand up her leg, to feel the soft skin of her inner thigh, to tease her with his fingers until she was begging for more.
His strokes had gotten faster, his breathing heavier as he had lost himself in the fantasy. He had pictured her on top of him, riding him hard and fast, her breasts bouncing with every thrust. He could almost feel her tight, wet pussy around his cock, milking him for all he was worth. He had felt himself getting close as his body tensed up and reached the edge. He was about to cum when he closed out her pictures and opened the camera, fumbling with the phone as he switched it to video. Regaining his pace, he filmed himself as he unloaded the torrent that had been building the last half of the evening.
After taking a few moments to allow himself to recover, he grabbed his phone again to review the video. He had never recorded himself like this. He had taken pictures, sure, but never a video as he came all over himself, for the sole purpose of sending it to a woman. Not allowing his brain to second guess his intentions, he quickly sent off the video, not knowing what to expect, before cleaning up and calling it a night.
As Mike woke the following morning to go about his weekend routine, he felt a strange sense of disconnect. It was as if he had woken up as a different person. The events of last night played through his mind like a never-ending highlight reel, and he couldn't help but feel a thrill of excitement mixed with a touch of anxiety.
What have I done? he asked himself, stepping into the shower and letting the hot water cascade over his body. He shook his head, trying to clear his thoughts, but he couldn't shake the image of Lucy's face as she opened that last message. The video of himself going beyond what she had sent. What if she regretted sending those pictures, or asking him to send a "preview"? He wasn't sure what a preview was in her mind, but for him, that was a preview of what she could have if she wanted. But man... those pictures, he thought as his hand ventured to his own member once more.
His mind jumped from one thought to the next and he needed to find a distraction. Or a release. Deciding on the release, he entered his shower, washed up and then used his bodywash as a lube for his much needed masturbation.
Mike groaned as he wrapped his hand around his cock, the memory of Lucy in that bikini making him hard yet again. He stroked himself slowly, imagining her in the shower with him, her wet body pressed against his as they kissed deeply. That image was soon replaced by a recollection of her video, showcasing how aroused she had been and her playful comment about not loving the shower because it washed away her wetness.
The idea that she got off thinking about her own allure intensified Mike's desire. Her natural confidence had always drawn him to her, and her touch of narcissism only heightened his attraction. He had never experienced a woman like her before. As his strokes quickened, he felt himself edging closer to release.
"Fuck, Lucy," he groaned, his hips thrusting into his hand as he envisioned her pressed against the shower wall, her soft breasts smashed against the cold tile. He could almost feel her tight pussy gripping him, her inner muscles squeezing around him as he imagined pounding her from behind, her ass tilted back in a desperate attempt to keep herself wet enough to defy the relentless spray of the shower.
The memory of her masturbating in the car just to send him a video of her fingers, teasing him with the picture up her dress, pushed him over the edge. He groaned loudly, and it echoed off the tile walls. His hips jerked as he climaxed, his release splattering against the shower wall before being washed away as the water crashed into his body before splashing onto the tile. One hand braced against the tile, he hung his head, panting heavily as waves of pleasure washed over him, a mix of physical and emotional release. As watched his own cum slowly disappear, he could only think of Lucy's comment about the water washing away her slickness.
As he stepped out of the shower, a sense of unease settled over him as his hormones tried to balance themselves back out. He couldn't shake the knowledge that what had happened the night before was dangerous, both for him and for Lucy. They had crossed a line, and he wasn't sure what that meant for their friendship or his job. The silence that followed the video he had sent made him anxious, had he gone too far? As the effects of the alcohol faded, he wondered if Lucy regretted the shift in their dynamic.
With no way to address it in that moment and uncertain of her feelings, he pushed the thoughts aside and proceeded with his day. Worst-case scenario, he might see her around the office on Monday, and perhaps then, there would be a chance to talk.
Having finished a light breakfast, Mike was about to head out for a few errands when his phone chimed, signaling a new text. His heart raced as he quickly grabbed his phone, a knot of tension forming in his gut. The memory of last night's exchange with Lucy flashed through his mind again as he unlocked the screen. He hoped it was a message from her, eager to gauge how she felt now that the excitement of the night had faded into the light of day.
It was indeed a text from Lucy--the first since he had sent the video. He felt an immediate rush of relief mixed with anticipation.
Lucy: Well good morning to you too!
A wave of emotions washed over Mike as he read her words. Relief that she was reaching out at all was good, but that apparent acceptance of what he sent was even better. But a pang of desire also struck him, recalling the intensity of their interactions last night. He tried to keep his composure as he typed back.
Mike: I'm guessing you got the video I sent last night?
Lucy: Oh, I did. I didn't see it until this morning, but... let's just say it came in handy. Got my heart rate up before I even got into the gym.
Mike: Well... it only seems fair, considering the video you sent me
Lucy: Touché! But still... it was a nice surprise this morning.
Mike: I was hoping you'd think so. And I didn't want you to have to just imagine it, especially since you seemed interested in what you'd see.
Lucy: lol, true. And it did not disappoint.
Mike: Good to know! I was worried I might have taken it too far.
Lucy: No, not too far. Although I was surprised by it, and that you sent it in the first place! I never really thought you'd go through with it. Not that I'm complaining.
Lucy: After all of the flirting over the years, who would have thought it'd ever actually get to this point?
Mike: Yeah, honestly, I never thought we'd cross that line either. But I'm glad we did.
Lucy: So... what now?
Mike paused, considering how to respond. With everything still fresh in his mind and knowing she was married; he wanted to avoid putting too much pressure on their newfound connection, even though his gut urge was to suggest getting together again.
Mike: Now? Well, I guess we just keep doing what we've always done. The question is, do you want to pretend last night never happened?
Lucy: I certainly don't want to pretend it never happened. I had fun last night, more than I've had in a long time.
Mike: Me too, Lucy. Me too.
Lucy: So... what's next then?
As Mike considered the question, he immediately got another text, before he could reply
Lucy: Well, I've been sitting in my car at the gym, so I better get on with my day. Will I see you around the office on Monday?
Mike: I should be around.



Lucy: Well, dream of me till then, sweetie.
Feeling bold, Mike decided to push the conversation a little further, recalling how much Lucy seemed to enjoy the idea of being the focus of his fantasies.
Mike: Well, I already did once this morning while in the shower...
He tucked his phone away with a satisfied smile, feeling reassured that neither of them had regrets, even though the question remained unanswered of what now. As he gathered his belongings for the day and sat down to put on his shoes, the familiar chime of a new message resonated through the room, rousing excitement in him once more.
Lucy: That's so hot.
As Mike sat on his couch getting ready to go, he smiled to himself about the way the conversation had gone. Moments later he received another picture. This time, it was a picture of her wrist holding the stretch band of the waist of her workout shorts out as far as she could, while her fingers spread open the lips of her vagina. It hadn't been the greatest angle, but it was the first time he had seen a glimpse of this hidden treasure. As he zoomed in on the picture, and took in the small landing strip she had left at the top of her slit, making a mental note of the answer to the question he had asked himself the night before. The spread lips only allowed him to see her hood protecting her clit from his view at that angle. And the biggest turn on was the apparent lack of panties and the moisture that was clearly coating her. He didn't know if it was sweat or the dew of her own arousal, but he didn't really care. It was the image of seeing her wet pussy that had brought him back to full hardness.
Lucy: Best I could do while sitting a light, but hopefully it's enough for you to put to use enjoy your weekend Mike!
Mike: Well it certainly just got better... I mean holy fuck. I think my brain is operating at the capacity of a teenager right now. I hope you have a good weekend as well.
The images of Lucy occupied his mind all weekend as he tried to go about his life. He had a dating life, and a lady he had been casually seeing had hit him up at one point. They talked for a bit, but she suddenly seemed far less interesting than she used to. Thoughts of Lucy kept invading his brain during their conversation. The illicit nature of their relationship, coupled with the years of verbal foreplay, had caused everything else to feel a little duller and more mundane.
As Mike arrived at work on Monday morning, he couldn't help but scan the office for Lucy. He tried to appear casual and not like he was actively searching for her, but the truth was he was dying to know when they would have a chance to talk again. Finally, as he walked back to his desk, he spotted her heading toward her office.
"Good morning!" she greeted him cheerfully, dressed in a pinstripe suit. There was nothing overtly sexual about the outfit, but it hugged her curves in all the right places, and the stripes seemed to accentuate every area a man wasn't supposed to look. He wondered if women understood how much they highlighted certain features, especially in the crotch and backside. The stripes lined up like little arrows, pointing toward the promised land where they merged at the seams.
Mike took a moment to savor her presence. On Friday night, she had been a vision in her cocktail dress, but seeing her in her office attire ignited a different kind of thrill. The knowledge that she claimed to never wear underwear, coupled with her standing before him with only the light material of her suit pants concealing her, made the encounter even more intense.
"Good morning!" he replied, hoping to sound casual and not like someone who had spent the weekend indulging in fantasies about his coworker.
"How was your weekend? I hope it wasn't too hard on you." A smirk danced across her face as she folded her arms under her chest and glanced down, as if she could see through his desk. "I bet he had it rough," she whispered with a mischievous grin.
Mike smiled back, trying to maintain his composure. "It was fine, thanks," he said, keeping his voice steady. "Just hung out and passed the time admiring nature's beauty. You know, the usual." He wondered if she caught the double-entendre. Even saying that made his cock twitch in his pants, already semi-hard from just the sight of her and their new, daring exchange in the office. He wanted to confess how many times he'd cum while thinking about her, but with coworkers bustling around, that was a conversation better left unsaid.
Lucy grinned, her eyes sparkling with mischief. Checking to ensure no one was within earshot, she leaned closer. "Well, I actually have to head out to meet a client, but I wanted to stop in to say good morning. I wanted to make sure you knew I wasn't avoiding you." Mike watched as she turned to leave, but stopped with her hand lingering on the doorframe. She looked back over her shoulder, her smile playful. "I'd hate for you to be preoccupied or distracted all day," she said, her glance down towards her own ass drawing his attention to the way her fitted pants accentuated her curves as she gave a playful wiggle before disappearing.
A lingering trace of her perfume once again filled the air, leaving Mike to adjust himself to hide the lingering effects she had on him before someone else wandered into his office.
The rest of the day passed in a blur of paperwork, conference calls, and meetings. He found it hard to concentrate, his mind drifting back to Lucy and their flirtatious banter. The shift in their relationship had blurred the lines between professionalism and flirtation, creating an electric energy whenever they were together.
As the day wound down, Mike found himself standing outside Lucy's office, hesitating for a moment with his hand hovering over the door handle. The setting felt more charged than it ever had before, given their recent interactions. Taking a deep breath, he opened the door after a cursory knock that was more of a token gesture than anything else. He stepped inside, eager to see where this new dynamic would take them.
Lucy was sitting at her desk, her head bent over a contract she was reviewing. When she looked up as he entered, her face broke into a wide smile. "Hey you," she said, standing to greet him.
"Hey yourself," he replied, closing the door behind him. "Busy day?" He leaned against the door, hands tucked into his pockets, a playful smirk tugging at his lips. He wasn't entirely sure what excuse he had for being there, but he just wanted to be in her presence, even if it was only to briefly discuss work.
Lucy raised an eyebrow, glancing at her desk before meeting his gaze. "Not too bad, considering I had to deal with Mr. Hard-To-Please," she said. "But I hear you had a... difficult employee stringing you along as well." Her voice dripped with mock innocence as she batted her eyelashes, clearly referring to herself.
Mike chuckled, crossing his arms over his chest. "Oh, you mean the one who's been giving me a hard time all day?" He stepped forward, his eyes shimmering with amusement. "I think I might have found a way to keep her occupied."
Lucy's eyes widened in feigned surprise. "Oh really? And how do you plan to do that?" she asked, hands resting on her hips, a playful glint shining in her eyes.
Mike leaned in closer, his voice low and teasing. "Well, I thought I'd start by--" he paused, running a finger along the edge of her desk, tracing the rounded surface before pushing against it as if testing its sturdiness. "Having some team-building exercises assigned to her," he said with a goofy smile, locking eyes with her. "Maybe I'd even assign her some mandatory overtime so she could plan some high-performing extracurricular activities," The cheesy comments flowed naturally, and before he knew it, Lucy was backed up against the desk, the space between them charged with anticipation. He could see her breath becoming shallower, and saw her cheeks flush.
She swallowed hard, her gaze darting to her feet and back to him. "And what sort of activities would those be exactly?" she finally managed to ask, her voice barely above a whisper.
Mike leaned in even closer, his voice dropping to a low growl. "Well, maybe we'd start with something simple, like her giving a presentation on a topic of my choice. And if she did well, maybe she'd get a little reward."
He watched as Lucy's eyes widened, pupils dilating to a darker shade. Her chest rose and fell rapidly, betraying her excitement. "A reward, huh?" she said, her voice thick with intrigue. "You know what the problem with this little plan of yours is?" she asked, slipping past him with a teasing smile, her body brushing against him as she moved.
Mike felt her warmth as she glided by, a thrill shooting through him at the contact. He turned to face her, his eyes roaming over her form, taking in the way her blouse clung to her curves, accentuating every contour.
"What's that?" he asked, unwilling to tear his gaze away from her. She moved with a confident stride, her lack of a coat and the high-waisted pants showcasing her hips beautifully. The pinstripes emphasized the rise and fall of her figure, making it clear they were only a formality when it came to revealing her shape. Even her fingers captivated him, the bright pink and white of her perfectly manicured nails contrasting against the dark mahogany of her desk.
Lucy smiled, a slow, seductive grin spreading across her face. "Well, for one thing, this particular team member doesn't take orders from you because she's not on your team," she teased, her voice playful. "And for another, I don't know that you could handle a presentation from someone of that caliber."
Stepping back behind her desk, she tilted her head ever so slightly, reaching out to run a finger down the front of his shirt, her nail tracing the line of buttons.
Mike followed the journey of her hand with rapt attention, wondering just how far she intended to take this.
"I think it might be too... stimulating for you." Her hand came to rest at his belt just as her words finished, and his breath hitched at the sudden closeness.
He felt his cock harden further at her words, blissfully unaware of whether she could see the effect she was having on him. His mind raced with vivid images of Lucy bent over her desk, her pants yanked halfway down her thighs, leaving her exposed and vulnerable. He swallowed hard, struggling to maintain his composure.
"Is that so?" he asked, resting both hands on her desk as he leaned in closer. Finally, he raised his eyes to meet hers again, searching for a hint of her thoughts. "And why is that exactly?"
Taking her hand back as he leaned closer, Lucy held his gaze, a playful smile dancing on her lips. She mirrored his body language, leaning over the desk just as he was. "Because I'm not one of those little bimbos you like to pick up at whatever dive bar you found them trolling," she said, her tone was seductive and teasing.
Mike felt his heart race, his hardon straining against his pants. He wanted nothing more than to take her right there, to feel that enticing tension break into something electric. But he knew he couldn't, not there, not now.
Just then, a knock on her office door broke the moment, followed by the door opening. Bill, Lucy's supervisor, stepped inside. "Hey Mike, what are you doing here?" he asked, surprised to see him but unaware of the heated exchange that had just taken place. He had always known that Lucy and Mike got along well from their previous collaborations and didn't give Mike being there a second thought.
Casually straightening up, Mike replied, "Just testing her negotiation skills, and overcoming objections," flashing a smile as he reached out to shake Bill's hand.
Bill took Mike's hand and then turned back to Lucy. "I'm heading out for the day, and I'll need a summary of the meeting with your client from this morning before you leave. Think you can get it to me in the next hour or so?"
"Sure, I can have that together for you shortly," Lucy said with a nod, pulling her chair closer as she shifted back into work mode, the teasing energy dissipating from her body, but lingering in the air like an unspoken promise of a raincheck.
Bill had turned to head out of the office. "Have a good evening," he had said, with a wave over his shoulder.
Mike took that as his cue to head out as well. "You too, Bill, see you tomorrow," he replied, before turning back to Lucy. "Well, I suppose I should let you get to it then. I'll see you around," he finished and made a show of adjusting himself to try and hide the erection before stepping out into the hall.
"Good night, Mike!" she called out, with a smile in her voice, as Mike headed out of the office.
Several days passed without any further exchanges between Mike and Lucy, outside of the normal interoffice pleasantries. She had been busy, and considering the fact that she was married, he didn't want to push the envelope and overstep, regardless of how much he had enjoyed the escalation of their flirtatious dynamics. He was making a conscious effort to put a little distance between them.
While sitting at his desk, finishing up some reports, Bill walked in. "How you doing, Mike?" he asked, taking a seat in the chair across from Mike's desk.
"Hey! All good, Bill. Just wrapping up a few reports," Mike replied, leaning back in his chair and stretching his arms above his head. "How's things with you?"
Bill leaned forward, resting his elbows on Mike's desk. "Actually, that was why I'm here. I'm taking a couple of weeks off."
Mike's eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Good for you. When do you leave?"
"Tomorrow morning, actually. So, I wanted to see if you could keep an eye on things while I'm gone. It's actually a bit of a family emergency, hence the short notice," Bill answered. "But, I didn't want to leave things in the lurch. Everybody has some pans in the fire, and they're all on top of it. But you know how Lucy's been killing it lately, right?"
Mike nodded, a small sympathetic smile showing at the news of a family emergency. "Yeah, she's been on fire. I've seen her stats." He leaned forward; his interest piqued. "What do you need me to do?"
Bill sighed, running a hand through his hair. "I know it's a lot to ask, but she has a client that's just being really needy. You remember the one I asked her to email me about when you stopped in her office? Well, it's just one thing after another at the moment, and I want to make sure Lucy has all of the support and resources she needs to work them while I'm gone."
"Of course! You know I'm here for you and your team. You go take care of what you need too. I just ask you do me a favor and shoot me an email about anything I need to be aware of while you're out. I'll check in with Lucy to see what she needs from me. I'll plan to check in with you before the end of the day to make sure I've got the details of the client until you got back," Mike rattled off. "Sounded like a plan?"
Bill smiled, looking more at ease. "Thanks, Mike. I really appreciate it. I'll let you know if I think of anything else."
"No problem. Safe travels, and I hope everything goes well."
"Thanks, Mike." Bill turned and headed out of Mike's office, leaving him alone.
Mike glanced at his watch and noted it was almost noon. He wanted to talk to Lucy before she headed off to lunch.
As he walked down the hallway, he spotted Lucy at her desk, engrossed in her work as she typed away at her computer. He hesitated for a moment before knocking on the door frame.
"Hey Lucy, got a moment?" he asked, smiling as she looked up.
"Absolutely," she replied, a hint of a smile spreading across her face. "What brings you to my neck of the woods?"
Mike entered her office and settled into one of the chairs at her desk. "Well, I just spoke with Bill. He's heading out tomorrow for a couple of weeks, and asked me to keep an eye on things for him."
Lucy offered a friendly smile. "Yeah, he mentioned he was going to ask. It's nice of you to step in."
Mike nodded, leaning forward in his chair. "Of course. He also mentioned you have a prospective client that's been a bit needy lately. I told him I'd check in with you to see if there's anything you need from me or how I can help."
Lucy smiled, but there was a hint of weariness in her expression. "That's awfully generous of you, but I think I have everything under control." She paused, tapping her pen against her desk thoughtfully. "Although, there is one thing you can help me with..."
Mike leaned back, raising an eyebrow. "OK, whatcha got?"
She took a moment to gather her thoughts. " Well, I'm supposed to meet with this client tomorrow morning here in the office, and I need to go over the latest drafts of the contract with them. I could really use a fresh set of eyes on everything to make sure I haven't missed anything. The last thing I want is to overlook some ridiculous clause and then have to come back for revisions later."
Mike nodded and moved to lean against the window while she was talking. "Sure, I can do that." He tried to keep his voice steady, feeling a surge of excitement at the prospect of spending more time with her. "When do you want to go over them? Tomorrow morning before your meeting?"
Lucy glanced at her calendar showing the meeting in the morning. "Actually, I was thinking today. I want to ensure I have enough time to make any changes if I need to. Are you able to stay late tonight? I can order food since I'll be keeping you from any dinner plans you might have."
Mike smiled, pushing off from the window frame and heading toward the door. "Sounds good. I'll be here. See you later this afternoon." He paused for a moment. "Is there anything I need to know before we review them?"
Lucy filled him in on the details of the issues they were addressing, and they agreed he would return to her office at 4:30 to get started.
After wrapping up his own reports and reviewing the email Bill had eventually sent with all the necessary information, Mike made his way to Bill's office. He wanted to discuss what Lucy was working on and what he needed to track for oversight during Bill's absence.
Any needed conversations with Bill addressed, Mike headed back to Lucy's office as discussed and found her finishing up a phone call. When she waved him in, he entered her office and closed the door behind him, taking a seat across from her. He couldn't help but notice her hair was let down now, and she had kicked off her heels as she curled her feet underneath her chair. She looked a bit disheveled, but it happens, he thought.
"Everything going ok?" Mike asked when she finished her call, taking in the sight of her for the first time since he had seen her earlier. He noticed the sight of her cleavage as she leaned across the desk to reach for her laptop.
"So far, so good. I think I have a good handle on this, but I don't want to mess it up. The client wants to review the revisions to the contract tomorrow morning, and I want to make sure I haven't overlooked anything. I just want to ensure there are no conflicts on our end." Lucy shuffled through the paperwork and slid it across the desk towards him, and then turned her laptop.
"Here's all the notes on the contract, along with the revisions we've made so far and the key issues the client has been stressing." She paused, taking a moment to look at him. "I really appreciate your help on this, Mike. I know you aren't really prepared for this meeting, but I'd love to get your input on it." She took a moment before she leaned back in her chair. "I'll order the food while you take a look at everything."
"No worries, and sounds good," Mike replied, as he went back and forth between her laptop and the stack of papers.



For the next couple of hours, Mike and Lucy chatted, ate, and reviewed the materials. As they worked, they got closer and closer, until they were both leaning over the desk. Mike felt like their faces were just inches apart by the time they had gone over every last clause.
He could see the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, her body so close to his that he could feel the heat radiating off of her. He tried to focus on the task at hand, but it became increasingly difficult with her this close, and his recent thoughts only intensified the building pressure in his groin.
Lucy leaned back in her chair slightly, stretching her arms above her head with a yawn. "I think that's everything," she said, her voice soft. "Thanks for your help, Mike. I really appreciate it."
Mike nodded, trying to keep his voice steady. "No problem, I'm glad I could help. I really think you have everything covered though. You just needed to make sure you keep the focus on those key points when you talk with them tomorrow morning, and you should be golden. I'm sure this'll go off without a hitch."
Lucy nodded and stood up, stretching her body out. "I hope so," she said, a small smile on her face. "I could really use a win with this client," she finished.
"So, what are your plans for the rest of the night?" Mike asked, pushing her laptop back toward her, signaling that he was done with the contract.
He couldn't help but appreciate the view as she stepped aside and bent down to pick up her laptop bag from the floor next to the cabinets behind her. It gave him a sight worthy of admiration, showcasing her backside, as her pencil skirt pulled taught over her ass. All he could think of was that there was a high probability that she wore nothing under that skirt.
Lucy stood back up and turned to face him, a wistful look on her face. "Well, I was thinking I'd go home, soak in a nice warm bubble bath, maybe read a good book, and have a glass of wine..." She let out a small moan. "It sounds good to just relax before tomorrow morning."
"That does sound nice," Mike said, his voice low. He couldn't help but imagine Lucy in the bathtub, her body covered in bubbles, a glass of wine in one hand--but it wasn't a book that filled the other. He felt his cock stir in his pants at the thought.
Lucy smiled, a knowing look in her eye. "Right?" Her voice was almost a purr.
"Chad isn't waiting for you to get home so he can dote on you?" he asked, curious if there had been any change since their last intimate interaction in this very office, leaning over this very desk.
"Not tonight. I mean, he's home, I'm sure, but the last I knew, when I called him this afternoon, he was just going to be watching a game," she replied, a hint of annoyance in her voice.
"Well, I can't match the bubble bath, but if you're up for it after all of this," Mike said, brandishing his arm over the papers stacked neatly on her desk, "I can grab a couple of glasses and a bottle from my office to celebrate a job well done."
Lucy looked at him, considering the offer before she smiled. "That sounds amazing. I could use a stiff drink after all of this."
Mike nodded, standing up. "Give me a moment, and I'll be right back." As he walked out of her office, he glanced back at her, noticing she had pulled out her phone. He headed to his office, hung his suit coat on one of the chairs at his desk, and walked over to grab a couple of bottles and glasses.
Arriving back at her office, Mike found her standing at the window, looking out. He took advantage of the view, subtly admiring the curve of her hips showcased in her pencil skirt and the way the fabric clung to her thighs. His cock stirred in his pants at the sight of her as she turned to face him, her arms folded under her chest.
"Here you go," Mike said, holding up a bottle of whiskey and tequila, along with two glasses. Lucy raised an eyebrow and smiled as she took the glass he offered.
"Thanks," she said, taking a sip of the tequila, her tongue darting out to lick a drop from her lips.
Mike watched as she licked her lips, feeling his cock twitch in his pants. He quickly looked away, taking a swig of his own drink to try to hide his reaction.
A smirk crossed Lucy's lips as he walked over to the window, looking out at the city below.
"It's a beautiful view," he said, trying to strike up a conversation.
"Are you referring to me or what's outside?" she asked, teasing him.
"Both," Mike replied with a chuckle, looking over at her with a smirk. He took another sip of his drink and leaned back against the wall by the window. "But I mean, push comes to shove, I prefer this view over the one outside."
"Is that so?" Lucy asked with a chuckle, rolling her eyes. "And why's that?"
"Because this view is so much more... stimulating," he replied with a grin, making an attempt to feed her vanity, recalling her text where she embraced her own narcissism.
Lucy's eyebrows raised in surprise, a playful glint in her eyes. "Stimulating, huh? And what exactly about this view stimulates you, Mike?" she asked, her voice teasing. Taking the last sip of her drink, she moved back to the desk, reaching over to refresh her glass.
Mike took in the wonderful view of her from behind once again. The whiskey, which was slowing his reaction time, allowed Lucy to turn and catch him still looking at her ass before he finally raised his eyes.
"Admiring the view again? Or lost in thought once more?" she asked with a smirk calling him out on catching him staring at her ass yet again. She brought her glass to her lips and took another sip. The seemingly innocuous motion was as sensual as he could imagine. Her soft, inviting lips glistened as they parted slightly to accommodate the rim of the glass. As she tilted it, her mouth enveloped the rim, drawing his attention to the delicate curve of her lips, painted a rich, deep red. Her mouth created a pursed 'O,' revealing a hint of her tongue as it became bathed in the amber liquid. When she removed the glass, traces of fluid lingered on her lips, catching the light before her tongue delicately snaked out to capture the last lingering drops. He wanted nothing more than to taste the alcohol from her lips himself.
A flush crossed Mike's face as he tried to regain his composure. Eventually, he responded, "No, just checking to see if you were lying to me."
"Lying to you? About what?" Lucy asked, her expression confused as her head tilted.
Raising his glass to his face, he swirled the last of what was left. "About not wearing panties," he grinned behind his glass as he emptied it.
A quick burst of laughter escaped her as she set her glass back on the desk, her face flushing slightly. "And? No panty lines were there!" she said, the words coming out as a statement rather than a question.
Stepping over to the desk and reaching around her, he grabbed the whiskey and refilled his glass. "Well, to be fair, your blouse could be hiding a thong." He set the bottle back down, and with a dismissive tone, he added, "So for all I know, you could've lied," before stepping back again.
Lucy laughed again, a playful sparkle in her eye. "A thong, huh? You know you saw no signs of a thong," she replied with a smirk.
" All I know is that I saw the hem of your blouse under the skirt. And that could've been hiding a panty line," Mike retorted, goading her for fun. He hadn't noticed if her blouse showed through or not; he was strictly focused on how she looked in that skirt. The high waist emphasized her narrowness before flaring over her hips as she had bent over. The stiffer material appeared to strain to maintain its structure as it stretched tightly over the two rounded cheeks of her ass, their fullness pressing against it, juxtaposed with the absence down the middle. Given the taut nature of the skirt, especially when it was pulled across her, it made sense that her blouse could have shown through.
He was just teasing her, and he watched as Lucy's eyes narrowed, as if he had just challenged her. "Are you calling me a liar? Do you really think this thin little blouse is enough to keep you from being able to tell whether or not I'm wearing panties?" She stood a bit straighter now, one hand placed on her hip. It was hard to tell if it was out of defiance or confidence, but either way, how she cocked that hip and slightly bent her opposing knee exuded a certain sensuality from her stance.
Mike shrugged a shoulder, continuing to hide behind his glass. Whiskey dripped past his lips as he held the glass to his mouth without actually drinking.
Holding his gaze, Lucy slowly turned to face away from him. Setting her glass down on the desk, she braced one hand against the warm surface, never breaking eye contact. She bit her bottom lip to suppress the grin spreading across her mouth while her free hand made its way up her hip until it gripped the light material of her blouse.
Mike's eyes widened as he took in the sight unfolding before him. He felt his cock twitch in his pants, his body reacting to her proximity and the challenge in her voice. Lowering the glass from his mouth, he looked into her eyes. She was clearly putting on a show for him. He didn't know if it was to tease him or to prove a point, but he wasn't complaining. If she wanted to perform for him, the least he could do was show his appreciation. He made no attempt to hide the look in his eyes or the fact that his cock was already hard and straining against his pants, desperate to be freed. He watched, barely breathing, as she slowly tugged at her blouse, untucking it from under her skirt.
"Do I really need to do this to prove it to you? Do I really need to show you that I'm not wearing any panties at all?" Lucy's voice was a breathy whisper laced with amusement.
Mike's heart pounded in his chest as he watched her, his mouth suddenly dry. He swallowed hard, trying to find his voice. "Well, I mean, if you really feel the need to prove yourself," he said, his voice trailing off.
Lucy smirked, a mischievous gleam in her eye. "Oh, I do, Mike," she replied. She lowered her voice to a quiet sultry tone. "I really, really do."
Mike nodded, his heart racing. His imagination could feel the heat radiating off her body, her scent filling his nostrils. He sensed goosebumps rising on his skin, grateful for the long sleeves that kept him from giving away any visceral reactions to her motions. There was a faint tremble in her hands as she continued to lift her blouse.
An imperceptible shiver ran down his spine as the fabric found freedom from the skirt, revealing just a sliver of skin from her waistline. Her hand continued to move around to the back as it freed the remaining portions of the blouse until it was fully untucked.
He swallowed again, his heart rate quickening at her brazen exhibitionism. He took a step forward as she slowly raised the hem of her blouse. The waistband of her skirt was taut, and the way it hugged her curves almost made Mike forget to breathe as he waited for her to reveal herself, to prove that she had been bare beneath her skirt all day.
Lucy bent a bit further, pulling the material even tighter against her skin, allowing Mike an unobstructed view he had never had to this degree. His breath came in ragged gasps as he took in the sight of her.
"Do you see any signs of a panty line, Mike?" she whispered, her voice thick and heady.
Hearing her speak snapped him back to the moment, and he looked up at her face. Mike shook his head, his breath coming in short gasps. "No," he breathed, unable to stop his eyes from roaming over the pure sensuality displayed before him, eventually returning to her ass. "No, I don't see any panty lines," he clarified. He felt his cock swelling to its limits as it twitched. Her face was no longer looking at him as he devoured her with his eyes. His gaze followed the small exposed portion of the valley that traversed the length of her spine, nestled between the muscles on either side until it disappeared under the hem of her skirt. He imagined traveling the tunnel it created until he reached its ultimate destination.
He was desperate to take her, to claim her, to bury himself inside her. A flicker of rational thought tried to assert itself as he made half-hearted attempts to lighten the mood. "You know, Lucy," he said, his voice low and husky, which did nothing to convey the humor he intended. "As your boss right now, I should probably reprimand you for such unprofessional behavior in the workplace." He couldn't help but smirk as he stepped closer to her, his eyes raking over her body.
A pouty look appeared on her face. "You think I'm being unprofessional?" she feigned hurt. "What kind of punishment do you have in mind, boss?" she asked, planting both hands on the desk and giving a subtle wiggle of her hips.
Mike felt his heart pounding as he leaned in closer to her. Without warning, he delivered a quick but firm smack to her ass. The sound of the contact echoed through the room. Lucy gasped, her eyes widening in surprise, and shot upright, but her lips curled into a wicked smile. "I can't believe you did that! You know corporal punishment is a clear violation of company policies, right?" she teased, her voice breathless and her eyes sparkling with excitement.
Mike smiled, his hand still stinging from the force of the slap. "And haven't we already established that this is an HR-free zone?" he affirmed, surprising even himself with how bold he had been. He intended to tease her, to make her squirm, but the sight of her supple ass, ripe and firm, begged to be spanked, and he acted on impulse. He watched as she attempted to rub the sting out of her own ass.
"I don't even remember the last time someone had the nerve to spank me," she commented.
"Well, it's not my fault Chad hasn't been doing his job, then, is it?" Mike replied, a smile on his face as he leaned back against the window frame.
"Chad who?" Lucy quipped with a laugh.
Mike's eyebrows shot up, not expecting that response from her. "So, am I going to be the one to fill in for his shortcomings?" he asked, feeling more confident and making no effort to hide his appreciative gaze. "I mean, there's no justification in my mind for leaving you unsatisfied." Without realizing it, he closed some of the distance between them once more, standing over her.
"And you think you're the guy to make sure I'm satisfied, huh?" Her tone was teasing, but her breath was quickening, evidenced by the rise and fall of her blouse against her chest.
Mike swallowed hard; his eyes roamed over her body, taking in the upper swells of her breasts as he stood over her. "I think I am. And based on that video you sent the last time we had a drink, just the thought of me did wonders for you." He looked into Lucy's eyes and could see her pupils dilating as he spoke. "As hot as you are, if Chad doesn't fulfill his husbandly duties, someone's certainly going to try to do it for him. Maybe he just needs to be shown the proper way," his last comment slipping out before he could reign it in.
Lucy's eyes flew open, bouncing back and forth between his. She licked her lips, her voice barely above a whisper. "And I thought I had a high opinion of myself." The way her tongue darted across her lips made his pants feel unusually tight. "And just how would that go, exactly? You showing him the proper way to satisfy me?"
Lucy asked, her breath catching as she looked up at him. Mike saw the desire in her eyes, and he knew she wanted this as much as he did. He reached out, tracing the line of her jaw with his thumb before cupping her cheek.
"Maybe it would start something like this," Mike began, leaning in closer to Lucy until his face was just inches from hers. He could feel her breath on his skin, see the rise and fall of her chest as she breathed. " Maybe I'd start by asking him how fucking blind he is if he can't appreciate the way you look, the way you carry yourself. How every curve of your body seems to be designed just to drive men wild with desire." His goal was to feed into her narcissism, telling her she's the goddess every woman should strive to be.
Lucy's eyes widened at Mike's words, her breath hitching in her throat. "And what else?" she whispered, her voice trembling slightly.
"Maybe I'd tell him how I love the way your ass looks in that skirt," Mike stated, his gaze drifting down to her hips, leaning slightly to the side as if trying to get a view behind her. "How I can't stop thinking about what it would feel like to grab it, to squeeze it, to feel your soft flesh yielding as I sink my teeth into it."
Lucy's cheeks flushed as she shifted her weight, her breath becoming less consistent. "And then?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Maybe I'd make him watch as I run my hands up your thighs, teasing you with my fingers, slipping them underneath your skirt, feeling the heat of your skin against mine," Mike said, his own heart racing. "Maybe I'd tell him how good you taste as I bury my face between your thighs and make you scream my name."
Lucy's eyes were hooded, her body trembling. "And then?" she breathed, barely able to get the words out.
"Maybe I'd show him how I make you do what I want and make you mine right in front of him," Mike continued, his voice thick with desire. "I could show him exactly what you need, how to give it to you, exactly how to make you come undone in my arms."
"And then?" she whispered, her voice almost a moan.
"Instead of 'And then,'" Mike answered, his lips brushing against her cheek, his breath tickling her neck, "maybe I should fuck you senseless, right here in this office, on this very desk. Fuck you so hard that I have to put a gag in your mouth so no one can hear you scream my name."
As he whispered those words into her ear, he noticed how her breathing caught, how her cheeks flushed with arousal. He could feel the heat radiating off her, her breath quickening with each word he uttered. But then, as if by some cruel twist of fate, her phone suddenly came to life.
The ringtone cut through the moment, causing Lucy to jump; Mike did as well. Straightening up, he stepped away from her as she reached for her phone, still panting slightly.
"Hello?" she answered, her breath shaky. She listened for a moment, her eyes meeting Mike's with a hint of frustration in her gaze. "I'll be leaving in just a few minutes, I'm basically on my way." A moment later, she hung up and let out a sigh. "That was Chad. He wanted to know when I'd be home."
Mike nodded, forcing a smile. "Of course, it's pretty late."
Lucy sighed, running a hand through her hair. "Yeah, I need to get going. Raincheck on the rest of that conversation though?" She gave him a playful smile, her hand resting on her hip.
Mike nodded again, disappointment evident in his voice. "Yeah, of course. I'll walk you out." He stepped aside, more symbolically than anything else, given that when he backed up after the phone rang, it had left her plenty of room. She gathered her things and led the way out of her office, avoiding eye contact with him. He felt a wave of guilt wash over him at her reluctance to look his way.
As they walked down the hall toward the elevator, Mike couldn't help stealing glances at Lucy. Her body language had shifted--her shoulders were tense, and she moved more quickly. He wondered if she was as disappointed as he was that they had been interrupted.
The moment had been building, and he knew it. He was fully prepared to take the risk. He had never felt such an intense connection with anyone in his life. It wasn't just the physical attraction that drew him in; it was her whole attitude and approach to challenges. It was the way she carried herself with the confidence of someone who thought highly of herself and wouldn't let others dictate her worth.



As they approached her car, Lucy turned to face him, her eyes searching his. "Thank you for your help today, Mike," she said softly. "I really appreciate it. And thanks for going over the contracts with me earlier."
Nodding once more, Mike offered her a slight smile. "I'm always here to help."
Lucy moved to open her car door and slip inside while Mike held it open, ready to close it once she was fully in. But before she pulled her left leg clear of the door, she turned to look at Mike. Her eyes were bright, filled with a heat that matched his own. "Don't think I've forgotten what you said," she murmured, her eyes locked on his. "About how you'd show Chad how to satisfy me. I haven't forgotten a word of it, Mike. And I won't forget it. Who knows, maybe one day I'll hold you to it," she finished, casting a brief glance toward his groin and giving him a wink.
Her words sent a jolt of electricity through him, his cock twitching in his pants. He swallowed hard, his heart racing with relief that she wasn't feeling the guilt he had expected. "I won't forget either, Lucy," he said, his voice low and filled with intent. "I don't think I could, even if I wanted to."
A slow smile spread across her face, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "Good," she replied in a husky whisper. "Because I'll be thinking of it tonight. Every. Single. Word."
With that, she set her purse on the passenger seat, deliberately looking away from Mike. He closed her door, sensing that this conversation was over for the night, leaving him standing there, heart pounding, his cock beginning to strain against the confines of his boxer briefs yet again. He watched as she started the car and pulled away until she turned the corner and disappeared from view.
Letting out a long breath, he ran a hand over his face, thinking back to the moment they had shared inside. He hadn't intended for things to go that far, fully aware of the risks of flirting with a coworker, but he couldn't help himself. There was something about Lucy that drew him in, a magnetic pull he found impossible to resist. Noticing how stroking her ego seemed to rev her up only made it harder to hold back.
Returning to her office to clean up, he collected the barware, washed the glasses in the break room, and then returned everything to his office. His mind was filled with images of Lucy as he considered her brazenness, confidence, and above all her body. He had never been with someone so bold and unapologetic. The erection still twitched in his pants, a constant reminder of his aching, unsatisfied desire.
After taking a moment to sit at a small table off to the side in his office, he reflected on the exchange that had unfolded that night. His mind replayed their conversation, the flirtatious banter, and the unexpected turn it had taken. He couldn't shake the image of Lucy lifting her blouse to prove she wasn't wearing any panties. The rigidity of his rod pulsed at the memory, and he knew he wouldn't be able to let this go without some form of release.
Suddenly, he heard someone on the phone further down the corridor, and the rashness of their near encounter struck him. They had been wrapped up in their own little bubble, oblivious to the fact that others might still be working late, too. Gathering his things from his desk, he decided it was time to head out for the night.
As he walked to his car, he pulled out his phone to text Lucy.
Mike: Hey. I know you only had a couple of drinks, but let me know when you make it home, just so I know.
Once he settled into his car and prepared to back out, he heard his phone chime.
Lucy: Almost home already. Just sitting at a light, but I'll text when I'm not driving anymore to let you know when I'm there.
The memory of the last time she had texted him at a light rushed through his mind--the limited view he'd gotten of her pussy as she held her pants out and her lips open. He shook off the memory, reminding himself he needed to focus on driving.
Mike: Hey, here's a fun fact. Apparently, someone else was still in the office the whole time.
Not waiting for a response, he pulled out and started his drive home. About halfway there, his car informed him he had a new text from Lucy, which it read aloud.
Lucy: I'm safe and sound. And yeah, it was Dan in accounting. I heard him a few times when he was on the phone with someone. You didn't notice his car in the parking lot? Heading inside now.
The realization that he had been so utterly unaware of Dan's presence emphasized just how caught up in the moment he'd been. He continued the conversation during his drive home.
Mike: Wow, I totally missed all of that. Guess I was a little preoccupied at the moment. That could've gone badly.
Lucy: Don't worry, I'm nearly positive he never heard a word he shouldn't have. Makes the memory all the more fun though, doesn't it? Now that it's over and you know how close you were to being caught spanking a subordinate you're supposed to be taking care of?
Mike's eyebrows shot up as he read her response, a smirk tugging at the corners of his mouth. He had always been a sucker for her playful nature and the excitement she found in the moment.
Mike: Always the tease, aren't you? I mean, you can't just untuck your blouse and bend over like a little slut in front of your boss and not expect consequences.
This was the first time he'd referred to her as a slut, and he didn't know how she would take it. As soon as he hit send, he questioned his decision. What if she didn't appreciate it? The trace amounts of alcohol still in his system, along with the overabundance of hormones from the night, had clouded his judgment.
He'd trusted that their years of playful banter gave him some leeway, but after about ten minutes passed without a reply, he began to second-guess himself. Knowing it was too late to take it back, he went through his evening routine, knowing it was too late to do anything now. Just as he finished, his heart skipped a beat at the sound of his phone.
Picking it up and swiping to check her message, he let out a low groan as he held back the urge to pleasure himself, his free hand instinctively moving to squeeze his hardening cock.
Lucy: Who? Me? Am I? No... Do you mean to tell me that just because I try to prove I'm not a liar to my interim boss by bending over like this, it's enough to warrant punishment?
The picture that accompanied the text was a profile view of her bent at the hips, with an exaggerated arch in her back. Her full, round ass was on display, bare and brightly illuminated by her bathroom lights. The angle framed her from her lower abdomen through her middle back and down to her upper thighs.
The room's bright light made her skin seem vibrant, and the curve of her ass was highlighted perfectly. The flawlessly smooth texture of her skin was a focal point for him, and the playful smirk on her face told Mike she was enjoying this.
His eyes drank in every detail of the image, and the sight of Lucy's bare ass sent his cock back to full hardness in an instant. He felt desperate for release, heart racing and breath quickening as he stared at the picture. The teasing that had escalated all night left his mind racing. Images of being behind her, gripping her hips, and thrusting into her filled his mind, sending a jolt of electricity straight through him. He couldn't hold back the moan that escaped his lips.
Mike: Yes, it does. The office is not the place to present yourself like a bitch in heat, especially knowing there are other people still working who could hear or walk in at any moment. No matter how good you look when you do it.
Lucy: Well then, I guess I do deserve a spanking. But just know that I can be a good little slut as long as it's worth my while. ;) Good night, Mike. Time for my beauty sleep before my meeting in the morning. Don't ruin your phone, lol
Mike: Night.
All the blood had rushed south, causing the gears in Mike's brain to seize up and leaving him unable to formulate a coherent response. He could've hammered nails with how hard he was, and his mind swam with the image of Lucy's ass, a smirk undoubtedly plastered on her face as she took the picture, fully aware of the effect it would have on him. He couldn't hold back any longer; he needed release, and he needed it right then.
Not bothering to move from the bathroom sink, he yanked his underwear down to his thighs, freeing his cock. He took it in his hand, stroking it firmly while hunched over the counter, eyes locked onto the screen. A groan escaped him as he embraced the sensation, his balls already drawn tight, ready for that ultimate release. He couldn't shake the image of her in that ridiculously bikini, her breasts practically spilling out and leaving nothing to the imagination--except for the details of her nipples.
With those images flashing through his mind, his fist flew up and down his shaft, chasing the release that had been building all night. The familiar tingle rose at the base of his spine, a sign he was getting close. His balls tightened, drawing up toward his body as his hips began to rock in sync with his strokes. He was nearly there, on the brink of the climax his body craved.
His free hand moved to cup his balls, giving them a firm squeeze as his index and thumb pinched the base of his shaft. The precum that leaked profusely allowed his hand to glide effortlessly along his length, each stroke quickening in pace. His focus sharpened as he concentrated on the crown and the sensitive frenulum directly beneath. His eyes squinted but never left the picture still displayed on his phone; in his mind, he pictured one hand tangled in her hair while the other smacked her ass as he took her from behind.
As his pelvic floor muscles contracted, they reached the point of no return. He released his grip on the base of his cock, feeling his cum surge up its length. He continued to stroke furiously through his orgasm, breathless and braced against the counter as waves of pleasure washed over him.
Moments later, panting and leaning heavily against the cool surface, he took a moment to regain his composure. Jesus, I need to go on a date before I make myself go blind, he mused, recalling the old myth from his youth. After cleaning up, he headed to bed, exhausted, his mind too tired to form a coherent thought.
The next morning, after clearing any emails that had come in overnight, Mike settled into the office for the day. Once he was sure there was nothing pressing, he made his way down to see Lucy, checking to ensure she was set for her meeting and if she needed anything more. Compartmentalization was one of Mike's strong suits; he knew how to push aside the personal to focus on the professional.
As he walked into her office, he embodied professionalism, quickly reviewing any details and running through potential objections she might encounter. The moment between them from the night before lingered in the air, but for now, it was all about business.
"You've got this," Mike said, giving the doorframe a light tap. He didn't want to interrupt, but he wanted to offer that last bit of encouragement and let her know he was in her corner. "You know where I'll be if you need anything." He winked and closed the door behind him.
A while later, he spotted Lucy walking the clients out. The energy seemed good; the meeting had clearly gone well. She glanced at him and gave him a subtle nod, which he took as a thumbs-up. After giving her a few minutes, he walked back to her office.
"Well?" he asked casually, leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed.
Lucy smiled and sank back into her chair. "It went well. They want to review the fine print, but it sounds like it's a go."
"That's great, Lucy! You know how to handle them," Mike praised, genuinely pleased with the outcome.
"Thanks, Mike. I couldn't have done it without your help," Lucy replied, giving him a warm and sincere smile.
"That's what I'm here for, making sure you're always at the top of your game. And trust me, this deal is in the bag," he waved off her thanks with a grin.
Lucy rolled her eyes playfully. "It's not done until the last contract is signed. You taught me that."
Mike pushed off from the doorframe and stepped toward her desk. "Did I? Huh, that sounds too pessimistic to be me. My money's on it being a done deal," he said, but he knew it sounded like something he'd say.
He sat down at her desk as she stood up, her energy noticeably lighter, an extra bounce in her step as she paced her office. "Well, I do have a couple of good mentors," she said, her appreciation evident. "And I appreciate all your help. Really, I can't say thank you enough."
Clearly, she wouldn't be productive with the way she was buzzing with excitement. "Lucy," he said, trying to grab her attention. "Lucy!" When that didn't work, he chuckled to himself before stepping directly into her path.
He extended his arms and gently placed his hands on her shoulders, blocking her path. "Lucy!" he called again, and her eyes finally snapped up to meet his. He beamed at her. "Go home."
Her brow furrowed in confusion. "Go home? What do you mean?" she asked not comprehending.
He chuckled again, his smile warm and encouraging. "Yes, go home, Lucy. Take the day to celebrate. Tell Chad to take you out or something. You did a fantastic job, and there's nothing urgent that can't wait a day."
She blinked at him, processing his words, and after a beat, the realization seemed to dawn. "Your right?" she said. "I know Chad can't take off, but that doesn't mean I can't treat myself, right?"
"Absolutely," he nodded. "Now go on, get out of here."
To his surprise, she suddenly wrapped him in a big hug. "Thanks again, Mike"
To his surprise, she suddenly wrapped him in a big hug. It felt as though she was melting into him as the warmth of her embrace enveloped him. He held her for a moment, swaying slightly as though they were both caught in a comforting rhythm. It was an embrace steeped in gratitude, a fleeting moment of genuine human connection. He hugged her tighter, sensing that she needed it.
When she finally began to release him, he let her go, returning her radiant smile. As she turned to collect her things, he headed back toward his office, feeling a mix of warmth and concern.
With Lucy's clients satisfied, Mike spent the next few days ensuring his own team was set, tackling tasks that Bill had emailed him about. Lucy kept busy, and once again, their conversations dwindled. When they did have moments to chat, she seemed more standoffish than usual.
Not wanting to overstep, he refrained from probing. Even if there was something going on with her, he needed to accept her at face value. Regardless of what had happened--or almost happened--between them, she was still married, and that reality shaped their interactions. He prided himself on his ability to compartmentalize; one aspect of their relationship didn't have to bleed into the other.
A week had passed since Lucy met with the prospective clients when Mike learned they had sent over the signed contracts. He wanted to be present when she received the news, so he made his way to the admin office to collect the contract. When he saw Lucy returning from lunch a bit later, he wrapped up an email, grabbed the folder, and headed towards her office.
She was at her desk, apparently checking emails. He knocked lightly on her door before stepping inside. "Sorry to bother you, but I need you to process this contract right away," he said, tossing the folder gently onto her desk.
As she picked it up, confusion flickered across her face. Opening the folder, her eyes widened in disbelief, and she leaped from her seat. With a squeal of excitement, she ran over and hugged him, her arms wrapping tightly around his neck. She bounced in place, and her joy was contagious.
Lucy hadn't actually said a word yet, so he chuckled. "Ok, ok, ok! Lucy, please," he laughed, instinctively placing his hands on her hips to gently push her back. When she finally let him go and looked at the file still in her hand, he smiled at her enthusiasm. "Good job, Lucy. I told you it was in the bag. You can email Bill to let him know. I'm sure he'll want to congratulate you when he gets back on Monday."
With one last smile, he turned and left her office, feeling a wave of satisfaction for her newfound success.
Returning to his office, Mike closed the door, needing a moment to collect himself. Of course, he was happy for Lucy, but the memory of her pressed against him, bouncing with joy, her body sliding against his, was hard to shake. The thin fabric of her blouse had given way to the unmistakable sensation of her nipples, hardened with excitement, brushing against him as she celebrated her success. He fought to suppress the arousal that surged within him at such an innocent gesture.
He had been making a conscious effort to keep a healthy distance from her, but with that hug weighing on his mind, it wasn't easy to keep his thoughts in check. There had been a tension between them lately, a pull that was difficult to ignore. He wasn't married and had no idea what she was going through, but his feelings for her were becoming increasingly complicated.
Sitting at his desk, he took a few deep breaths, trying to calm the storm inside him. Jesus, she was going to be the death of him. He had never reacted to a woman like this before, drawn in so powerfully that even a simple hug left him flustered and unable to think straight. He shook his head, letting out a frustrated laugh at himself. He was getting nothing done.
Deciding he needed a break, he stepped away from his office and treated himself to a rare lunch out. He was usually a workhorse, rarely taking time away, but today felt different.
It was the following Saturday afternoon, and he found himself at lunch with a client, renegotiating a contract. While he'd rather not be working on the weekend, these types of meetings were infinitely more enjoyable than sitting in a stuffy conference room. Casual conversations over good food and drinks on a patio were a welcome change.
As they joked and exchanged playful jabs over the details of the contract, Mike's phone vibrated, seeking his attention. He chose to ignore the distraction, thinking it might be a text that could wait. But when it buzzed again, and then again, he excused himself from the table, apologizing for the interruption.
Making his way away from the noise of their conversation, he swiped through his notifications and saw that the messages were from Lucy. A slight frown crossed his face as curiosity gnawed at him. Opening the texts, he saw they were of a personal nature, an invitation to dinner. Yet he didn't read them in detail, quickly tucking his phone away as he made his way back to the table, trying to mask the flutter of anticipation building inside him.
He rushed through the rest of the meeting, not fighting as hard for the deal as he normally would have, but considering the rapport they had built with the client, it didn't seem out of line. He probably conceded more than he should've, but nothing of real consequence.
Once he got into his car, though, he felt the urge to peel back the layers of the messages. Grabbing his phone, he reopened the texts, eager and anxious to see what Lucy wanted to discuss over dinner.
Lucy: Hey Mike, I'm really sorry I was so excited the other day that I didn't even thank you. So, thank you!
Lucy: Anyway, Chad and I would love to invite you over for dinner tonight as a thank you for everything, if you're up for it.



Lucy: You don't have to. I don't want you to feel obligated of course. I know it's last minute and you probably already have plans.
With the way things had been going, Mike hadn't expected Lucy to invite him over for dinner with her and Chad. The little voice in his head reminded him of her earlier comment: "Who knows, maybe one day I'll hold you to it." He reasoned that it would be rude to decline what seemed to be a genuine olive branch, but he couldn't shake the feeling that things could get awkward quickly.
Mike: I'd love to come over for dinner. What time did you have in mind?
Lucy: How about 7:00?
Mike: Sounds great. I'll see you at 7.
Lucy: Looking forward to it.
Mike started his car, mentally mapping out a couple of errands he needed to run before heading home to prepare.
When he arrived at Lucy's house, he was just a few minutes late. The warm summer evening embraced him, and the sun was still lingering in the sky, casting a golden hue over everything.
Standing at the front door, he pushed the doorbell, the sound echoing through the quiet air. Moments later, the door swung open, revealing Lucy with a wide, welcoming smile. She looked effortless yet stunning, dressed in a light sundress that hugged her curves just right, her hair cascading in soft waves and her makeup subtly enhancing her features.
"Hey, Mike! Come on in," she said, stepping aside to invite him in.
"Thanks for having me over," Mike replied as he stepped inside, the aroma wafting from the kitchen was delightful. "It smells amazing in here."
Lucy laughed softly. "Chad's been cooking all afternoon. He's really excited to have you over," she explained, leading him into the living room.
"Yeah, I remember you saying how much he likes to cook," Mike said, his gaze wandering around the room. The space was tidy and decorated in a modern style, with personal touches that reflected their lives together. A few framed pictures caught his eye, showing Lucy and Chad smiling, radiating happiness.
"Can I get you a drink?" Lucy asked, gesturing toward the kitchen.
"Sure, whatever you're having is fine," he replied, taking a seat in one of the plush chairs in the living room, feeling his heart race, an unexpected thrill coursing through him at being in her home.
As he settled in, he couldn't help but acknowledge the tension in the air. He had walked into their home as a friend, but the familiarity made his pulse quicken. Would tonight blur those lines they had been carefully walking? The thought would've never crossed his mind had she not made those comments in the parking lot at work when he walked her out.
Lucy returned a moment later, balancing two tall, slender glasses filled with a translucent liquid garnished with a slice of lime and a sprig of mint. She handed one to Mike before taking a seat on the couch opposite him.
Mike eyed the drink with curiosity as Lucy seemed to read his thoughts. "Mojito," she said with a smile. "It's kind of warm out, and I've been lounging outside enjoying the weather. I like to sip on these occasionally; they make me feel like I'm on a little vacation when the weather's just right."
Mike chuckled, taking a sip of the refreshing drink. "I get it, it's refreshing," he said, surprised he'd never tried one before.
As he savored the mojito, Chad walked into the room with a big grin plastered on his face. Mike stood, extending his hand. Chad grabbed it and pulled him in for a half-hug, giving him a friendly pat on the back.
"How ya been, buddy?" Chad asked, his voice buoyant as he reached out to shake Mike's hand.
"Good, man! And you?" Mike replied, capturing his hand in his own.
"Really good! Thanks for everything with Lucy, man. I can't tell you how much she appreciated your help," Chad said, his trademark big smile lighting up the room.
The three of them engaged in idle chit-chat, catching up and exchanging stories, until Chad announced it was almost time for dinner. He suggested they eat outside on the patio to enjoy the sunset.
Mike followed them outside and settled into a heavy, tiled patio table as Chad gathered the food. Lucy brought out drinks, pouring water and wine and grabbing a cold beer for Chad before joining Mike on the other side of the table.
"Would you like something else to drink, Mike?" she asked, her eyes sparkling in the fading light.
"No, wine and water works for me," he replied, grateful for the options.
Dinner unfolded nicely. The conversation flowed easily, with heavy pours of wine making everything feel even more relaxed. They enjoyed watching the transition from sunset to dusk, the colors painting the sky in hues of orange and pink. As the air cooled slightly, the alcohol kept them feeling cozy, and Mike welcomed the drop in temperature, savoring the gentle evening breeze.
Looking over at Chad and Lucy, it was hard to believe there had ever been any issues in their relationship. They looked at each other lovingly, gave light touches, an arm around her, a hand of hers seemingly on his thigh. Mike was glad to see that maybe things were going better for Lucy, even if it did leave him with a pang of jealousy.
The rum from the earlier mojitos, coupled with the wine, certainly helped to assuage his earlier concerns of awkwardness. The conversation flowed easily, and Mike found himself enjoying the company of the couple. They talked about everything from work to travel, with Chad regaling Mike with stories of their past trips and Lucy chiming in with her own anecdotes.
As the night wore on, the wine continued to flow, and Mike noticed that Lucy was becoming more relaxed and playful. She leaned in closer to him as she spoke, her hand occasionally reaching across the table to grab his as she gestured to emphasize a point. Mike found himself increasingly drawn to her, her eyes sparkling in the soft light of the patio lights.
Her animated nature was intoxicating, but Chad's presence made everything more awkward. Mike's eyes darted between them, trying to gauge the dynamic. She was becoming increasingly more flirtatious with every drink, while he seemed completely oblivious.
Is this what Lucy had been referring to? His complete lack of sexual awareness when it came to his wife? Mike couldn't wrap his brain around how Chad couldn't see how magnificent his wife was.
"So, Mike," Chad said, bringing his beer bottle to his lips. "Lucy tells me you've been a real lifesaver around the office."
Mike smiled, nodding. "She's the one who's been doing the heavy lifting. I just provided some moral support."
Lucy smirked, swirling the wine in her glass. "Moral support, my ass. You reviewed everything, helped draft the language, and kept me from climbing the walls."
Mike chuckled. "Well, I do what I can. Lucy's always been a real go-getter, and Bill's usually the one there for her. I just put some polish on the work she'd already done this time."
Lucy rolled her eyes playfully, but Mike noticed the way she kicked at his feet under the table. It was almost as though the kicks and shoves were just an excuse to touch him, as if she were almost playing footsie right in front of Chad and trying to disguise it. And it sent a jolt of desire straight to his cock. He shifted in his seat, trying to discreetly adjust himself.
Chad laughed, clapping Mike on the back as he got up to walk past him. "Well, I can't thank you enough. Lucy's been on cloud nine ever since she closed that deal. I'm grabbing another beer from inside. Do you guys need anything?" he asked, continuing toward the patio door.
"Yes, bring me a rum and coke," Lucy requested. "But not too strong! Please." She dropped her eyes back down to Mike. "You want anything?" Her words implied she was asking about what to drink, but the wink that accompanied them and the bare foot rubbing his calf implied something else.
Clearing his throat, Mike shifted again. "Yeah, I guess I'll just have the same," he managed. Mike was grateful to have Chad behind him so he couldn't see his eyes popping out of his head.
Hearing the patio door close behind him, he couldn't stop himself from blurting out, "What the hell are you doing?"
"What do you mean?" Lucy asked with a feigned look of bewilderment, clearly fighting back a smile.
Mike could feel her foot suddenly coming higher up his leg as it traversed his thigh. Thankfully, the shorts he wore helped to dull the physical sensations of her foot but did nothing for his alcohol-addled brain.
He fought the urge to grab her foot and place it directly on his cock. He had never had a foot fetish, but after all of these games, he'd take any contact he could from her.
"I mean, Chad's going to be right back."
Her eyes briefly flicked up before coming back to him. "Don't worry, he headed toward the stairs, so he'll be a minute," Lucy told him. "Come on, Mike, what happened to all of those things you said you were going to do to me while you made him watch?"
"Lucy, you can't be serious," Mike hissed, his eyes darting around.
"Why not, boss?" she asked, emphasizing the last word, her eyes looking toward the door again, then back at him from under her lashes. She was playing with him again, and he was so turned on he could barely think straight. "He's in the bathroom. It's just you and me. Are you telling me you were all talk, Mike?"
He looked down at the foot that was on his lap and back to Lucy. "Lucy, I don't want to make any rash decisions here, especially with Chad right there," he said softly, pointing toward the house.
Lucy's eyes followed where he indicated. Then she just bit her lip before meeting Mike's gaze again, when he suddenly felt her foot continue to move further up his thigh.
Mike swallowed hard as Lucy's foot finally reached its intended target, brushing up against his cock through his shorts. He could feel himself hardening almost instantly, and he had to fight a groan. "Lucy," he managed to get out through clenched teeth.
"Shh," she whispered and just sunk into her chair. Her foot never slowing, she continued to massage him with her toes.
"Where the fuck is that drink?" he sighed to himself, yet he made no attempt at stopping her exploration. He was already feeling the alcohol, but he clearly needed more. "And just how do you see this working, Lucy?"
Lucy smiled wickedly, her eyes locked on his, exploring him with her foot. This was their first real contact, and she was trying to give him a footjob while he waited for her husband to bring him a drink. "Well, I guess we'll find out together," she purred, her foot continuing to stroke his growing erection through his shorts. "We've talked about it, fantasized about it, and now here we are."
Lucy's voice was low, a whisper he could barely hear, as she continued to stroke him with her foot. "I don't want it to just be a fantasy, Mike. I want it to be real." She leaned in closer, her words barely audible. Just as she was about to continue, the patio door slid open, and she pulled her foot back. Chad stepped out, drinks in hand, along with some soda and a bottle of rum tucked under his arm.
"Here we go," he said, a cheerful smile on his face. "Rum and cokes for the both of you and one beer for me," he said as he passed out the drinks before sitting back down.
He raised his beer in a clinking toast. "To friends!" he exclaimed, grinning.
"To friends," Mike and Lucy repeated in unison, clinking their glasses together. Mike noticed Lucy went back to holding her husband's thigh under the table as if nothing had happened between the two of them. He was surprised by her apparent comfort in playing with him right in front of Chad.
After taking a sip of her drink, Lucy turned to Mike, her eyes sparkling with a mischievous glint. "So, Mike, are you seeing anyone these days?" she asked.
Having taken a healthy swig of his drink, he replied, "Not officially, no."
"And what does that mean?" Chad asked.
"Just that I'm not tied down to anyone at the moment. I guess I'm just enjoying my freedom," Mike replied, taking another sip of his drink.
Lucy leaned in closer to Mike, her voice low. "So, you're just fucking whoever you want, whenever you want?"
Mike sputtered on his drink, "Something like that, I guess." He didn't want to admit, though, that he hadn't actually been out with anyone for a bit. He'd been a bit focused on Lucy and wasn't putting any effort into going on any dates like he knew he should have to blow off some of the building steam.
Chad shrugged. "Fuck it, why not? You're single, and you're not hurting anyone. Have fun while you can," he said, raising his beer in a mock toast.
"Cheers to that," Lucy said before turning to Chad to give him a kiss. He leaned in and let her kiss him on the cheek.
A moment later, Lucy's foot found Mike's thigh again, this time under the table. She took a sip of her drink while keeping her eyes locked on Mike, her foot rubbing against his thigh. "To whomever you want," she added, emphasizing "whomever," it seemed.
Mike was surprised by Chad's response and the direction the conversation was going. He looked at Lucy, her eyes sparkling with intensity, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. He couldn't believe what was happening. "I suppose," he eventually said.
"I mean, yeah, why not?" Chad replied, shifting in his chair. "Life's short and you only live once, right?"
Lucy turned back to Chad, a wicked smile spreading across her face. "So then what's your excuse, Chad?"
Mike was completely taken aback by her question but said nothing. At the same time, her foot was now firmly planted over his dick.
Chad was obviously a bit drunk, but then it would appear that they all were. "My excuse for what, babe?" he asked, taking a swig of his beer.
"For not fucking me like you used to," Lucy said bluntly.
Chad choked on his beer, coughing as he set it down on the table. He looked at Mike with wide eyes, his face flushing red. "Lucy, what the fuck?" Chad stammered, looking at Mike with a mixture of embarrassment and disbelief.
"I'm sorry, babe," Lucy said, her voice soft and apologetic, but her eyes remained locked onto Mike. "But you know it's true. You don't touch me like you used to. You don't even look at me like you used to." He noted that she looked down at Chad's lap.
Mike felt like he was intruding on a private moment, but he couldn't look away. Lucy's foot was still resting on his thigh, her toes wiggling slightly against the fabric of his shorts.
Chad's eyes darted back and forth between Lucy and Mike. "I hardly think this is the time to talk about this, Lucy," he said with a tone of embarrassment. "Mike doesn't want to hear about our problems. We're supposed to be celebrating your deal."
Mike was refilling his drink when he heard Lucy's next comment.
"Oh please, Mike's already heard it all."
Mike just coughed and took another drink, taking in the situation. Chad sat looking at his lap, where Lucy's hand appeared to sit based on the angle of her arm as it disappeared below the edge of the table.
"We don't need to do this right now, Lucy," he said, his voice soft and pleading.
"Look, Chad," Lucy said, her voice firm but gentle as she finally looked at him. "I just... I want you to look at me the way you used to. I want you to fuck me the way you used to. I miss it. I miss you," she said. "And while you're not, keep in mind that other guys are dying for the chance."
"Babe, I'm sorry. I've just been stressed with work. And I know I haven't been--"
Lucy cut him off. "Do you like my ass, Chad?" she asked, but didn't give him a chance to answer. "Do you want to know what Mike said about my ass?"
Mike couldn't believe what he was hearing. First, Chad's eyes lifted to look at him while his head still hung, and then Lucy turned to look at him as well. Her foot was pressing along the underside of his cock as she ran it up and down.
"Lucy, please," Chad whispered.
"He said he wanted to tell you how great my ass looked in my skirt, Chad. I believe he said he wanted to grab it, squeeze it, and sink his teeth into it." Lucy took a sip of her drink. "Isn't that right, Mike?"
Mike felt her foot pin his cock and not in a pleasurable way, having also managed to apply slight pressure to one of his testicles with the heel of her foot. Looking at her, she had a devilish smile still playing on one side of her mouth. "Something like that," he replied, not wanting to feel just how much pressure she could apply before he could back his chair up.
"And what else did you say?" Lucy's eyes never left his. She'd set her glass down and moved it under the table and into her own lap.
Mike looked back at Chad. He was just sitting there listening to all of this. Mike couldn't tell if he was looking down or if he had his eyes closed. "I, uh, I don't remember."
"Don't start lying now," Lucy said. "I told you, Mike, I was going to remember 'Every. Single. Word.' and I meant it. You said you would as well. And I believe you do, Mike." Her voice was soft in an almost threatening way, and he was right in how he assumed she'd respond. He could feel the pressure against him increase with her foot. Her voice was soft, but her tone was almost threatening.
"I said I'd make him watch me run my hand up under your skirt, I think," Mike answered. As he did, he felt her foot start to stroke him again.
Chad appeared to be doing everything he could to restrain himself. Mike could see him taking deep breaths as he sat hunched over with his fists clenched.
Lucy turned to look at Chad with a smile. "But that wasn't the end of it, Mike."
Clearing his throat before taking another sip of his drink, and carefully setting his glass down, Mike continued, "No. I said I'd bury my face between your legs and tell him how good you tasted."
"But you don't know if I taste good, Mike. So how are you going to tell him when you don't know?" Lucy barely paused, and her eyes hadn't left Chad. "What do you think, Chad? Do I taste good?"
Chad finally raised his head as he looked over at her. His eyes flicked between the two of them before looking down at Lucy's lap, his gaze apparently following her hand as she brought it up to eye level. Mike's heart froze, and all of the air left his lungs. Her fingers were glistening, just like they were in the video she'd sent him.
"Well, if you're not going to answer, what do you think, baby? Should I let him find out if I actually taste good for himself?" Her head tilted slightly, and her eyes flicked toward Mike.
She slowly brought them up to her mouth and rubbed them around her lips in a wanton display before taking them in to suck her fingers clean. The sound of her sucking, the sight of her tongue swirling around her fingers as she pulled them from her mouth, had Mike's heart racing. He could feel the blood rushing south, his cock straining against his shorts. He clenched his teeth and tried to force himself to tear his eyes away from the scene before him. But he couldn't, he was transfixed.
Lucy's eyes locked on Mike's as she pulled her hand from her mouth. "Well? Should I let him have a taste?" she asked again, looking back at Chad as her hand disappeared under the table again. Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment as a smile caused her lips to curl up, her bottom lip catching under her teeth.
Chad just watched as her hand once again came into view and moved toward Mike. "Go ahead, Mike, have a taste." When Mike didn't move, she looked him directly in the eye. "What's the matter? It's not like Chad said not to, did you, sweetie?" she added as she looked back at him.
Fuck it! Mike said to himself. If Chad was going to sit there and not say anything or even move, then why the hell shouldn't he?
Leaning forward, he saw Lucy's eyes light up and Chad's mouth open as if he was going to say something. Lucy leaned further forward and brought her fingers to his lips, and her eyes fluttered, as his lips closed around her fingers. She actually had a very neutral taste, leaning toward the sweet side. Chad dropped his head again and made a groaning noise as Lucy moved her fingers around his tongue. She looked back at Chad, whose mouth dropped open as if in surprise.



"Aw, is someone else getting to play with your wife?" she asked in a slightly mocking tone.
His only observable response was a slight twitch as he continued to watch everything play out before him, his face scrunched up in a strained expression, yet he still didn't say anything. He gave a bit of a twitch as if he was going to react but didn't. He just watched as Mike cleaned the fingers of everything he could find.
Lucy removed her hand from Mike's mouth and reached for a napkin. Wiping her hands clean, she asked Mike, "Weren't you supposed to bury your face between my thighs, Mike? I'm pretty sure you were, and that's when you were going to tell him how good I tasted."
Mike felt her foot leave his cock, and even through his shorts, he could feel the cooler air against him. He watched as she suddenly stood up. Mike watched with surprise as she moved away from Chad's side of the table to his. He noticed Chad looking at her as well, his eyes seeming to follow her every move. As Lucy moved around the table, she kept her eyes locked on Mike, her lips curling into a playful smile. When she reached Mike's side, he sat back so he could more easily look up at her. She lifted a leg over his, placing one on either side of him. All he could do was watch as she slowly pulled her sundress up, sitting back onto the table in front of him.
Mike was awestruck by the sight of her, her legs spread wide for him to see. She leaned back onto her hands with her ass sitting at the very edge of the table and placed a delicate foot on the cushioned seat to either side of his legs. Bringing a hand to her pussy, she slid her fingers along the slick surface, parting it open, only to have it close again as the skin slipped under her fingers.
"Do you want to know what I was doing the moment you called me, the night I was at work late, Chad?" she asked, her eyes darting back and forth between watching her hand and Mike. "I was in the middle of an orgasm, simply from Mike's words." His eyes shot up to her face at this revelation. "He hadn't even touched me, and he had me cumming on my desk, inches away from him, and he didn't even know. Did you, Mike?"
Mike couldn't believe that he didn't realize she came right in front of him. Out of his peripheral vision, he could see Chad staring at him. Regardless of Chad's watchful stare, Mike closed the distance to the place he'd been fantasizing about for so long.
Lucy's hand left her cunt and moved to his head as she guided him in. He could feel her wet fingers move through his hair as she pulled him forward the last few inches.
As his mouth made contact with her, he heard Lucy moan and Chad gasp. Mike couldn't believe he was finally here, finally tasting her, finally feeling her under his mouth. He let his tongue sweep along her slit, tasting her juices and feeling her heat. She was already drenched, and he reveled in the taste of her, the scent of her cunt filling his nostrils.
He brought his hands behind her, where the top of her ass met the table, he held her. He looked up at her, watching her face as he delved deeper, his tongue finding her clit and circling it, feeling it throb under his touch. Lucy's eyes were closed, her head thrown back, and her breath coming in ragged gasps.
Mike could feel her hands in his hair, gripping tightly, urging him on as she started to speak again. "You told me that you'd show Chad what you were going to do to me, Mike. That you'd make--" He flicked his tongue over her clit again, feeling it swell under his touch. He sucked it into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it. "Oh fuck, right there, Mike. Don't stop," she panted, her hips bucking against his face. "That you'd make me do what you wanted. Mmmmm. And what is it you want to make me do... boss?" Lucy opened her eyes again and looked straight at him as she said the last word.
Lucy was clearly egging him on, and Chad was simply looking back and forth between the two of them, alternating from Lucy's face to looking at the little bit of Mike's face he could see over her thigh. He was clearly in shock at what they were doing right in front of him. But if he was going to let it happen and Lucy was going to insist he hold true to his words then fuck it, Chad said it himself, "Fuck it. You only live once," Mike said out loud, with his face still buried between her legs.
"Your fingers tasted good, Lucy, but getting it straight from your cunt tastes amazing." He pushed his chair back, stood up, and grabbed his drink for one last swig before he took the final plunge. He raised it towards Chad, almost as if toasting him before he downed what was in the glass. Both he and Lucy just watched him. One with a look of complete shock and the other with a wicked, hungry smile. He'd been playing her game, and if she wanted him to take control, then who was he to say no to a beautiful woman with her legs spread for him?
Mike grabbed a cushion from the chair sitting next to him and tossed it on the ground at his feet. Opening the fly of his shorts, he pulled out his cock and said, "You had your fun, Lucy, but now I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock." He watched her lower herself from the table with no hesitation while he kicked off his shoes, allowing him to strip down his shorts and boxers. He waved his erection at her, beckoning her with a finger. "I want your husband to watch you tear up as you try to take it all into that pretty little mouth of yours." His filthy words were commanding, and dripping with pure, unadulterated lust.
Doing as she was told, Lucy slipped off the edge of the table and sank to her knees on the cushion he had provided. She reached out and grabbed him at the root, her mouth lowering to the tip with no preliminaries, no preamble, or time to gaze upon the angry red erection in her face. She lowered her mouth over the head, taking him in.
The sensation of her warm mouth was nothing short of amazing. In one swift motion, she had half his shaft disappearing between her beautiful lips, her tongue fluttering along the sensitive underside. Yet it was short-lived as Mike heard Chad's feet scrape against the ground as he suddenly stood up. He started to walk around the far edge of the table, and Mike tentatively watched to see if he was going to approach him or head inside, having had enough of this abhorrent behavior from his wife.
All the warmth gone, Lucy pulled his cock out and turned to look at Chad. As she raised her hand, wagging her finger, she scolded him like a petulant child. "Uh-uh, you caused this. This is your doing, so now you're going to sit and watch what happens." With that, she turned her head slightly back towards Mike so she could slip him back into her mouth. He couldn't get much of him into her mouth at that angle, and her cheek bulged out in Chad's direction. When Chad pulled a chair towards him and simply sat down, Lucy turned back to Mike and resumed focusing on his cock. Enjoying the sensation of her mouth, he peeled his shirt over his head, now leaving himself completely nude.
Mike couldn't believe the excitement he felt as this beautiful woman sucked him off while forcing her husband to sit and watch. He had been around the block and had participated in various group activities before, but never where the woman made her husband sit and watch. It carried a new sense of power and authority. This was the game she had started, calling him "boss" and telling her husband to take his punishment, which he complied with.
Feeling his excitement grow, Mike reached down and wrapped her hair around his fist. Taking control, he set the pace and began thrusting back into her mouth. "That's it, suck your boss's fucking dick." He looked over at Chad to assess his demeanor, but he just sat there watching, with a somewhat vacant expression on his face. Mike struggled to wrap his head around how Chad could just sit and watch.
Looking back at Lucy, he grunted, "This is the price your wife pays for me helping her get that client, Chad. I don't care about your fucking dinner, I care about her sucking my fucking dick." With those last words, he pushed her head further down and slowly thrust forward, feeling her body tense at the sudden change of depth. After a second, he released his hold, and she pulled back with a sudden sputtering cough.
She looked back up at Mike, her expression a mix of surprise and hunger, but he only experienced the absence of her mouth for a moment before she quickly lowered herself back down. She placed a hand on either hip and worked him further into her mouth as she tried to take him all the way. Her nose gradually pressed against his lower abdomen.
"Fuck, Lucy, you're a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" he moaned as he slightly rocked her head back and forth on his cock. She just nodded at him and let him force himself further into her throat, encouraging him to become more and more aggressive. "That's it, you pretty little whore. Take my cock like a good girl. Show your husband what a dirty little slut you really are."
"How are you not taking advantage of this every chance you get?" he asked Chad. "If her mouth is this amazing, I can't wait to try out that pussy," he said, announcing his future intentions. His words had an effect on Lucy, and he felt the vibrations of her sudden moan.
She'd gone back to a steady up-and-down rhythm until she buried her nose in him. She twisted her head side to side while bobbing, with one hand chasing her mouth, matching the movement, and the other buried between her own legs.
Mike's eyes were focused entirely on her, and he could tell she was getting close as her moans grew louder and her breathing became more erratic. Tilting his head to try and see better, his eyes alternated between her mouth and trying to see her hand, but her dress was hiding the show.
"That's it, suck that cock, Lucy. Show your husband what you can do. Show him how much you like having your boss shove his cock down your throat." Mike could see her body shiver at his words as his ass flexed and his thrusts became more forceful. "You like it, don't you, Lucy? Are you going to make yourself cum while you suck my dick?"
He stared into Lucy's eyes as she looked up at him, trying to nod through the pushing and pulling of his hand as he forced himself in and out of her throat. "That's right, you look at me while you get yourself off. It's your boss helping you get there, not your husband. He's just sitting to the side, watching me use you. Isn't that right, Chad?"
And with that, he watched Lucy shudder. He lessened the depth of his thrusts; however, he maintained his pace while he watched Lucy bring herself off. He could feel her teeth accidentally scrape him intermittently as she tried to keep from clamping down, but her gaze never left his except for a moment as she looked over to Chad. As soon as she did, he gave her a light slap on the cheek. Nothing extreme, but enough to get her attention, and her eyes went right back to him. Saliva ran from her mouth as it tried to produce enough to lessen the constant blows to her throat.
"I think you might look even prettier when you cum, Lucy," he told her. There was no "might" about it, though. Finally seeing this beautiful woman get off while he used her was one of the hottest things he'd ever seen. And even though her mouth felt great, if he only got one orgasm out of this night, it was not going to be from her mouth.
Backing up, he freed himself from her mouth and watched her gasping for air as she tried to catch her breath. "Get that dress off," he directed. He'd wanted to see her naked for as long as he could remember, and now he'd pretty much seen every bit of her except for her tits? How did that even happen? His mind reeled at the revelation that he just ate Lucy's cunt and had his dick jammed down her throat, but he hadn't even seen her tits yet? Definitely time to correct that.
"Yes boss," she panted, her voice pointed. She wasted no time as her hands moved to the hem of her dress, and she pulled it up and off in one quick motion, revealing her full naked body to his hungry eyes. He reached down and helped her stand as he admired her nude form. Her tits were everything he thought they'd be. The were full and round. There was no denying her age, but they were still magnificent as they fought to deny her age. The little sag they had simply contributed to the weight they contained within the silken skin. His hands came up and he hefted them up, his thumbs rubbing over the hard nubs capping her areolas.
As much as he wouldn't mind continuing to explore her lovely tits, his erection was throbbing in declaration of its own need for attention.
"Lay back down on the table Lucy," he told her, now stroking his cock, slick with her saliva. As he did, he watched her climb back up onto the table and recline back. Mike stood and watched as she stretched out before him. Her arms over her head, gripping the edge as if in anticipation of what was to come, and her legs spread inviting him to take her. He stepped closer, his hard cock just inches from her waiting pussy. "I'm going to fuck you now, and I'm going to show your husband exactly how good you feel on my cock."
Lucy looked up at him, her eyes filled with a mix of desire and apprehension. She turned her head towards Chad who was still sitting quietly, watching them with a guarded expression. Mike could see the conflict in Lucy's eyes, and he wasn't going to let her second guess at this stage.
With that, Mike thrust his hips forward, burying his cock deep inside her in one long, smooth stroke. He leaned forward, bracing himself with one hand on the table next to her head, the other gripping her hip as he began to pound into her with a slow, but forceful rhythm.
Lucy gasped at the sudden intrusion, her back arching off the table as she moaned in pleasure. Her fingers gripped the edge of the table, knuckles white with the effort of holding on. At the same time, her back arched as though presenting her breasts for him and her heels were digging into his ass with encouragement.
"Oh god, yes," she cried out, her body rocking with each thrust.
Mike could feel her pussy clenching around him, her slick walls gripping him like a vice. "Fuck, you feel amazing Lucy," he groaned, increasing his pace. He could see Chad watching them intently, his eyes locked on the spot where their bodies were joined. Mike wasn't sure if it was anger, jealousy, or lust he saw in Chad's eyes, but at this point, he didn't care. He was finally getting what he wanted, and he was going to enjoy every second of it.
Lucy's moans grew louder and more frequent as Mike drove into her harder and faster, his cock filling her completely with each thrust. Looking back over to Chad, she let go of the table with one hand and beckoned him closer. "Come here, baby," she managed between gasps as Mike pounded into her cervix with each thrust. "Bring me that beautiful dick I love. Please, Chad, I need it." Her voice was breathy and desperate, her eyes locked onto Chad. Mike could feel her pussy tightening around him as he continued to thrust.
Chad hesitated for a moment but then stood and started to come around to where Lucy was. He undid his pants as he approached her.
"What the fuck are you waiting for?" Mike grunted at Chad, disbelief lacing his voice. "This slutty wife of yours is literally begging for it, and you're taking your sweet fucking time over there!"
Chad picked up the pace, lowering both his pants and his boxers, dropping them to the ground. Mike watched as Lucy wrapped her hand around her husband's cock, stroking him slowly while Mike continued to fuck her. He could feel Chad's eyes on him, but he didn't dare break his rhythm. Bringing a hand to her clit, he rubbed it over the sensitive nub as his hips maintained their steady pace, his cock thrusting in and out of her slick pussy.
Lucy moaned, her hips lifting to meet his thrusts. Moving her hands to her breasts instead of Chad's dick, she begged, "Stroke that big dick for me, Chad. Let me watch you while Mike fucks me."
Chad hesitated for a moment, but then with a deep breath, he moved closer, his hard cock now inches from Lucy's face. Mike watched as he tentatively reached for his cock and started stroking it.
"That's it, baby," she whispered, as Chad's other hand came to manipulate her breasts. "Stroke that big dick for me."
Mike was fascinated; he observed Chad stroking his cock as Lucy encouraged him to continue while he fucked her. He couldn't believe how much she was getting off on seeing Chad pleasure himself right in her face. His pace never faltered as he rocked her body back and forth.
Grabbing her and lifting her slightly, Mike pushed Lucy's body further onto the table while simultaneously bringing her head closer to the opposite edge. Lucy gasped as he repositioned her, causing her to grab the table for support. With her hips further up on the table now, her pussy angled up, feeling as if she was welcoming him in rather than him slightly squatting down so he could drive up into her.
"Why are you stroking your own dick?" Mike asked. "Shove it in her mouth. Make her do the work so you can enjoy." His words came out in forced grunts as he regained his rhythm.
Chad looked up at Mike again, his hand still on his own cock. "Oh fuck, Lucy!" he grunted as he continued to pound into her. The position had her shapely calves at his face and her tits bouncing in front of him. "Suck him, Lucy," he growled. "Wrap your lips around your husband's cock while I fuck your tight little pussy." He turned his head and bit at her breasts, unable to resist the urge to sink his teeth into something.
She glanced up at Chad, and as Mike drove his cock into her again, she opened her mouth wide in a moan. At the same time, she accepted Chad's throbbing member.
Chad stepped closer to Lucy and took advantage of the opening, sliding his dick into her mouth. Mike watched with a wild look in his eyes, his hips thrusting harder and faster with every stroke as Lucy's tight cunt gripped him like a vice. Lucy moaned around Chad's cock, causing her cheeks to hollow as she eagerly sucked him. The sight of her taking her husband's cock while he fucked her pussy was almost too much for Mike. He could feel his orgasm building, but he wasn't ready to end this yet. Not by a long shot.
"Fuck, you feel so good, Lucy," Mike groaned, his body slick with sweat. "Your pussy is so tight." He reached up and grabbed one of her tits, squeezing it while Chad handled the other. Lucy moaned in response, her hips bucking against his.
Mike was fucking Lucy hard and fast, his hips slamming against hers with each thrust. He could feel her pussy gripping him tightly, her moans of pleasure muffled by Chad's cock in her mouth. "That's it, take it, Lucy," Mike groaned, his hands gripping her thighs tightly as he pounded into her. "Take both of our cocks like the good little slut you are."
Chad was grunting as Lucy's head was forced to take his cock, but there was no denying her lips tightened around the shaft. Mike could see the look of ecstasy on Chad's face as he watched his wife suck him off, her lips being dragged in and out with whatever direction Chad's rod was going. The swollen quality of her lips at this point was obvious, and it was clear Lucy was loving every bit of it while getting fucked by her interim boss. Even her hands were loosely resting on Chad's hips.
"Fuck yes, Lucy," Chad moaned, his hands tangling in her hair as he pushed his cock deeper into her mouth. "Suck that cock, baby. Take it all the way down your throat." It seemed he had finally found his voice.
Lucy moaned around Chad's cock, her body shaking with pleasure as Mike continued to fuck her hard and fast. Chad pulled back slightly, allowing Lucy to catch her breath before he thrust back into her mouth.



"See, she likes being told what to do," Mike said before he pulled out a second later, taking advantage of this sudden break in action. Lucy released Chad from her mouth as she lifted her head to see what Mike was doing.
"Turn over," he ordered, extending a hand to help her sit up. It took her a moment to regain her wits, but when she grabbed his hand for support, he led her further toward the end of the table, having her bend over. Chad followed her, the new position still allowing him access to her mouth.
Taking a moment to appreciate the sight, Mike admired how reminiscent this was of the way she had bent over in her office--and in the picture she had sent later. Lifting one of her legs, he fully opened her up, lining up his entry. He admired the roundness of her ass as she bent over in front of him. This was the ass that his hand had barely gotten to feel--how long ago had that been? Entering her once more, he brought his hand down onto that same cheek again, but this time, it remained in place where it made contact.
"Ah!" A loud yelp escaped her lips before she fell silent. Her mouth hung open as she panted.
"Don't just stand there, put something in her mouth before your neighbors come out to see what she's screaming about," Mike said.
"Again," he suddenly heard Lucy say softly, and Mike was happy to comply, bringing his hand down once more.
As her body jumped at the harsh contrast of the pleasure he had given her, he backed up to admire the redness spreading from where his hand made contact. The sight of her flesh absorbing the impact, and the red evidence left behind, turned him on even more. He grabbed her hips and started a punishing rhythm, pounding into her with a force that made her body lurch forward.
Wasting no time, Chad closed the remaining distance and guided his rod back into her waiting mouth. Lucy moaned in response, her eyes rolling back as she closed her lips around him and took Chad's cock deeper into her throat. Mike could feel her pussy clenching around him, her walls gripping him like a vice. The sensation was overwhelming.
"Fuck, Lucy, you feel so good," Mike groaned, his hips slamming against her ass with every thrust. "You know what the good thing is about you not fucking her, Chad? You've left her much tighter for me." Mike focused on Lucy's ass, watching how it responded each time he thrust against it.
"It's fucking amazing. You don't know what you've been missing, Chad. She's squeezing the life out of my cock!"
Lucy moaned again, her body trembling with pleasure as Mike fucked her from behind. Chad grunted, his hands gripping Lucy's head as he thrust into her mouth. He could feel the heat of her body and the tightness of her pussy, but the view, this view of her ass, was like a fucking dream. His hands gripped her hips, his thumbs digging into her hips while his fingers wrapped around to her lower belly. For just a moment, he wondered if she knew how absolutely perfect she was. Of course she did, she had already told him she did.
Lucy's mouth worked expertly on Chad's dick, sucking and licking it like a pro. Mike could hear her muffled moans as he slammed into her from behind. He felt her pussy clenching around his cock with each thrust, her hips moving in sync with his, meeting him stroke for stroke.
"Do you know that your wife told me she likes to masturbate while thinking of herself?" Mike asked, his voice low and husky as he gripped Lucy's hips tighter, his fingers biting into her soft flesh. "She told me she likes to look at herself in the mirror, watching her reflection as she touches herself, spreading her pussy lips open to see how wet she gets." Mike lied, wanting to push Chad's buttons. It was true that she had told him she masturbates while thinking of herself, but that was it. "She won't even masturbate in the shower because she doesn't want to let the water wash her juices away."
Lucy moaned around Chad's cock, her body shuddering with each word Mike spoke.
"That's how dirty your wife is, Chad. What kind of filthy whore would rather be covered in her own slime than clean water?" Mike brought a hand down on her again, making her jump. He followed it up with another slap, this time harder. "Does this make you feel like a whore, Lucy? Does it make you feel like the dirty little bitch you are?"
Chad's eyes widened at Mike's words, but he didn't stop him. Instead, he watched as Mike spanked Lucy, his cock still in her mouth. Mike could see the lust in Chad's eyes, the way he gripped Lucy's hair tighter as he watched her ass jiggle with each slap.
Lucy moaned again, telling Mike all he needed to know about whether she liked it or not. He continued to spank her, each slap making her ass jiggle deliciously. The sound of his hand connecting with her flesh was music to his ears, and he could feel her pussy tighten around him with each strike. Her pussy was soaked, and her ass was bright red from his slaps.
"She loves it, doesn't she, Chad?" Mike observed the way Lucy clenched and moaned with each strike. "Your wife loves being called a whore. She loves being treated like a filthy slut."
Suddenly, Mike heard Chad grunting, and he noticed that Chad's movements became more spastic as he held Lucy in place. "Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Chad announced, his hips thrusting faster as he gripped Lucy's head tightly. Mike could see Lucy's cheeks hollow as she sucked harder, taking Chad's cock deep into her throat.
"That's it, Lucy," Mike urged, his own thrusts becoming more urgent. "Make your husband cum. Show him how much you love his cock. Your job tonight is to just take our cum."
"Mmph," was all she could manage before a series of guttural groans escaped her from Chad's cock in her mouth. Mike could feel the spasms trying to pull him deeper as her body tensed up. He watched as her hand came up to stroke Chad's cock while she worked him over.
"Fuck, that's tight," Mike groaned, feeling her constricting around his cock. "I bet Chad doesn't make you cum like this, does he, Lucy?" He couldn't believe how fucking tight she was in that moment. Chad could only look at Lucy's face as his own contorted in the throes of orgasm.
Having seen enough of Chad's 'O' face, Mike returned his focus to his own thrusts, driving deep into her. With every thrust, her ass cheeks bounced, allowing him a clearer view of her sexy, tight-looking asshole. He couldn't help but think of what he'd give to have a crack at that one day.
Meanwhile, he could hear Lucy spluttering around Chad as he fired his seed into her mouth. "Fuck, Lucy, you're gonna make me cum too," Mike grunted, his thrusts becoming more erratic. "Where do you want it? In your pussy or on your ass?" Chad appeared to have finished, save for a twitch or two. The progression of the night was too much for him, he never expected this when he came over. Having spent his load, Chad backed up, allowing her to answer.
"My pussy," she panted, her voice understandably hoarse. "I want you to cum in my pussy, Mike, please."
Mike groaned in approval, gripping her hips tightly as he picked up the pace. "Fuck, you're so tight. I can feel every inch of your cunt hugging my cock." The way her pussy was clamping down on him signaled that she must be close as well.
His pace was becoming more difficult to maintain, and his glutes were on the verge of cramping up from the effort. However, the thought of filling her with his cum was all the motivation he needed.
"That's it, take my cock in that filthy cunt of yours," he grunted, slamming into her harder. "I'm gonna make that pussy overflow with my cum." With his orgasm looming, he pulled her against him so Chad could see him claim his wife. One hand wrapped around her body until it found her exquisite tits, while the other grabbed her throat, pulling her head back against his shoulder. Her ear was now right near his mouth as he grunted with his efforts.
Mike could see her reach one hand down her body from over her shoulder. Placing her fingers between her legs, he watched her forearm frantically moving back and forth. As she helped to bring herself off, he occasionally felt her fingers sweep across the underside of his cock or spread around him as she gathered more of her fluids to continue masturbating while he fucked her.
"Please, Mike," she begged, and he could hear the desperation in her voice. "Fill me up. I want to feel your cum inside me." He could feel her ass pressing against him harder as her back arched. Her muscles clamped down on him once more as he brought her to yet another orgasm with the skills from years of experience.
Mike couldn't hold back any longer. He felt his balls tighten and his cock throb as his orgasm overtook him. With a final, powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside her, his cock pulsing as he released his load.
"Fuck, yeah, Lucy. Take it all. Every fucking drop," he grunted, his body shuddering with the force of his climax. "Take that cum in your dirty little cunt."
He could feel Lucy's body still quivering before him. "Yes, Mike. Give it to me. I can already feel it running down my leg," she begged.
Feeling her body begin to still, he released his grip on her shoulders, allowing them to slide down the smooth skin of her back, which he braced against the magnificent ass still pressed against him. Leaning forward, he placed a soft kiss between her shoulders before leaning in close to her ear.
"You have no idea how long I've wanted to fuck you, Lucy," he confided to her. With that, he sat back in the chair behind him. He was amazed by the amount of their combined juices still running down her thighs while Lucy remained laid out on the countertop.
Chad stood and came over to Lucy to help her up seconds later. He gave her a kiss and then gently helped her to a chair, wiping her face with his previously discarded shirt. "Are you okay?" he asked her.
"I'm fine, baby. Just... tired," she said hoarsely, a satisfied smile on her face as she answered him. Mike watched as Chad grabbed a glass of water and handed it to Lucy, doting on her for a few moments. After letting her recover, he lifted her to her feet and headed toward the door.
"Come on, let's get you cleaned up," Chad said softly, leading her inside. As they walked, Chad turned his head back to Mike. "And Mike, would you mind seeing yourself out while I get her to bed?"
Clearly, Mike's part was done for the night, which was ok since he was exhausted.



        Temptation at Work - Lucy's Story

        Lucy's frustrations at home, leave her choices questionable.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/temptation-at-work-lucys-story

Title: Temptation at Work - Lucy's Story

Author: TwistedTrysts

Category: Loving Wives

Description: Lucy's frustrations at home, leave her choices questionable.

Tags: cuck, tease, maried, mfm, boss, female submission

Series: Temptation at Work


I was surprised to see the strong reactions to Mike's story as people imparted their own feelings of what's acceptable, so I'm curious if this story changes anyone's perceptions of the situation. Since some people seemed unaware, until later, just to be clear, this is a cuck story in the end. It's in the tags, but some people seemed caught off guard, so I figured I'd throw that out in the beginning. For me, there were two antagonists to the story, Mike, being the tangible, and Chad's lack of engagement, being the other, and with that one comes details, not yet shared. And both of which Lucy has to navigate.
This is part of a multistory series. Each story is designed to work as a standalone, but is also told from the perspective of each of the three characters. With that in mind, they each have a slightly different feel to try and account for each character's feelings and personality. The woman's is the longest. The last to be uploaded will be the shortest, having cut out a lot of the timeframe that didn't really involve him anyways. That one also fills in some gaps that were intentionally left out from the other stories. I'm curious if there's any interest in a series where it's told from multiple perspectives. It's a lot of work to line up timelines and conversations for continuity, so I'd love to hear feedback in the comments. Enjoy! Hopefully :)
The office anniversary party was in full swing at an upscale rooftop bar downtown. It was a warm clear night, and the city lights twinkled below. String lights above reflected off the glass tables where employees mingled and laughed, drinks in hand. The air was filled with the clinking of glasses, boisterous conversations, and the occasional burst of laughter.
Lucy stood with her husband, Chad, her best friend, Ella, and a few other coworkers. Chad was a tall man, holding a bottle of beer in one hand and gesturing with the other as he recounted a story to their group. His face was animated, and his eyes always reflected the smile on his face. He was a good man, in Lucy's opinion, but she couldn't shake the feeling of detachment from him lately, due to their lack of intimacy.
Ella, on the other side of Lucy, was engaged in a lively debate with a few others about the latest office gossip. She used to work for the company, and while she'd been gone for some time, she was still friends with many people and often ended up at various functions as someone's plus one.
As Lucy stood there listening to one of Chad's stories she'd heard before, she noticed Mike out of the corner of her eye. Looking over, she saw he was standing at the bar, wearing a black suit with a white shirt and no tie.
Giving her husband a quick squeeze, she said, "I'll be back in a few, honey. I'm going to say hi to Mike really quick." He barely acknowledged her, continuing his story. She approached the bar where Mike was standing, having a drink.
"Mike," she said as he leaned in toward her. She gave him a tight hug, making sure to press against him, but ultimately keeping it brief to avoid giving the wrong impression to anyone who might notice. "You're looking rather dapper tonight." She took a moment to take in the sight of him. He always filled out his suits nicely. He wasn't overly built, but he was well-toned with broad shoulders.
She felt a rush when Mike didn't even attempt to hide the fact that he was looking over her body, which was encased in a long emerald green evening gown with a slit up to the middle of her left thigh. "And you are looking..." His words trailed off as his eyes traveled from hers down her body. Shifting her weight under his gaze, she ensured that her leg was exposed through the slit. "...Amazing." She could hear the dryness in his throat and see his Adam's apple bounce, swallowing reflexively despite his dry mouth. His smile was wide as he made direct eye contact again.
She rolled her eyes at him, playing it off as if she had done nothing to solicit this response. Allowing a smirk to cross her lips, she said, "You always did know how to make a girl feel special, Mike." She tried to hold back a laugh, which escaped as a small chuckle through her clenched teeth. But her comment was true, nonetheless.
Lucy and Mike had a long history of flirting back when they worked directly together. He always came across as non-threatening. His comments were more jokes than genuine attempts to hit on her. They were generally just cheesy lines, delivered with so much humor that they couldn't be taken seriously. With that safety, though, came a comfort level for Lucy to push things further than she should have. The result was a definite underlying sexual tension, even if they never took it any further.
Lucy saw Mike lean toward her while his eyes moved around the patio. "You know, I remember when we used to talk like this in the break room."
Lucy felt that familiar rush and warmth rise from her chest, recalling the days at the height of their flirting. She could see the smile playing at the corners of his mouth as he fought to keep it from becoming a full smile.
Their flirting had diminished once she started dating Chad. To Lucy, it always seemed that the abrupt end of that dynamic had come more from Mike's side. For her, it had always been playful and therefore harmless. It had never stopped when he was dating someone else, but if her seeing someone made him uncomfortable for some reason, she respected that and was grateful he was considerate of her relationship.
Smiling as she remembered the times he was referring to, her eyes lit up at the thought of the inappropriate comments they shared over the years. "Yeah, those were always a fun time,'" she said, watching his eyes continue to scan the area as if avoiding her gaze. "But we were never caught, were we?" She saw his mouth tighten into a smirk that he seemed to be trying to restrain until he finally looked directly at her. They shared a knowing smile as memories of long-past, inappropriate comments came and went.
After a moment of shared reflection, Lucy finally broke the silence. "Well, I suppose I should get back to Chad and Ella. I just wanted to say hi quickly when I saw you over here." She looked back toward the group she had been with previously and saw Chad still chatting away, as was his nature. Ella, on the other hand, was watching her like a hawk. Lucy had shared some of the comments she and Chad had exchanged in the past because she found them funny and wanted to share with someone. Ella never seemed overly fond of it. While it may have been harmless fun, Ella always cautioned against letting it go too far, worrying that it might give Mike the wrong idea. Now that Lucy was married, she could only imagine what opinions Ella might have, especially since they were still best friends, and Ella was aware of the current frustrations Lucy was having with the physical aspect of her marriage.
Chad and Mike always got along. They may not have been friends who hung out, but they always had an easy rapport with each other. Coming back to the moment, Lucy said, "Be sure to come say hi to Chad. He was asking how you've been just the other day." Finally looking back at Mike, they exchanged another quick hug. It was one of those stiff hugs, the kind where one arm wraps around from the side, which seemed more obligatory than affectionate. Knowing that Ella was watching them made her a bit uncomfortable. She realized she had been a little more flirtatious than usual, and Ella's gaze made her feel slightly ashamed.
She heard Mike's small chuckle before he answered, "Of course. Let me do the rounds, check in with my team, and I'll come say hi shortly."
As Lucy made her way back toward the group, she caught Ella's eyes on her. The moment she got close enough, Ella leaned in.
"What was that?" she asked, keeping her voice low enough for Chad to not hear.
Lucy blinked, playing dumb. "What was what?" She reached for her drink and took a sip.
Ella raised an eyebrow. "You and Mike. That looked like more than a simple 'hi.'"
Lucy shook her head. "Oh, come on. We've always talked."
"Mmhmm," Ella hummed, unconvinced. She cast a glance over Lucy's shoulder, toward the bar. "Well, whatever you said, he looks like he's still thinking about it."
Lucy resisted the urge to turn around too quickly. Instead, she casually glanced back and, sure enough, Mike's eyes flicked away the second they met hers. A small, knowing smirk pulled at the corner of his lips as he lifted his drink.
She turned back to Ella, who was watching her like a hawk.
"See? Totally normal," Lucy said lightly, but her voice was just a little too breezy.
Ella sighed, taking a sip of her wine. "Just be careful, Lu. I know you."
Ella finished, watching Mike work his way through the party. Ella liked Mike, he was charming, funny, and a good-looking guy. However, she also knew that people could make bad decisions, and the fact that her best friend could be a very sexual woman who was currently unsatisfied could definitely lead to poor choices.
Some time passed as they all socialized, with people coming and going from various groups, including Lucy, who went to say hi to others. Chad's extroverted personality and the fact that he had been around her coworkers for so long made him comfortable enough to find plenty of people to talk to without her. His memory for people's names and what was going on with them allowed him to slip easily into conversations as he caught up with everyone.
Eventually, Lucy and Ella made their way back to where Chad had been holding court and settled in, Lucy having gotten them all a fresh round. She was starting to feel a bit tipsy as the night went on. Finally, Mike found his way over to them.
He was holding a glass of whiskey, wearing that charming smile of his. "Chad, great to see you, man," he said, clapping him on the shoulder. Chad grinned, and they exchanged a quick handshake.
"Mike, good to see you too, bud. You're looking sharp," Chad replied, taking a sip of his beer.
Turning to Lucy, "And Lucy, as always, you look stunning," he commented, nodding and lifting his glass slightly.
She watched the conversation continue as Chad told his stories and Mike humored him. In a show of solidarity with her husband, she laughed at his quips and rested a hand on his forearm, smiling lovingly up at him. In reality, it was the way Mike kept stealing glances at her that made her feel a bit heady, especially in tandem with the alcohol. Men always seemed to think they were being slick, that women wouldn't notice them looking-, but they did. The quick glances, or the way a man would turn to feign interest in something else when a beautiful woman walked by, giving him an excuse to be looking in her direction.
The problem was that Lucy was loving it. As much as she was happy with Chad, outside of one significant problem in their relationship, knowing that Mike was looking at her with those hungry eyes made her feel desired in a way she hadn't experienced in some time. It warmed her from the inside out. She received looks and compliments all the time, but the long flirtatious nature of her relationship with Mike, combined with the fact that it had never escalated, left her wondering about what could have been. What he was like in a relationship or, sometimes, what he was like in bed. Typically, these thoughts didn't impact her much, but the sudden intensity in the way he was looking at her tonight, coupled with the alcohol lowering her inhibitions and the pent-up sexual frustration she had been experiencing, made her feel a raw sense of power and desire.
Lucy couldn't help but notice Mike's subtle glances toward her. They lingered just long enough to border on to long, yet were discreet enough not to draw attention. Perhaps it was the alcohol or the festive atmosphere, but she could feel her heart race a little more each time their eyes met.
She smiled and nodded along with the conversation, but her mind was wandering. She found herself wondering what it would be like to be alone with Mike again, like they used to be when working on the same team. The thought sent a shiver down her spine, and she quickly chastised herself. This wasn't the time or place for such thoughts, especially not with Chad right there.
Ella noticed the glances and smiles exchanged between Mike and Lucy and gave her a questioning look, but Lucy just smiled and rolled her eyes, as if to say, "Not this again." Ella would never understand the dynamic between her and Mike, and Lucy didn't try to explain it. It was something she didn't fully understand herself, and it wasn't something she needed to justify. Eventually, Mike excused himself to continue making the rounds, and Lucy and Ella decided to hit the dance floor while Chad continued to socialize.
Ella took a moment to talk to Lucy. "Lucy, I know you think Mike is just a harmless flirt, but you need to be careful. You're married, and he's... well, he's Mike," she said, her voice trailing off. "I just worry that sometimes you two get a little too close for comfort."
Lucy laughed, dismissing Ella's concern. "Oh, please. You know Mike and I have always had this banter. It's all in good fun. I think you're making something out of nothing," she stated, nudging Ella playfully.
Ella rolled her eyes but couldn't help but smile. "Maybe you're right. But still, be careful, Lucy. That's all I'm saying," Ella replied, her voice softening. Lucy just smiled and took another sip of her wine. She loved Ella, but sometimes, she got a little nosy.
"Well, I'm going to go grab another drink. Do you want anything?" she asked.
"No, I'm good. I'm going to go find Bill and check in," Lucy replied, glancing around the crowded rooftop as she gave Ella a quick hug.
Spotting him, Lucy made her way over to Bill, who was deep in conversation with a group of employees. Seeing her approach, he smiled broadly.
"Lucy, you look lovely!" he exclaimed, giving her a warm hug. "How's everything going?"
"Oh, you know, just the usual," she said in her lighthearted and bubbly way. "Just catching up with everyone here."
Bill's smile was always warm and comforting. "Well, you're doing a great job. I don't know what we'd do without you."
Lucy felt a warmth spread through her at Bill's praise. He'd always been an advocate for her and was the one who had hired her, even though she wasn't going to be working directly for him at that time.
"Thanks, Bill. That means a lot to me," Lucy said, her voice softening with gratitude. She appreciated Bill's support, not just as a manager but as a friend. He had always been there for her, offering guidance and encouragement, and she knew she could always count on him.
Bill gave her a warm smile, his eyes lighting up. "You deserve it, Lucy. You're one of the best in the business. I'm just glad I get to work with you."
Lucy felt a flush of pride from Bill's words. She knew she was good at her job, but it was always nice to hear it from someone else. The conversation shifted to small talk about each other's families and idle chit-chat with the others standing around until she eventually headed back to Chad. As she stood there with him, her gaze began drifting to Mike once again. He always had a casualness about him that made people feel at ease and willing to open up. While that air of casualness wasn't her style, she did admire it about him.
Turning her focus back to Chad, she put an arm around his back, resting her hand on his waist, and leaned into him. He casually placed his arm around her shoulders in return. With her libido running high tonight, his body felt warm and good next to hers. She wanted them to slip away to their hotel room and maybe rekindle that spark that seemed to be missing lately. She just needed that connection again, and she was thinking that maybe tonight was the night. Leaning into him more, she rested her head on his shoulder for a moment as they chatted with others.
As the night went on, the crowd started to thin out. Couples slipped away to their rooms, and the employees who didn't have rooms at the hotel began heading home. Lucy and Chad were among the last ones left on the rooftop. Both Mike and Ella had left long ago.
The night was winding down, leaving the rooftop nearly empty, save for a few stragglers. She leaned into Chad, feeling his warmth. "Should we head up to our room?" she asked, smiling at him.
Chad looked down at her, his big smile lighting up his face. Nodding, he said, "Sounds like a plan. I'm beat, anyway." He took her hand, interlocking their fingers naturally, just as they had done a thousand times before. They said their goodbyes to the remaining guests and made their way to the elevator. When the elevator doors closed, Lucy felt a rush of excitement.
Chad pressed the button for their floor, and she couldn't help but feel a flicker of hope that tonight might be the night marking the end of another dry spell. She leaned against the cold wall of the elevator, her heart pounding in her chest like a drum. Chad stood next to her, his eyes focused on the numbers above the door as they lit up one by one while he prattled on about the various people he had spoken to that night.
Lucy took a deep breath as she looked up at Chad, a small smile playing on her lips. "You know, I've always loved elevators," she said.
Turning to her with a puzzled look on his face, Chad asked, "Really? Why's that?"
Lucy shrugged, her body flush under the bright, harsh light of the elevator as opposed to the dim light they had enjoyed on the rooftop. "I don't know, there's just something about them. The idea of doing something in one, knowing it could stop unexpectedly at any moment... It's just the thrill of it, I guess." She leaned in, her hand reaching up to touch his face, her fingers tracing his jawline.
Suddenly, the elevator chimed, signaling their arrival at the floor, and the door slid open. Lucy took Chad's hand, leading him out of the elevator and down the hall to their room. Pulling the key card from her clutch, she swiped it, and the green light indicated they were allowed entry. She pushed the door open, with Chad following closely behind. As they stepped inside, she turned to face him, her hands going to his tie, loosening it and removing it with a flourish before moving to his shirt and starting to unbutton it. Suddenly Chad gently grabs her wrists.
"Lucy, I'm really tired," he said gently, as he pulled her hands away. "I just want to get some sleep. It's been a really long day."
Lucy's grin faded slightly, but she didn't step back. "Come on, Chad. It's been a while and we're in this nice hotel room," she said, trying to entice him with her voice. She leaned in, her lips brushing against his, but he merely gave her a quick peck instead, followed by a soft kiss on the temple, his arms wrapping around her in a gentle hug.
"I know, honey, but I'm just so tired tonight," Chad replied softly, his arms still holding her. Lucy felt a spark of irritation ignite within her at his words. She had been feeling this way for weeks now, and he was always too tired. Tonight, she had been so sure that things would be different, especially given how affectionate he had been on the roof and knowing they were returning to this nice hotel room they had booked. She took a step back, out of his embrace, her arms crossing over her chest as she sighed in frustration.
"You're always tired, Chad. And I'm always left wanting more." Her voice was barely above a whisper as she tried to keep from raising her voice, but the weight of her words hung heavily in the air between them.
"Lucy, I'm sorry. I just had a long day, and the party was... well, it was a lot." Chad ran a hand through his hair, his eyes searching her eyes. "I promise, tomorrow. I just need to sleep," his voice was soft with exhaustion.



Lucy nodded, but the disappointment was evident in her eyes. She turned away from him, her arms still crossed over her chest. "Okay, goodnight then," she said, her voice barely audible.
She walked away from him and made her way to the bathroom. As she closed the door behind her, she leaned against it, her breath was erratic and her heart raced. She couldn't believe how quickly her hopes had been dashed. She had been so sure that tonight was going to be different, that they were finally going to reconnect. Taking a deep breath, she tried to shake off the disappointment, but her body still hummed with unspent desire, even through her disappointment. She walked to the tub, sitting down on the edge, and leaned over to take off her heels. As she did, she could feel the cool satin material of her dress sliding across her thighs. She remembered the thrill of intentionally showing her bare leg through the slit to Mike earlier and the sense of exhilaration she felt under his gaze.
Her mind drifted to Chad, trying to reignite the earlier passion she had felt. She started to imagine his hands roaming her body, his lips trailing kisses along her skin. As she leaned back against the wall at the start of the tub, her eyes drifting closed, and her thoughts starting to wander. Her hands slid up her thighs, dragging the dress with them, until the slit gave her access to her smooth mound.
She imagined Chad's hands, tracing that same path, his calloused fingers brushing against her most sensitive spots. A soft moan escaped her, her hips shifting as she began to rock her hand against herself. Her breath came in short, sharp bursts, and her heart raced as she slipped deeper into her fantasy. As her body began to respond, she found that her mind wandered. Chad's face blurred in her mind's eye, replaced by another--Mike's smirk, his hungry gaze, and the way his eyes lingered on her tonight, taking the place of Chad's. She tried to push the thought away, but it was persistent and insistent. Her hand moved faster as she started to give in to this taboo fantasy, her breath hitching as she imagined Mike's hands on her instead, his mouth tracing the same line her hands previously had.
Her jaw clenched as she tried to remain quiet, while her body tensed from the building orgasm. Her hand moved faster as she pulled her fingers out of her channel to focus on her clitoris. As she neared the edge, she imagined Mike's tongue, lapping at her. She could feel the roughness of his stubble against her inner thighs and labia, his strong hands holding her in place as he devoured her.
She imagined seeing him look up at her from between her legs, those intense eyes locked onto hers as his mouth worked her into a frenzy. Her fingers started to move faster, pushing deeper into herself as she let out a soft moan, trying to keep her noises down so Chad wouldn't hear her. Her other hand roamed over her upper body, gliding over her dress. She slid her hand over her stomach, feeling the muscles contract and release, then over her breasts, stimulating the sensitive bundles of nerves capping them. Over her sternum and to her own throat, she imagined his hand gripping her. She allowed herself to enjoy the illicit fantasy of Mike's tongue--hot and wet--probing her and scooping her fluids from their source, his fingers digging into her hips as he held her bucking body in place. She could feel her body starting to tremor, the pleasure building quickly as she thought of him, his hands roaming over her body, his mouth claiming her. She was so close, her body aching for release. She felt like her body was ready to snap.
Finally, she exploded, her body convulsing as she bit down on her fist to muffle her cry. Her legs shook and her back arched as wave after wave of pleasure washed over her. The orgasm was intense and quick.
"Shit," she gasped, coming back down to reality. She quickly cleaned herself up, finished undressing, and slipped back out into the room. Chad was fast asleep, snoring softly, content in his own world and oblivious to hers.
A couple of weeks had passed since the company party, and Lucy was sitting on her living room couch, a glass of wine in hand, when her phone buzzed with a text message. Her heart skipped a beat as she saw Mike's name flash across the screen. She wondered why he might be texting her at this hour.
Mike: Hey Lucy, you busy?
Lucy's mind raced as she sat there, staring at the screen. She couldn't think of anything going on at work that he would need to talk to her about, but if it wasn't work-related, then what else could it be? They hadn't really talked since the party, outside of a few brief texts to clarify some details about clients. She took a sip of her wine, her fingers hovering over the keyboard as she tried to decide what to say before ultimately deciding to keep it simple.
Lucy: Just sitting on the couch watching a little TV. Why, do you need to talk about something urgent?
Mike: Not at all. I just wanted to say it was good seeing you at the party the other week. We never get to catch up anymore now that we don't work together directly.
Her heart skipped a beat as she thought back to the party. She had been pretty tipsy by the end of it, but she remembered all of the flirting that had happened throughout the night. Lucy looked over at Chad and saw him playing a game on his phone while half-watching what was on TV. Yeah, I bet you enjoyed seeing me, she thought to herself with a little smile.
Lucy: It was good seeing you too! It's been a while.
Mike: Yeah, it has. Things have been crazy. How's Chad?
She glanced at Chad again reflexively in response to the question. While she had been frustrated the night of the party, he had been true to his promise of making it up to her the next day when he woke her with morning sex. It wasn't the greatest sex they'd had, and perhaps it was quicker than she would have liked, but at least he made good on his promise.
Lucy: He's good. Just got back from a business trip. They had to go to a conference out of town.
Mike: That's right, I remember him mentioning that at the party. How's he liking the new company?
Lucy: It's not really new anymore. He's been there just over a year now. But he seems to like it ok.
And Chad was doing fine, she thought, but he didn't seem to have any drive in his new job. He was just kind of going through the motions. She didn't need him to be the breadwinner or to work his way to the top, but she did want to see him enjoy what he was doing and push himself, not simply go to a job to collect a paycheck.
Mike: Wow, has it really been that long? You two always seem busy. From the looks of your social media, you're off somewhere every weekend.
Lucy smiled at her screen as she imagined Mike looking at the pictures she'd posted.
Lucy: Stalking my social media now, are we? lol Yeah, we've constantly had something going on. Either a wedding, a reunion, helping family. The list goes on. I need a break!
Mike: Well, how else am I supposed to see pictures of you in a bikini? Haha. But yeah, I can imagine. I know work's been crazy for you too.
Lucy's eyes bulged and her face immediately flushed at his comment about seeing her in a bikini. Her eyes darted to Chad to see if he was paying any attention. She was never the best at hiding things, and her face tended to give her away. Her mind raced at the concept of having this secret conversation while her husband sat just a few feet away. It wasn't that Mike had seen her in a bikini that got to her, she had obviously posted them for anyone to see, but the fact that he said it was the reason he was looking at her social media in the first place.
Chad never seemed to notice her anymore when she wore a bikini, so the fact that he even commented on it had to be part of his jokes. But the idea of someone appreciating her looks was a secret turn on for her, sending immediate butterflies to her stomach. She had always been a bit narcissistic, but she worked hard to keep it in check.
Lucy: Perv! Well, at least someone wants to see them.
Mike: So, you say you could use a break. How about a drink this weekend? Catch up, and you can tell me all about your trips of yours.
As her heart raced, she considered his offer. It had been a long time since she'd gone out socially with Mike. While they seemed to have rekindled their flirting, they had never crossed a line before, even when they were both single, so why should now be an issue?
Lucy: I'd like that. A night out with no responsibilities sounds amazing right about now.
Mike: Great! How about Friday? There's a new wine bar downtown I've been wanting to try.
Lucy always tried to be honest with Chad and rarely kept anything from him, so she didn't want to start sneaking around behind his back now.
"Hey honey, you know that new wine bar downtown I've been wanting to try?" she asked Chad.
"Yup," was all the response she got, so she pressed on.
"Well, since you're not a wine guy and I know it's not really your scene, do you mind if I go have a drink there with Mike from work?" She believed they had all known each other long enough that Chad trusted Mike and would be okay with it.
"Yeah, that's fine," he answered. "When are you planning to go?"
"I was thinking Friday since we have plans over the weekend. I'll see if we can keep it early and aim for 7, if that's okay," she offered.
"Sounds good. If you're going to be out, I might head to the bar to watch the game, if that's alright with you," he said.
"Yeah, that's totally fine," Lucy replied as she returned to her conversation with Mike.
Lucy: Sounds perfect. I'll meet you there at 7?
Mike: Deal. Can't wait.
The rest of the week seemed to drag on, filled with Lucy's excitement for a night out somewhere Chad wouldn't go. These days, he was either glued to the TV or playing video games, and that wasn't exactly her idea of a good time.
On Friday, the day seemed to fly by as she rushed through a few projects, trying to finish them up before the end of the day. Lucy felt a bit scattered as she thought about seeing Mike after work. She hadn't seen him much since the party, and when they had crossed paths, she hadn't had the chance to really talk with him, instead, she found herself distracted whenever he walked by or when she had to go to his office.
Before she knew it, it was 5 PM, and she was gathering her things to leave. She planned to stop by the house quickly to change and freshen up. She also decided it would be best not to drive her car so she wouldn't have to worry about drinking, or the downtown traffic.
Arriving at the wine bar, she took in the dimly lit interior, with all the wines on display both behind the bar and in racks scattered around the open space. There were cozy booths, little tables, and of course, the bar itself. Scanning the area, she noticed Mike sitting at the bar, and if she was being honest with herself, she was glad he wasn't in a booth or somewhere more intimate.
Walking up to him, she placed a hand on one of his shoulders, prompting him to turn around, a wine glass already in hand. His eyes quickly ventured over her figure, the dress displaying her attributes to their best advantage. This may be just a friendly drink, but there was no reason she couldn't feel beautiful and enjoy being appreciated by Mike or anyone else at the bar, right?
"Hey there," she said with a smile. "Sorry I'm a little late."
As Mike stood up, Lucy appreciated his physique as well. Leaning in, they hugged and she couldn't help noticing the pleasant scent of his cologne. The look he gave her and her apparently heightened sense in that moment made her acutely aware of her body. She could feel her breasts flatten against him, and as they parted, she smiled as he looked her up and down once more.
"You look amazing, Lucy. I'm glad you could make it," he said finally.
Catching his gaze for just a moment, she looked away, surprised as heat rose from her chest to her face. Flushing with excitement from being so openly admired, she replied, "Thank you, Mike. You clean up pretty nicely yourself."
"So, how's work been? I feel like it's been forever since we caught up," he added, signaling for the bartender.
"I know, right? Work has been insane lately," Lucy replied, her tone laced with exhaustion. She let the bartender know her choice of wine. "I mean, I love what I do, but sometimes I wish I could just take a break and not think about deadlines and proposals for a change."
" I can certainly relate to that. So, what have you been up to? Besides work, I mean." Mike was eyeing his wine, as if he was trying to not stare at her.
"Not much, honestly, just the usual. Work, family, trying to squeeze in some time for myself here and there. You know how it is." She shrugged, attempting to hide her boredom with her life at the moment. She loved her job, but it was consuming her existence, leaving her with the sense that there was nothing outside of work. Her romantic relationship with Chad left her unfulfilled in that department as well. She yearned for the spark between her and Chad once more, but each lull in their love life widened the rift between them.
Lucy looked up at Mike and saw him give a slight nod.
"Yeah, I do," Mike replied. He looked as if he were studying her. "And how has Chad been doing? You mentioned he was at a conference recently."
"He's been doing well. He seems to be doing okay at his job. Sometimes he seems stressed, but I think he likes it. How about you? How have things been with you?" She didn't want to talk about Chad right now, she didn't want thoughts of him to dampen her mood. She was out to have fun, not wallow in self-pity.
"Things have been good. My team's doing well and producing," Mike finally replied after what felt like a pregnant pause.
Lucy sensed that there was more he wanted to say, but she also didn't want to spend the night discussing work. This was supposed to be an escape from all the stress. "That's good," she responded, "but I mean with you in general. How are you these days?"
"Things are alright. I've been working a lot, just putting some money away for some personal goals," he said diplomatically. "To be honest, I've felt a little... I don't know. Restless, I guess."
"I know what you mean," she said quietly. If anyone could relate to that feeling, it was certainly her. "Sometimes it feels like life's just passing me by, you know? Like I'm going through the motions but not really living."
"I get it," he replied, his voice low and intimate. "There's more than work, but that certainly seems to be all my life consists of these days." Mike signaled for another glass. "Maybe that's why I texted you the other night. I was hoping for a distraction, a break from the monotony."
His words brought an inner smile to her as she sipped her wine. Hearing someone say she brought a spark to their existence made her feel desired. "I'm glad you did, it's always good to see you."
This was the feeling she wanted when she went out tonight. She craved an energy with someone, not just another work-related discussion. She knew she should be putting that energy into her marriage, but how many times could she talk to Chad about the same grievances without him making any meaningful effort to change? If some harmless flirting with this attractive man was going to help her feel fulfilled, then so be it. They had flirted before, and while it had always been innocent, it made her feel good to have someone talk to her that way.
She watched a smile spread across Mike's face. "It's good to see you too, Lucy. I've missed our talks."
As their small chat continued, Lucy noticed that the conversation began to take a more risqué direction, with comments and innuendos becoming less and less veiled.
"You know, Lucy, I've always admired the way you carry yourself," Mike said, his voice low as if he were choosing his words carefully. "You always seemed so put together, so confident."
"Yeah? So you've been stalking my social media to see my confidence come through, huh?" she teased, recalling their previous texts when he had mentioned her in a bikini. Lucy was getting tired of dancing around the flirting, the wine was doing its job of lowering her inhibitions.
She hadn't felt desired by her husband in so long, that the attention of another man was difficult to resist. If Chad was always going to look at her as if she were walking around in a trash bag, then she'd seek that sense of desire from someone else. Lucy knew her worth, and she felt like Mike appreciated her for who she was. She took a sip of her wine as she thought back to the party and the way Mike had looked at her. The way he responded to that initial hug when she squeezed him a little more than she typically would, his arms pulling her in, compressing her body against his, even if only for a brief moment. She felt the heat rise in her cheeks as she remembered how he had made her feel.
Looking up at him, their eyes met, and she saw that same hunger reflected back. Lucy was impressed that Mike's eyes never left hers as she put him on the spot, calling him out for ogling her online.
"I plead the fifth on that one. No comment. But you do carry yourself well, Lucy. Like I've said, it's one of the things I've always admired about you."
Admired? Is that the term you're going with? Lucy thought to herself. "Well, thank you, I appreciate it," she responded, matching his politeness before getting perhaps a little to personal and real. "Chad certainly doesn't seem to notice these days. I can't seem to get him to pay attention to me." She couldn't help the frustration that slipped through in her voice, as the wine lowered her internal filter.
"I'm sorry to hear that," she heard him say. His apology felt empty, especially as she noticed his gaze settling on her cleavage for a moment. "If you were my wife, I don't think I could keep my hands off you."
"I know, right!" Lucy exclaimed, "I'm fucking hot!" She hadn't meant to blurt that out, and it caused her to fight back a laugh, even as a smile spread across her face. She may not have meant to say it, but it was exactly how she felt. Mike eyeing her like prey confirmed it, even though she didn't need that validation.
A quick laugh burst from Mike, and then, raising his glass as if to toast her, he said, "While I can't argue that, I gotta say, I didn't see that one coming."
She couldn't wipe the grin from her face. Mike's attention was creating a feedback loop between them. He fed her ego, and she flirted more, which made him respond in kind. She noted how it was progressing further than she had intended because she always tried to keep her vanity in check. But when someone looked at her the way Mike was, that intoxicating sense of power, combined with the alcohol, could sometimes get the best of her.
Trying to reengage her filter, she took another sip of wine. "But really, it's true. I work hard to keep this body looking good, and it's nice to have someone notice." Unfortunately, her filter failed to do its job, as the words that came out of her mouth intentionally kept the focus on her body. And he clearly saw the green light to continue showering her with compliments.
"Well, I noticed. You looked incredible at the party. Clearly, you know that though," he said, appraising her once more.
"Seriously, I was hot, wasn't I?" she quipped. She could feel the color washing over her as her face flushed from his telling her that he was blatantly checking her out at the party. It's nice that he admits to having "noticed" her, but she wanted him to be blunt in his appreciation of her assets.
After a moment he took another sip and replied, "You always are, Lucy." It wasn't the directness she was hoping for, but she'd take the win in the fact he implied she was always hot to him.



Lucy leaned forward, blatantly putting her cleavage on display as a visual feast, resting her elbows on her crossed legs. She could feel the line of her dress struggling to contain her as her breasts pushed against it as she teased him.
"Mike," she said to him just loud enough to be heard over the chatter around them. Why are we sitting at the bar again when there are all of those comfy booths we could've been sitting at? she quickly wondered to herself. "I've missed this. Missed us. The back-and-forth was always fun and made me feel... well, I don't know what I felt, but it's always been fun, that's for sure."
"I missed it too. It was always fun talking with you like that, knowing it was our little thing," he answered back.
Lucy watched him start to squirm a little in his seat. This was new territory for them. She uncrossed and recrossed her legs, the action causing her dress to ride up, revealing more skin. She watched Mike take in the smooth skin teasingly close to revealing secrets he had no business seeing or knowing.
Feeling the heat rush through her, she finally sat up straight, grabbed her glass of wine, and savored the last of what was left. She knew she needed to go before she got carried away any more. The idea of the night had been some simple flirting and breaking up the daily routine. This had already gone much further than she had anticipated.
"Well, that's probably enough wine for me. I should get headed home to Chad." She knew even though they'd been out for a couple of hours, he was probably still at the bar watching the game, but she decided she needed to remove herself from the current situation, before she did something she couldn't undo.
"Right. I guess we should both head out," Mike replied, shaking his head a touch as if a hypnotist had just snapped his fingers and brought him out of a trance. "I'll wait outside with you until your ride comes though."
When Lucy went to settle her tab, Mike offered to pay, but she declined. She'd already gone further than she knew she should with her flirtations, the last thing she needed was for him to have paid for her drinks as well. She didn't want there to be any semblance of an implied debt to further muddy this new dynamic they were forming.
As she finished ordering her ride, she hopped off the barstool and walked ahead of Mike. Her typically bouncy stride was replaced with a more subtle swish of her hips, intentionally causing her skirt to flit from one side to the other. She knew she was toying with him, showing off a little, but she couldn't help it. The wine had loosened her inhibitions, and the attention had her blood pumping.
As they reach the curb, she looked down the street for a car with a little sign in its window. It was only a couple of minutes away and should be pulling up any moment. When she didn't see it, she looked back over her shoulder to make sure Mike was still behind her. He hadn't made a sound since they left their seats. She could see the tension in his jaw and his eyes clearly glued to her ass. She couldn't be offended, she had exaggerated her step with that sole purpose, after all.
"Mike... Mike? Mike!" It took her saying his name three times before he snapped out of his reverie. The way he was so deeply absorbed in his thoughts brought a fresh wave of heat to run through her body. The same hunger that had been growing all night, like a slow burn, was constantly building.
"Yeah, sorry. I was just... lost in thought for a second," Mike said, fumbling his words. He was clearly trying to act casual, like a child who knew he had just gotten caught doing something he shouldn't, but was trying to play it off.
"Lost in thought, huh?" Lucy asked, raising an eyebrow. "You sure it wasn't just my ass you were lost in?" Her grin crossed her face once again. "I only said your name three times." If he only knew how much she loved the way he was looking at her.
"Guilty as charged," he said with a laugh. "You look amazing tonight, Lucy. I couldn't help myself. Sorry." There was a look about him that almost seemed as though he was uncomfortable.
Lucy turned to face Mike directly, as she reveled in the fact that he was caught staring at her. She gave him a light slap on his arm, trying to give him an out by making it all lighthearted, even though the entire exchange fueled her arousal that she'd been trying to deny all night. She was ok acknowledging the stroke of her ego, which made her feel desirable, but the idea of just how much that desire was causing a visceral reaction was another layer to process, and she just wasn't ready for it yet.
"Well, I guess I can't blame you. I am fucking hot, after all." The words slipped from her mouth jokingly. She didn't mean to say them, but even as they stood there, that last bit of wine was working its way into her bloodstream when it got to her brain, it told her that all of this was perfectly ok. It's just words.
She watched Mike flounder as he looked for an appropriate response, until his eyes shifted past her, as her ride pulled up.
Looking back at Mike, she gave him a little wink. "Well, that's me. Thanks for the drinks, Mike. And the view," she said, but her thoughts were more along the lines of "saved by the bell." The obvious bulge in his slacks had drawn her attention.
"See you around, Lucy," was all he could muster, before closing the car door behind her.
As the car pulled away, she looked back through the tinted window to see him watching her car depart. She wondered if he was even aware of the fact that he just grabbed and shifted himself while standing on the curb of the busy downtown street on a Friday night. She felt the familiar flutter in her stomach knowing that she was the one who made him do that.
Lucy settled back into her seat, and the lack of external stimulus left her to her own thoughts in the backseat of the quiet car. The driver tried to make idle chit-chat with her, and while she tried to not be rude, she was far too distracted to carry on a conversation with someone she didn't know. She was thinking of their conversation. As she thought about his reference to her in a bikini and the catalyst that it was for some joking, and then how she used that as a vehicle to drive their conversation earlier. Why part with a long-standing tradition, she jokingly thought to herself as she pulled her phone out and started scrolling through photos until she found what she was looking for. There were various pictures of her in different styles of bikinis. As she gauged each one for the right balance of erotic, but covered.
It's a delicate line, she thought to herself. She had so many pictures, and while some didn't show anything, the style of bikini made all of the difference, nonetheless. Pondering a few options, she settled on one that covered her enough but in a way that left areas exposed, giving the allure of seeing something more. It was a yellow-colored slingshot bikini that covered all the important parts, but the lack of a strap running between the breasts left the viewer with a hope of it becoming displaced and exposing herself. Or the idea of how easily you could simply shift it out of your way, or remove it entirely. It also left her hips completely exposed, giving the effect of being nude, even though you weren't.
She had bought it to tease Chad with in the hopes of getting his attention, and while he did do a double take, he commented on its sexiness and gave her a kiss, but that's as far as it went. He ended up continuing on with what he was doing, seemingly not giving it a second thought.
Smiling as she considered the picture for one last moment, she was sure that Mike would not react with the same indifference. Attaching the picture to a text, she quickly sent it off before she could second-guess herself.
Lucy: Thought you might want to see this.
Feeling the heat rise from her core, a slight tremble ran through her fingertips. The phone was nearly glued to her hand, her eyes fixed on the screen, waiting for a response. Her patience was too short at the moment, and she didn't give him much time to respond before following up with another text.
Lucy: That one didn't make social media. Bikini was a bit much... or little.
Her mind raced at the thoughts that must be going through Mike's head.
The fact that she had sent the picture, knowing full well it was more provocative than anything she had ever posted online, sent a quiver of anticipation down her spine. The thought of Mike seeing her in it sent a thrill through her that excited her.
She couldn't help but worry if she had gone too far. What if he thought she was coming on too strong? What if he thought she was being inappropriate? She had always been confident, but this was new territory for her. She had never been the one to initiate something like this.
After what seemed like several minutes, even though it was seconds of him taking the time to devour the picture, he finally responded.
Mike: Dear god! That's ridiculously hot, Lucy. I don't know what to say, but I know what I'll be doing when I get home... At least you can get some when you get home.
The wine, the attention, the flirting, it was all too much. And she wanted to feel even more. What crossed her mind was, "I hope you get off while you think about me," but what she said was-
Lucy:I can't get him to look at me, let alone touch me, lately. So you get to look at me tonight instead.
Mike: Well, I'm certainly not going to complain. I hear showerheads are a good quick substitute lol
Lucy: That's true. I've never loved the shower, though. I like to feel how wet I can get. The shower just washes it away...
Her words were true. She loved feeling the slickness allowing her fingers to effortlessly glide through the folds.
Mike: Nice. Are you the super wet type then?
It was Lucy's turn to stumble mentally. The directness of his question caught her off guard. At the same time, it made her hyper aware of just how wet she was in that moment.
Lucy: Yeah, super wet.
Looking up at the rearview mirror, she saw the driver watching the road as he drove. The thrill of having this conversation, even if it was by text, while this complete stranger drove her home was like throwing gasoline on the flame of her arousal. Sliding down a little further in her seat, she pulled the hem of her dress up, letting her fingertips slip over the smooth skin of her thighs as the dress led the way.
She heard the phone vibrate on the seat next to her but ignored it until she finished what she set out to do. Spreading her legs as she continued to watch the driver's face in the mirror, she slipped one of her hands between her legs. There was no hiding how aroused she was, and she wondered if the driver could smell her. The thought turned her earlier quiver into a full shiver.
Using her free hand, she grabbed her cell phone, getting a wicked idea that she was sure would get his heart racing. Unlocking the phone, she opened the camera, setting it to video, checking to see if it was bright enough in the car, and decided that the passing city lights would be sufficient. Her other hand took a moment to smear her own fluids over herself before probing inside her. Removing her fingers, she scooped up some of her own nectar, ensuring there was enough to thoroughly coat them.
She started videoing her hand as she opened and closed her fingers to fully demonstrate the thick fluids that stretched between them. After filming no more than 5 seconds' worth, she quickly sent the video to Mike before reading his text.
Mike: That's so fucking hot. I love that quality in a girl.
She felt herself flush as she read his reply to her comment that she was super wet. Looking back at his previous one, she realized she missed the word "type". He was asking in a general sense whether she typically got super wet, not actually asking if she was super wet right now.
A moment of embarrassment washed over her, but it didn't last long before it was replaced by the excitement that she had just accidentally pushed the line a considerable amount further than he had intended with his question.
Mike: Holy fuck! You can't send me something like that and still expect me to be a functioning adult! What'd you do, just pull your panties aside right there in the car and take the video? That's so fucking hot!
Her heart raced as she read his response. The wine and the attention from Mike made her feel more alive and daring than she had in a long time. She looked down at herself, her legs spread, her fingers glistening with her own arousal, and thinking about the fact that she did this while the driver was close enough that she could touch his shoulder. The idea of Mike seeing her like this, and knowing what she was doing to him, awoke parts she'd suppressed long ago.
She couldn't help but smile as she typed her response.
Lucy: Aww, aren't you adorable? And no, I didn't just pull my panties aside because I never wear any unless I have lingerie to put on. When I'm turned on, I'm always super wet. I can't help it. I've always been this way. And clearly, I'm super wet right now, Mike.
She wished she could see his face, see his reaction to her words. She slid a hand back between her legs as she started to subtly masturbate in the backseat of this stranger's car while texting with her coworker. Her comment to Mike was true, there were no panties standing sentry over her womanhood, no obstacle to hinder her pleasure.
Her hips had a mind of their own as they rolled back and forth under her hands' well-practiced ministrations. It was all Lucy could do to choke down any moans and minimize her upper body's movements to avoid attracting the attention of their driver.
Mike: You're such a tease. You know that, right?
Lucy: Who, me? I'm not teasing. I'm just being honest.
At this point, Mike's texts were almost more of a burden than a source of arousal, as the interruptions were keeping her from reaching the proverbial summit of her desire.
Mike: Well, even if I was joking earlier, this driver can't get me home fast enough right now... I can't believe you did that with the driver sitting so close you could touch him.
OK, maybe his texts aren't a complete distraction, she thought, reading the implication that he intended to go masturbate to her when he got home. She wondered if she should tell him that she was taking care of herself right now, driver be damned. In the end, she decided to leave some things unsaid. This would be her little secret. Not only from the driver but from Mike as well. However, she would acknowledge having taken the video.
Lucy: Eh, he can't see back here. Plus, it makes it a little more fun doing it right behind his back. So does a girl get a preview?
She added the last sentence as a half-thought, her hand wanting to get back to her lap. A couple of moments later, she received a picture.
Mike: Here you go.
It was a picture of his hard-on through his pants. The material was compressed on either side, clearly demonstrating the erection and his size. It was nice, but what she really wanted was a video showing him losing his load over the thought of her.
Lucy: Nice, but not exactly what I was hoping for... prude lol I want something equal to what I sent.
Mike:Really??? And here I thought girls hated it when guys send that type of stuff.
Lucy: What? So I like knowing that I can turn a guy on.
Mike: If I didn't know better, I'd say you're a little narcissistic.
Reading his text, she thought to herself that maybe he was finally starting to catch on. At least he was in the ballpark. The alcohol, along with her heightened state of arousal, was hindering her decision-making, so she decided to share one of her biggest secrets with him.
Lucy: Then clearly you don't know better because I am lol Yes, I turn myself on, and I'll masturbate while thinking of just me. I like hearing that you're going to go home and jack off thinking of me.
Mike: In a car with another person. I can't exactly give you the full view right now.
Lucy: Full view? So... you're packing?
Lucy was getting more lost in her own moment, and her responses at this point felt obligatory rather than a genuine desire to continue talking to him. She wanted to reach her climax in this stranger's car before she got home. There was also the chance that Chad could be home, denying her the opportunity to finish there.
Mike: Let's just say, no complaints lol I'll give you a peek if you give me one.
Lucy: I don't know, you might be surprised by the view you get...
If he only knew what she was doing while she tried to maintain this conversation.
Mike: Oh yeah? Why don't you show me then?
Sighing quietly to herself and not wanting to discourage him after she had escalated things, she quickly snapped a picture up her skirt, being sure to keep her thighs together and pulling her dress over the top to minimize the flash for the driver.
"Sorry, I accidentally took a picture!" she quickly said, trying to play it off as an accident. She briefly reviewed the picture to ensure it didn't really show anything before sending it off with a text so she could get back to the task at hand.
Lucy: Well, I think you still owe me for the video you got, so this is the best you get for now.
She was so close to reaching her goal as her hand continued to manipulate her most sensitive areas. The fact that she received another text barely registered, and it took her a moment before she grabbed her phone to reply.
Mike: Damn, that's hot. You're a tease, you know that?
Needing the conversation to end, she decided he would never know a little white lie.
Lucy: Perhaps. Home safe and sound! Goodnight, Mike. Sweet dreams
Mike: You too, Lucy. Thanks for the drinks and the talk. Talk more soon.
She returned to what she had been doing and ignored the new text when it came in. Her hand slid back and forth over her mound, the slickness allowing her to easily catch her clitoris between her middle and ring fingers, letting it slip back and forth as she smeared the evidence of her arousal down over her perineum and finally to her crinkled, quivering rosebud.
Palming her clit, she drove two fingers inside, trying to reach the orgasm that had been eluding her for too long. With no more distractions and knowing she was getting close to home, she hooked her fingers to apply pressure to her G-spot. Her pace quickened as she began to chase her release. Biting a finger to stifle a moan, she finally reached the apex of her night and her arousal.
Her eyes alternated between squeezing shut and checking on the driver when, finally, one of the times his eyes met hers through the rearview mirror. She was at the end of her orgasm when it happened, but the unexpected connection with a complete stranger during her most vulnerable and intimate moment prolonged the orgasm with another wave, causing her body to shudder. As she came down, she straightened herself out, thinking she couldn't get home fast enough.
When they finally reached her destination, she meekly thanked him for the ride and gave him a five-star review. She walked to her front door and into the house, oblivious to the noise her hand was making in the confined space of the car, and that the music was too subtle to hide the squelching sound that came from between her legs.
Upon entering the house, Lucy found that Chad wasn't home yet. Thankful for the moment to herself, she headed to their bathroom to clean up and wash away all of the traces of her night's activities. Then, she busied herself for the evening as she waited for Chad to get home, thinking she would try again tonight. Maybe if he had a few drinks at the bar, it would lubricate his own desire, and maybe she would get lucky.
Lucy woke up in the morning with the lingering need that went unsatisfied yet again the night before. She got out of bed, ready to hit the gym and work off some of her frustrations.



The night's events kept replaying in her head, her interactions with Mike, the flirting, the pictures, and the video. With the effects of the wine long worn off, she felt embarrassed about sending the video. She was still going to have to see him at work and while their exchange was satisfying in its own way, she had to be able to have a professional relationship with him.
As she got dressed and prepared for her workout, she couldn't help but continue to think about the video. Had he done what she wanted? Did he touch himself while thinking about her? The thought of him pleasuring himself with her image sent a surge of desire through her. Yet all of these thoughts conflicted with the propriety she felt as a married woman. Happily married, other than one aspect, no less!
Nevertheless, she couldn't shake the thought. As her mind wandered over the idea of him using her image to pleasure himself, it simmered in her brain once again. She remembered that he had sent her a text while she was still in the car, but she was too distracted to read it.
Finally ready to head out to the gym, Lucy opened her phone for the first time that morning to see what Mike's last message said, only to find that she actually had two from him. Swiping through the unlock screen and navigating to her texts, she saw the first innocuous message, which barely registered.
Mike: You too, Lucy. Thanks for the drinks and the talk. Talk more soon.
But it was the second message that grabbed her attention. It was a video, and the starting frame displayed clearly and proudly what this video was of. The sight of his hand wrapped around what could only be referred to as his cock immediately took her breath away. With last night's desire and the heady feeling of the wine she had consumed now faded, she felt caught off guard and uncertain about the fact that he actually sent her a video.
Quickly locking her screen and ensuring it had gone dark, she reflexively looked around the room. Consciously, she knew Chad was still asleep, but her nerves kicked in, making her confirm that no one was around before she slipped out the door.
She drove to the gym, not touching her phone again as she tried to push the image of what she had seen from her mind. Yet, the more effort she made to forget it, the more it occupied her thoughts. She couldn't concentrate enough on anything else to bury the image, so it lingered at the forefront of her mind, whether she wanted it to or not.
By the time she parked her car, curiosity had won out. Grabbing her phone from the center console, where she had tossed it upon entering the car as if it might burst into flames, she tapped the screen to bring it back to life. Her head darted around the parking lot, making sure no one was standing outside her window as if waiting to catch her in this distasteful act of watching her coworker masturbate to her.
While her mind spiraled into increasingly absurd thoughts, her fingers deftly navigated to the video. With one final glance around her immediate surroundings, Lucy hit play. The screen filled with the sight of Mike's strong hand wrapped around his thick cock. The video was shaky as he rapidly stroked himself with firm, deliberate movements. The speed at which his hand flew up and down the length of his shaft, coupled with the froth building at the base of his crown, made it obvious that he was already close to his orgasm. The sound of his hand sliding against the moisture of his precum filled the car, and Lucy's heart began to race.
She couldn't believe what she was watching, it was so raw and intimate. Mike wasn't a boyfriend, or even a guy she'd already been intimate with. Heck, he wasn't just some nameless, faceless stranger on the internet, not that she'd ever done that. He was her colleague, her friend! And yet, here he was, jerking off to a picture or video she had sent him. The thought thrilled and terrified her all at once.
It was as though time stood still while she watched. It had only been a matter of seconds since she started the video before she jumped. The engorged head finally spewed forth his seed, catching her off guard as though she was afraid it would splash against her face and clothes, leaving her to explain the mess to Chad somehow.
Taking a gasp of breath, she realized her lungs had seized, refusing to work during those previous seconds. A gasp escaped her lips as she watched what seemed like a substantial amount come forth, disappearing from view from the angle she had. She continued to watch until his hand stopped moving, with a rivulet still running down from the opening to the corona of the flared head, finally parting ways from his penis and pooling in what appeared to be neatly trimmed pubic hair.
The screen went dark, along with her thoughts. Looking up, she didn't know what to think as her neurons struggled to start firing again, trying to bring her back to the moment. Coming to her senses, she opened her phone once more and immediately deleted the video. Regardless of how she felt, though she wasn't even sure of that yet, its existence on her phone simply wasn't allowed.
Surely the best thing she could do was get that workout in and burn off any energy she had until her body was too exhausted to consider what she had just watched. And that's exactly what she did, or at the very least attempted. She tried to keep the part of her mind that was still reeling from what she'd witnessed too preoccupied to process what had just happened, but her body, well, for the most part, that was something she could control. Her mind, not so much.
Dripping with sweat, she made her way back to her car. She knew she was in for serious soreness the next day, but that was a good thing. Physical pain was a welcome distraction from her mental turmoil.
As she settled back into her seat, the memory of the video still occupied her inner eye. In that moment, sitting in the same spot where she first saw Mike's penis, she justified that she needed to reply to him. She couldn't request a video along those lines, especially since this was more than she had actually expected, and then ignore it. That would only make things more awkward between them, creating a massive elephant in the room every time they were together.
Lucy: Well, good morning to you too!
The text felt more flirty than it should have, but how does one respond to that first thing in the morning? It would have been different had she seen it last night, but she hadn't. She had been focused on keeping herself busy until her husband came home, only for him to unceremoniously go to bed half-drunk.
Now, she sat in her car, drinking a smoothie she had gotten from the juice bar inside as yet another futile attempt to occupy herself. She decided she would only give Mike two minutes to reply before she would try to push aside any thoughts of him for the day and go about her business. A short, strict deadline to--
It hardly felt like thirty seconds had passed before his reply came in.
Mike: I'm guessing you got the video I sent last night?
Lucy: Oh, I did. I didn't see it until this morning, but... let's just say it came in handy. Got my heart rate up before I even got into the gym.
She couldn't believe she was having this conversation so early in the morning after doing everything she could to banish thoughts like this from her mind. She had really pushed her body at the gym to limits she never had before, trying to clear these exact thoughts, so why was every text she sending sounding flirty and encouraging?
Mike: Well... it only seems fair considering the video you sent me
Lucy: Touché! But still... it was a nice surprise this morning.
The text had come out as a reflex, but in reality, she wrestled with the fact that it was true. Married or not, drunk or not, morning or not, she couldn't deny her nature. She loved having that effect on him.
Mike: I was hoping you'd think so. And I didn't want you to have to just imagine it, especially since you seemed interested in what you'd see.
Lucy: lol, true. And it did not disappoint.
Mike: Good to know! I was worried I might have taken it too far.
Lucy: No, not too far. Although I was surprised by it, and that you sent it in the first place! I never really thought you'd go through with it. Not that I'm complaining.
She quickly followed up with a second text.
Lucy: After all of the flirting over the years, who would have thought it'd ever actually get to this point?
Mike: Yeah, honestly, I never thought we'd cross that line either. But I'm glad we did.
Lucy:So... what now?
Mike: Now? Well, I guess we just keep doing what we've always done. The question is, do you want to pretend last night never happened?
The question hit her heart like a bullet. She knew the correct response was yes, last night should've never gotten to the point it did, and I made a horrible mistake manipulating you. But once again, her fingers told a different story.
Lucy: I certainly don't want to pretend it never happened. I had fun last night, more than I've had in a long time.
Mike: Me too, Lucy. Me too.
As she read his text, her heart was racing. She knew this was wrong, but she couldn't deny the excitement she felt. She hesitated for a moment, unsure of what to say next. Should she continue down this path, or put an end to it before it went any further?
Lucy: So... what's next then?
Feeling a bit overwhelmed, Lucy reminded herself that she needed to move on with her day. All of this is a problem for another time, and she quickly sent a follow-up text.
Lucy: Well, I've been sitting in my car at the gym, so I better get on with my day. Will I see you around the office on Monday?
Mike: I should be around.
Lucy: Well, dream of me till then, sweetie.
She typed the words almost as a reflex as she prepared to pull out of her parking space.
Mike: Well, I already did once this morning while in the shower...
Lucy was thankful she was still in the parking lot as her car read the new text alert. She pulled out into traffic, telling her phone to text Mike.
Lucy: That's so hot.
She came to a stop almost immediately as the light at the intersection turned red on her. Traffic was minimal around her, and the wide road only had one other car going her direction, and it was two lanes over.
In a moment of weakness prompted by his proclamation that he'd already thought of her this morning, she grabbed her phone, quickly stuffed a hand inside her pants, wedging open the waistband as she hunched her hips, in an attempt to expose as much of herself as she could. Using two fingers, she parted her labia and snaped a picture. It was crude and rushed, but it should be more than enough to make his blood boil.
She sent the picture with another message.
Lucy: Best I could do while sitting at a light, but hopefully it's enough for you to put to use enjoy your weekend Mike!
Mike: Well it certainly just got better... I mean holy fuck. I think my brain is operating at the capacity of a teenager right now. I hope you have a good weekend as well.
Lucy tried to focus on her weekend and the plans she had with Chad. The monotony of daily life as a married couple seemed to weigh on her compared to the excitement of the last... Well, not even 24 hours since she met up with Mike downtown.
She drove the rest of the way home, her mind racing with thoughts of Mike and the way he made her feel. A feeling of guilt nagged at her for flirting with another man while married to Chad, but in that moment, all she could focus on was the rush of desire and the way Mike's unabashed attention made her pulse race.
As she pulled into her driveway, she took a deep breath, trying to calm herself down before going inside to face her husband. She had to push thoughts of Mike aside for now and focus on her life with Chad. She loved him, even if things had been strained lately, and she couldn't let herself get carried away with a momentary thrill, risking everything she had built with her husband.
Walking inside, Lucy greeted Chad with a smile, choking down the feeling of excitement that lingered from her texts with Mike. It was a struggle, as she compared that to the constant rejection of her affection that she received from the man who actually had her. He had to know how lucky he was to have her at his disposal, right? Maybe she could use this building energy to entice Chad.
As the day went on, Lucy tried her best to be present with Chad. They ran errands together, grabbed lunch at their favorite café, and even went for a walk in the park afterward. But no matter what they did, Chad acted as if it were any other day, with all of her sexual energy oozing from her going unnoticed.
She found herself wanting to check her phone constantly, but she knew there was no point. It only served to emphasize the danger of the game she was playing with Mike. And when a notification did come through, her heart would skip a beat. It was never a text from Mike, but the image of the video he'd sent seemed permanently seared into her brain. The thought of it had her dopamine levels running high and kept her libido in overdrive.
Doing everything she could to refocus, she spent the rest of the weekend trying to be the best wife she could be. She was attentive, laughed at Chad's jokes, and even made his favorite meal for dinner, even though he loved to cook and was often the chef of the house. He seemed to appreciate it, but the night passed like so many before.
"Maybe I just need to shut this part of me off," she thought. "I need to find a way to suppress my sexual desires, lock them away, and focus on the positives in our relationship." She convinced herself she could do this, and considering the alternative, it certainly seemed like the most respectful option, even if it wasn't a healthy one. What other options did she have if Chad wouldn't reciprocate her affection? Perhaps therapy was an option? But would he go?
On Monday morning, Lucy woke up before Chad, careful not to wake him as she slipped out of bed. She padded quietly into the bathroom and turned on the shower, she washed quickly, her mind a whirlwind of thoughts about Mike and the explicit exchange they'd shared. Today was the first day she'd have to face him since the drastic shift in their relationship.
Upon arriving at the office, she went through her Monday morning routine, checking her calendar, completing a couple of progress reports, and then attending to her email. One of the emails was from a prospective client she'd been chasing for a while, and they agreed to meet with her to review her most recent proposal.
Lucy felt a surge of excitement. Closing a deal was where she got her rush from her job, at the idea of getting a contract signed and knowing she had successfully persuaded someone to see things her way. Tidying up her office, she made sure everything was in order before heading over to Bill's to let him know she would be out for a while.
As she started to head toward the door, she remembered Mike, having almost forgotten he should be around, as her mind raced through the details of her last proposal. Figuring she should at least stop by to say good morning so he knew she wasn't avoiding him, she headed down the hall toward his office.
"Good morning!" she cheerfully greeted him.
Mike looked up from his desk, his expression softening into a smile as he saw her. "Good morning!" he replied.
Seeing the glint in his eye naturally opened the floodgates of memories. It was all she could do to limit her teasing as she asked, "How was your weekend? I hope it wasn't too hard on you." Her eyes instinctively glanced in the direction of his groin as the memory of the video flashed through her mind once more. "I bet 'he' had it rough," she whispered with a mischievous grin as she glanced towards his groin.
The hoarseness of his voice, as his throat seemingly went dry made her feel heady. "It was fine, thanks," he managed to croak out. "Just hung out and passed the time admiring nature's beauty. You know, the usual."
She took a moment to lean against his doorframe and stare at him with a smile plastered across her face. Finally, she spoke again, "Well, I actually have to head out to meet a client, but I wanted to stop in to say good morning. I wanted to make sure you knew I wasn't avoiding you." As she turned to leave, she paused and looked over her shoulder once more, her eyes briefly cast down as if looking at her own backside.
"I'd hate for you to be preoccupied or distracted all day," she added. With that, she gave a brief shimmy. She knew from previous conversations that he appreciated a nice ass, and she wanted him to remember hers as she left the room.
The rest of the day passed quickly. Her meeting had gone well. The clients requested some time to compare her proposal with a few other options they were considering, but she was confident she would win them over. It was just a matter of time. The remainder of the day was spent managing her current clients' needs as part of the usual daily grind.
It seemed that the meeting had been a good omen, as she signed off on another contract that afternoon for a new small customer. While sitting at her desk processing their requests, she heard a quick knock at her door. Before she could even look up, the door was already opening.
Not waiting for Mike to say anything, she stood up as he stepped into her office and greeted him with a simple, "Hey you." Her bright smile was still plastered across her face, a reflection of the high from her recent success. She rounded her desk, removing the barrier between them, and perched herself on the edge.
"Hey yourself," he managed, closing the door behind him. "Busy day?" he asked, leaning back against the door.
Lucy noted his hands tucked into his pockets and couldn't help but wonder if he was using them to hide anything beneath the flat front of his slacks.
"Not too bad, especially considering I had to deal with Mr. Hard-To-Please," she said, referring to her earlier meeting. She looked down for just a moment before glancing back up at him with a pouty expression in her eyes. "But I hear you had a... difficult employee stringing you along as well." She lowered her voice so no one outside her office might hear, playing coy. She also didn't want to be too obvious about herself in case someone did hear them. She batted her eyelashes at Mike as if to play coy.
Thankfully, Mike was quick to pick up on her game. "Oh, you mean the one who's been giving me a hard time all day?" he said, pushing off from her door and taking a step closer. "I think I might have found a way to keep her occupied."
"Oh really? And how do you plan to do that?" she asked, placing her hands on her hips and tilting her head to feign innocent curiosity.
Mike continued to close the distance until he was practically toe to toe with her. "Well, I thought I'd start by having some team-building exercises assigned to her," he answered, running his hand along the edge of her desk toward her side.
Lucy watched his hand glide along the smooth wood surface before grabbing the lip of the desk, giving it a little push and pull as it stood firm. Looking back up at his face, she noticed he had that same goofy expression he always wore when he was feeding her a cheesy line. She simply raised a single eyebrow, inviting him to continue.
"Maybe I'd even assign her some mandatory overtime so she could plan some high-performing extracurricular activities," he said.
Regardless of his tone, she knew he was trying to hide what he really wanted to say under the goofy smile. His proximity combined with his words caused her heart to race. She could feel the heat rising to her cheeks, and she struggled to meet his gaze but was determined not to show how much he was affecting her. Instead, she did her best to maintain the playful banter.



"And what sort of activities would those be exactly?" she asked.
He leaned down slightly closer to her eye level, maintaining his advantage but tilting his head to one side. "Well, maybe we'd start with something simple, like her giving a presentation on a topic of my choice. And if she did well, maybe she'd get a little reward."
The way his eyes looked down at her from his angle captivated her, regardless of her attempts to reassert her dominance in the situation. Her body wasn't complying with what her brain was telling it to do.
"A reward, huh?" she replied, her voice thick with intrigue. Finally managing a deeper breath, she jumpstarted her muscles, reclaiming some control. "You know what the problem with this little plan of yours is?" She sidestepped, making no attempt to avoid brushing her breasts against his arm and thereby gaining some distance as she retreated toward her safe zone behind her desk.
"What's that?" he asked, his feet rooted in place, his eyes never leaving her as she slinked around the edge of her desk.
"Well, for one thing, this particular team member doesn't take orders from you because she's not on your team," she said, as her nails scrapped along the desk as she walked around. "And for another, I don't know that you could handle a presentation from someone of that caliber."
Finally reaching her home base, her psychological power position, she leaned across the desk. She watched her own hand find the knot of his tie, then snake down the center of his shirt. She intentionally dragged her nail over each button, creating little clicking noises as it snagged, flicking out from under her nail and continuing down the trail.
"I think it might be too... stimulating for you," she continued slowly, timing her words to coincide with her hand reaching his belt. Her eyes lifted to his face, and her mouth remained slightly open as she took a deep breath.
"Is that so?" His gaze was still fixed on her hand.
When her eyes met his again, her legs suddenly felt unsteady at the sight before her. She could clearly see the movement beneath the surface of his slacks.
He shifted his weight, leaning in toward her, and the change in posture brought her hand just a tad closer to his rapidly unfurling desire. "And why is that exactly?"
Pulling her hand back, she mirrored his posture, leaning in, an act of defiance to show she wouldn't back down. "Because I'm not one of those little bimbos you like to pick up at whatever dive bar you found them trolling," she retorted. She knew he didn't actually do that, but she wanted to get under his skin and assert her value.
Just then, a sudden knock on the door interrupted them, neither immediately budged, but the door swung open a moment later. Bill entered, seemingly pleased to see them both. "Hey, Mike, what are you doing here?"
Seeing Mike straighten up first, she followed suit, casting a smile in Bill's direction. She was amused by Mike's quick response to Bill's question as they shook hands.
"Just testing her negotiation skills, and overcoming objections," he answered.
Bill seemed unconcerned and quickly turned his attention to Lucy. "I'm heading out for the day, and I'll need a summary of the meeting with your client from this morning before you leave. Think you can get it to me in the next hour or so?"
Gathering her senses, she replied, "Sure, I can have that together for you shortly." She pulled up her chair behind her desk, signaling that she was ready to focus on the task at hand.
As Bill turned to leave, he said, "Have a good evening," waving over his shoulder.
Mike watched Bill exit and responded, "You too, Bill. See you tomorrow." He glanced back at Lucy one last time. "Well, I suppose I should let you get to it then. I'll see you around."
Before turning to leave, she noticed him adjust himself with a brazen casualness. There was no pretense in what he was doing, just a grab, a shift, and then he turned and walked out of the office.
"Good night, Mike!" The fun was over. It was time to get back to work, and she needed to kick her newfound distraction out of her office. Mike had once again won out in capturing her attention, but now she had to focus and try to shake the last visual of him from her mind. The impression of his size, which she'd caught a brief glimpse of, was undeniably impressive.
Several days passed without any further exchanges between Lucy and Mike, apart from the usual interoffice pleasantries. Mike seemed to be keeping his distance, which she was grateful for. She had a lot on her plate as she tried to land a notoriously hard-to-please prospect. She was in the home stretch, needing only to make a few last-minute edits to the contracts. Nothing that would be a dealbreaker.
To make matters more complicated, Bill had just informed her that he would be taking some time off due to a family emergency. While she understood the situation, it was terrible timing for her. He was going to ask Mike to step in and cover his team while she was out.
Though she appreciated Mike and respected his work, this was not the ideal circumstance. She knew how good he was at his job, she had witnessed it firsthand during their past collaborations. The problem was that lately, whenever they found themselves in the same room, things seemed to go sideways. She had to make sure she didn't give him an opening. She needed to keep her mind clear and focus on the tasks at hand.
As she continued to work through a stack of notes, she heard a knock at her doorway. Looking up, she saw Mike standing there and forced a smile to him.
"Hey, Lucy, got a moment?" he asked in his typical friendly tone as thought nothing had happened between them.
"Absolutely," she replied, maintaining her smile. "What brings you to my neck of the woods?"
As Mike stepped in and took a seat in one of her chairs, he said, "Well, I just spoke with Bill. He's heading out tomorrow for a couple of weeks, and he asked me to keep an eye on things for him."
"Yeah, he mentioned he was going to ask. It's nice of you to step in," she said, stretching her smile in an effort to express gratitude for his assistance, despite her underlying concerns.
"Of course. He also mentioned you have a client who's been a bit needy lately. I told him I'd check in with you to see if there's anything you need from me or how I can help," Mike replied.
"That's awfully generous of you, but I think I have everything under control." She studied Mike for a moment, reminding herself that she needed to set her concerns aside and maintain her professionalism. She finally said, "Although, there is one thing you can help me with..."
Mike leaned back in his chair as if settling in. "Ok, whatcha got?"
"Well, I'm supposed to meet with this client tomorrow morning here in the office, and I need to go over the latest drafts of the contract with them." She glanced across her desk at the various paperwork and notes spread out before her. "I could really use a fresh set of eyes on everything to make sure I haven't missed anything. The last thing I want is to overlook some ridiculous clause and end up having to come back with revisions over something petty."
Lucy watched as Mike stood up and moved toward her window. "Sure, I can do that. When do you want to go over them? Tomorrow morning before your meeting?"
"Actually, I was thinking today. I want to ensure I have enough time to make any changes if I need to. Are you able to stay late tonight? I can order food since I'll be keeping you from any dinner plans you might have." Opting to stay late was a calculated decision. She knew she needed to get the paperwork done and didn't want to rush through it in the morning, even if she theoretically had the time.
He turned away from the window, offering her a warm smile as he responded, "Sounds good. I'll be here. See you later this afternoon. Is there anything I need to know before we review the contracts?"
Lucy quickly gave him a rough overview of what they needed to discuss. She laid out all the key points he needed to be aware of and any questions they needed to resolve for the contracts. She had until 4:30 to handle any other business before coming back to wrap everything up neatly.
As the day wore on, she felt increasingly frazzled. The idea of having more work ahead of her loomed over her, a burden she was eager to set aside. With the day drawing to a close, she let her hair down, and slipped off her shoes after repeatedly pacing around her office to gather various items.
It had been a long day, and the stress of looming deadlines was palpable. She was grateful that Mike had agreed to help her out, but it also meant she'd be spending more time with him alone in her office. At that moment, she wasn't sure whether that was a good or bad thing.
At exactly 4:30, Mike walked through her office door like a cuckoo clock striking one, except he didn't retreat like the clock would. He let himself in, closed the door behind him, and took a seat across from her as she finished up a call.
"Everything going ok?" he immediately asked as she hung up the phone.
Lucy immediately leaned over her desk to pull her laptop closer, having shoved it aside to jot down notes during her call.
"So far, so good. I think I have a handle on this, but I don't want to mess it up." She took a deep breath, her words rushing out. "The client wants to review the revisions to the contract tomorrow morning, and I want to make sure I haven't overlooked anything. I just want to ensure there are no conflicts on our end."
Setting her notes from the call aside, she grabbed a small stack of documents filled with her handwritten notes in the margins. Offering the pile to Mike, she turned her attention back to her laptop and opened the corresponding digital files.
"Here's all the notes on the contract, along with the revisions we've made so far and the key issues the client has been stressing," she explained, turning her laptop toward him. She glanced up to find Mike staring at her, his eyebrows raised and a slightly amused expression on his face.
Pausing, she took another deep breath, attempting to calm her racing mind after a hectic day. "I really appreciate your help with this, Mike. I know you aren't really prepared for this meeting, but I'd love to get your input on it," she said. As her heart rate began to slow, Mike's calm demeanor helped her find a bit of inner peace. "I'll order the food while you take a look at everything," she added, hoping a brief distraction might break the cycle of her overactive thoughts.
"No worries, sounds good," Mike replied, focused as he lowered his head over the documents. His movements resembled a metronome, rhythmically shifting between her laptop and the paperwork. He made notes here, edited documents there, struck through items, and scribbled new thoughts.
After a while, they began discussing details, gradually working through the meal when it arrived. Lucy, engrossed in the content and relief that they were almost done, hadn't realized how close she and Mike were leaning over the desk. It wasn't until she became aware of how much cleavage she likely exposed that she instinctively shifted back in her seat.
The day had taken its toll on her, and as she sank deeper into her plush office chair, a yawn escaped her lips. She stretched, trying to release the tension that had built in her muscles.
"I think that's everything," she said, feeling a wave of relief wash over her. "Thanks for your help, Mike. I really appreciate it."
"No problem. I'm glad I could help," he replied, looking up from the documents. "I really think you have everything covered though. You just needed to make sure you keep the focus on those key points when you talk with them tomorrow morning, and you should be golden. I'm sure this'll go off without a hitch."
Lucy rose from her chair, stretching her legs and twisting her back. "I hope so," she replied, a small smile appearing at Mike's confidence in her abilities. "I could really use a win with this client." It wasn't that she wasn't performing well at her job, it was just that she'd been working to bring this particular client on board for so long that it felt like her white whale.
Mike pushed her laptop back toward her, signaling that he was done with it and she reached for her bag to tuck it away. "So, what are your plans for the rest of the night?" he asked.
With her bag in hand, she moved closer to her desk. "Well, I was thinking I'd go home, soak in a nice warm bubble bath, maybe read a good book, and have a glass of wine..." A small half-moan escaped her lips at the thought of sinking into her oversized tub with a glass of wine. "It sounds so good to just relax before tomorrow morning."
"That does sound nice," he said, a light smile playing at the corners of his lips. She recognized that look and could only imagine the mental images he was conjuring.
"Right?" Her voice came out almost like a purr, a reflex in response to her momentary daydream.
"Chad isn't waiting for you to get home so he can dote on you?" Mike asked, his tone inquisitive but more probing than genuinely curious. She knew he was fishing for something. Given her growing annoyance with Chad, she figured Mike might get what he was looking for.
" Not tonight. I mean, he's home, I'm sure, but the last I knew, when I called him this afternoon, he was just going to be watching a game." The tension in her voice was unmistakable. She had informed him she'd be late, and his response had lacked any sympathy or concern, it seemed all too convenient for him to zone out and watch the game in peace.
"Well, I can't match the bubble bath," Mike said, snapping her back to the present. He gestured to the neatly stacked papers on her desk. "But if you're up for it after all this, I can grab a couple of glasses and a drink from my office to celebrate a job well done."
Lucy's eyes narrowed as she considered the offer. Her guard was already dropping. Having achieved her goal of staying focused on the job had brought her walls down. Now that the work was done, she felt that familiar shift. The sounds of Dan from accounting still roaming the halls, taking calls, made the office feel safe.
A smile broke through. "That sounds amazing. I could definitely use a stiff drink after all of this."
With a slightly weary air, Mike stood up and headed toward the door. "Give me a moment, and I'll be right back."
Picking up her phone, Lucy called Chad to check in. "Hey, whatcha doing?" she asked when he picked up.
"Not a lot. Just relaxing. How was the rest of your day?" he replied.
She sighed into the receiver. "Stressful, but I got a ton done, so I guess that's a plus. Looks like I'm going to be a little later getting out of here, though. I still need to tie up a few loose ends."
"That's fine. I'm just watching the game then. See you later?" he queried.
"Yeah, see you in a little bit," she said, irritation rising within her. She couldn't help but feel annoyed at how quickly he seemed to want to wrap up the call so he could go back to the game. How many games are there in a season? He couldn't spare a few minutes to talk to her? Trying to calm herself, she stepped over to the window, seeking a sliver of peace.
Suddenly, Mike's voice interrupted her thoughts. "Here you go," he said, holding up a bottle of whiskey and a bottle of tequila, along with two glasses. She had never seen him drink tequila himself, but he always kept a good sipping tequila on hand for those who did. You never know when a moment spent sharing a drink can help close a deal or overcome an objection with a client.
"Thanks," Lucy said, taking the offered glass. She inhaled the fragrant aroma before taking a sip. The warmth spread through her, bringing a sense of tranquility she desperately needed.
Looking up, she caught Mike watching her, and her little moment of solitude burst like a bubble. A meek smile, tinged with embarrassment, crept onto her face. She quickly turned away, heading back to the window to collect herself.
"It's a beautiful view," Mike remarked, watching her move towards the window.
"Are you referring to me or what's outside?" She teased, the playful word choice driven by the simmering annoyance from her chat with Chad.
"Both," he replied confidently, leaning against the window frame to face her directly. "But I mean, push comes to shove, I prefer this view over the one outside."
"Is that so?" Lucy chuckled, rolling her eyes. She was torn between appreciating the compliment and her frustration with Chad. Mike's commitment to flattering her was the antithesis of Chad's lack of interest. "And why's that?"
"Because this view is so much more... stimulating," Mike said with a grin.
Lucy regarded his demeanor, noting that his words were devoid of his typical humorous tone. This newfound assertiveness piqued her curiosity. "Stimulating, huh? And what exactly about this view stimulates you, Mike?"
Her throat went a bit dry, prompting her to down the rest of her glass before stepping over to the desk for a refill. Each deliberate movement, from the way her bare feet padded softly against the ground to how she bent and twisted to reach for the tequila, was intentional. She rose up on her tiptoes, her hips bending as she reached the far edge of the desk, showcasing her round backside in the snug pencil skirt.
After setting the bottle back down on the desk, she turned to face Mike again. Once more, he seemed frozen in time, captivated by her form. A familiar warmth surged through her, this time for much more pleasurable reasons.
"Admiring the view again? Or lost in thought once more?" she asked playfully, aiming to put him on the spot. As he looked up, she gently raised her glass to her lips, deliberately drawing his attention to her mouth as she slowly sipped her drink. It was clear that Mike had a thing for her, particularly her backside. She had always suspected it, but this was the second time she'd caught him ogling her.
His intense gaze made her feel heady. She reveled in his attention until he finally replied cryptically, "No, just checking to see if you were lying to me."
She tilted slightly as she tried to process what fib she could have possibly told, or what she might have said that would prompt his questioning. "Lying to you? About what?"
Mike brought his glass to his mouth for a sip of whiskey, deliberately dragging out the moment, as he swirled the last of his drink.. "About not wearing panties," he stated matter-of-factly, finishing off the last of his drink while staring into her eyes.
His response caught her completely off guard, and she couldn't contain a laugh that escaped her lips. The tone in the room shifted from sensual to humorous. "And? No panty lines were there!" This wasn't a question but a declaration. Her integrity was on the line, and she was asserting that she wouldn't lie about something so trivial, especially regarding something he had no rightful business knowing in the first place.
She watched as Mike came over to the desk and grabbed the bottle of whiskey. "Well, to be fair, your blouse could be hiding a thong," he replied. "So for all I know, you could've lied," he finished as he stepped back with his drink in hand.
Cheeky fucker! she thought to herself. "A thong, huh? You know you saw no signs of a thong," she challenged him, smiling at the brazen approach he had tonight.
"All I know is that I saw the hem of your blouse under the skirt. And that could've been hiding a panty line." She could see the smile creeping into his eyes as he tried to keep a straight face with his statement.
Exasperated, her hand came to her hip in playful annoyance. "Are you calling me a liar?" she scoffed at him. "Do you really think this thin little blouse is enough to keep you from being able to tell whether or not I'm wearing panties?"



His only response was a simple shrug of a shoulder and a scrunch of his face, as if to say, "I said what I said," without saying the words.
Was he trying to play coy? Well, two can play at that game, she thought to herself.
Locking his gaze, she slowly turned away from him, with deliberate and seductive movements. Setting her glass down onto the polished wood of her desk, and leaned her weight into it. Her eyes never wavered from his as she looked back over her shoulder. A playful bite of her bottom lip betrayed the grin that threatened to blossom across her face. In her attempt to tease him, her free hand slipped up her hip, fingers grazing the fabric of her blouse, gripping it lightly and invitingly, hinting at the enticing secrets beneath.
Lucy could see the desire in his eyes as he tried to maintain a modicum of disinterest. And that wasn't the only thing belying the degree of interest in what he was seeing. Her own eyes were drawn below the waist as she looked back at Mike, where an increasingly large tent was appearing. The front of his pants was not loose enough to hide the interest he had in what she was presenting to him.
The memory of the video quickly played through her mind once more as she watched, apparently "not so little," Mike came to attention. Of their own volition, her fingers slowly opened and closed, moving back and forth across the hemline of her skirt as it inched the blouse up, untucking it in the most seductive way she could manage in that moment.
"Do I really need to do this to prove it to you? Do I really need to show you that I'm not wearing any panties at all?" The moment took her breath away, it was all she could do to whisper the words. She was a bundle of nerves in that moment. The obvious desire, but she was also still amused and intrigued by this sudden shift in Mike's demeanor as he displayed a dominance she had never really seen from him before. Then there was the fact that they were still in her office, and she had just heard Dan's voice seemingly on the phone again in probably the last five minutes.
She could see his Adam's apple bob in his throat before croaking out, "Well, I mean, if you really feel the need to prove yourself." Mike's eyes darted between hers and her butt as she continued to tug at her blouse.
The look on his face egged her on. "Oh, I do, Mike," she replied, her voice low and sultry. "I really, really do." She could feel her hands tremble as they neared the last holdouts being held down by her skirt. She felt one side come free, and the cool air in the office hit her freshly exposed skin.
She watched as he slowly and cautiously stepped forward once the blouse was freed from its confines. As he approached, she bent even further over, keeping her back arched, the full bend extending only from her hips. Pulling the last bit of fabric free from her skirt, Lucy felt her legs tremble as she displayed herself for his inspection, searching for any trace of a panty line. The material of her skirt pulled tightly against her from the rear. There could be no arguing whether or not he'd be able to find one.
"Do you see any signs of a panty line, Mike?" she asked quietly.
His eyes finally left her posterior to look her in the eye. "No," he managed, before looking back down to assess her once more. "No, I don't see any panty lines."
There was no misinterpreting the look in his eyes. It was the look of a man who wanted to rip her skirt up and take her right there, bent over her desk, to show her what the last month's flirtations had wrought upon her.
Her own breath quickened as her head started to lower, hanging more and more loosely with each passing second as she waited to see what he'd do.
"You know, Lucy, as your boss right now, I should probably reprimand you for such unprofessional behavior in the workplace." His words caused icy tendrils to shoot down her spine, causing her to shudder.
Her head felt almost too heavy to lift, but she managed to look over at him. He was now essentially at her side as he looked down at her. His manhood was nearly eye level as she looked slightly down at it. Bringing her eyes up to his face, she gave him the best pout she could.
"You think I'm being unprofessional? What kind of punishment do you have in mind, boss?" Both of her hands were now firmly planted on the desk with her fingers splayed, almost as if she were preparing to brace herself. She gave her hips a suggestive wiggle, without even thinking about it, keeping her pouting eyes pointed up towards his face.
There was no warning. Not a look that crossed his face, or a sound leaving his lips, or a rearing of his hand prior to making contact. It was simply at his side one moment, and a fraction of a second later, it had struck her ass. Hard! She shot upright, her mind reeling as she processed what had just happened. The noise was loud enough that Dan could've heard it, not that he'd likely know what that single smack was. Her ass burned where he made contact, and instinctively, her hands went to protect it and rub in an attempt to soothe the sting radiating out.
The smirk on his face told her everything. He was pleased with himself and regretted nothing. Lucy suddenly saw Mike in a new way. That single contact that lasted a millisecond and his self-satisfaction from it created an entirely new paradigm for her.
"I can't believe you did that! You know corporal punishment is clearly a violation of company policy, right?" she asked jokingly. She couldn't believe how quickly she went from being stimulated by the interactions to being fully aroused by the way he asserted himself in this moment.
Mike just smiled at her. "And haven't we already established in the past that this is an HR-free zone?" It didn't come out as a question, but almost like a reminder that in his presence, he dictated the terms.
"I don't even remember the last time someone had the nerve to spank me," Lucy remarked. She was thinking back to the last time a man actually took control with her. Sure, she had had guys smack her ass before, during sex or something, but nothing with the kind of force that she'd say constitutes an actual spank.
------------
The only one she could really think of was at a previous job from years ago. He was a volunteer. He was rough, forceful, and an all-around "guy's guy." They were working alone one day, and while in the back of the store, after some outright teasing on her part, he just took her. Bending her over a counter, he yanked her pants down and just spanked her, telling her she was a dirty whore with the way she teased him. He didn't stop until it felt like her ass was on fire. She was so shocked, her brain was locked up, and she didn't even protest. By the time her brain started functioning again and she realized she should be trying to stop him, she didn't want to. She'd lost her free will and was his to do with as he pleased, as far as she was concerned.
He'd picked her up, placed her on the edge of the counter, and just fucked her. There was nothing sensual about it. It was raw and primal and at first shocking. But in the end, the feeling it caused, from him simply manhandling her and positioning her however he wanted, was one of the most erotic moments of her life.
There's no way around it, he used her. He used her for his pleasure and called her names she was never supposed to be ok with, and she couldn't get enough. When he told her that this was what little teasing sluts like her got, her brain melted. She trusted that if she told him to stop, he would, but she didn't want him to.
The very notion that her teasing drove him to the point of losing all self-control gave her a sense of thrill she couldn't describe, even if it did turn into her being nothing more than a vessel for his release. It was still her body that was bringing him to that level of pleasure. And when he finally finished, he came so hard that she felt droplets land in her hair. By this point, she was bent over a desk in the back office, with her pants at her feet restricting her movement and her shirt yanked halfway up her back. His cum streaked from her hair, down the back of her uniform shirt, and ribbons streaked her ass and over the exposed portion of her back it could reach.
She was sore. She was sore, swollen, and satisfied in a way she never knew existed. She just laid against the desk, barely able to bring her arms up to use as a pillow as she rested her head and enjoyed this new experience, she didn't know would hit her the way it did. She'd been told her whole life that it's her body, her choice, and even though she knew that was 100% true, having someone take all free will away from her was something she couldn't explain. She didn't even care to understand, she just wanted to bathe in the moment and feel his massive load covering her.
Taking stock of her body and catching her breath, she completely forgot about him for a moment until she heard his voice from behind her.
"You look good covered in my cum," he told her. He was sitting in the chair behind her, admiring his handiwork while his legs regained their strength. The sight of his cum dripping down her and the swollen pussy still red and swollen in front of him made him feel like he was on top of the world.
Leaning forward, he reached out to her hips and gripped them to pull himself up with. He took one of his hands and smeared his cum over her ass, and then eventually brought his hand down and smacked her with a stinging smack, the moisture of his cum adding to the sting.
Lucy looked up to see him walking away, headed to the bathroom, where she assumed he was going to clean himself up, while leaving her to fend for herself.
------------
Mike's words brought her back to the moment as he responded to her comment of, "I don't even remember the last time someone had the nerve to spank me."
"Well, it's not my fault Chad hasn't been doing his job, then, is it?" Lucy noted that he had a degree of arrogance to him that she usually only saw when he landed the customer no one else seemed able to bring in.
Chad's name was not the name she wanted to hear in that moment, and she tried to playfully dismiss any discussion of him. "Chad who?" she asked with a dismissive laugh.
Clearly, Mike didn't get the hint. She saw the expression on his face harden. "So, am I going to be the one to fill in for his shortcomings? I mean, there's no justification in my mind for leaving you unsatisfied."
Her breath was picking up again as she backed up to her desk in a subconscious effort to protect her sensitive bum. Mike was closing in on her until he was close enough that she was looking up at him.
"And you think you're the guy to make sure I'm satisfied, huh?" she asked, trying to at least shift the discussion away from reminding her that she's married and put it on him instead. She figured she'd taunt him so he'd focus on himself. She watched him swallow hard once again as he steeled himself for their verbal sparring.
"I think I am," he replied softly, but assertively. "And based on that video you sent the last time we had a drink, just the thought of me did wonders for you." He paused, his piercing eyes feeling like they were boring into her. "As hot as you are, if Chad doesn't fulfill his husbandly duties, someone's certainly going to try and do it for him. Maybe he just needs to be shown the proper way." The last comment sounded like a throwaway, but the idea caused a fire to ignite in her belly. She could feel the heat spreading, her clit starting to throb with need. She wanted to deny the desire, to push it back down, but she couldn't. The idea of punishing Chad by allowing some other man to play with his most prized possession, her, right in front of him conjured thoughts she'd never considered before.
She felt her tongue make a feeble attempt to wet her lips as her entire mouth went dry. She pictured Mike using her like one boy playing with another's toy, with no thought of caution to not break it since it's not his anyway. Chad having to sit aside and just allow it to happen as penance. "And I thought I had a high opinion of myself. And just how would that go exactly? You showing him the proper way to satisfy me?"
Her breath was ragged, her upper body slumping as she went weak from these new thoughts running through her mind. At this point, it wasn't even Mike that was directly turning her on. It was the idea of Mike being an instrument to show her husband what he's missing and may possibly lose altogether.
"Maybe it would start something like this," Mike started coming in closer. "Maybe I'd start by asking him how fucking blind he is if he can't appreciate the way you look, the way you carry yourself. How every curve of your body seems to be designed just to drive men wild with desire."
Lucy hung on every word as he drew her closer to him, continuing to describe her. "And what else?" she asked with a tremble.
"Maybe I'd tell him how I love the way your ass looks in that skirt," he said, looking down her figure.
Lucy noted that every word was deliberate and every movement seemed intentional. She had seen Mike work with clients before, and this felt like him trying to close a deal. The confusing part was that it excited her more, not less. The way he described her felt like he was building value in a commodity to be traded or bartered. The more he built her value, the wetter she became.
"How I can't stop thinking about what it would feel like to grab it, to squeeze it, to feel your soft flesh yielding as I sink my teeth into it." Mike's gaze lingered down as if he were staring at her ass, even though it was shielded from his view by her body.
Electricity coursed through her, and the rising heat made it difficult to form a sentence. "And then?" she asked simply.
"Maybe I'd make him watch as I run my hands up your thighs, teasing you with my fingers, slipping them underneath your skirt, feeling the heat of your skin against mine. Maybe I'd tell him how good you taste as I bury my face between your thighs and make you scream my name."
Her thighs squeezed together involuntarily as she discreetly stimulated herself in front of him. He was so close that she could feel his breath tickling her skin.
"Maybe I'd tell him how good you taste as I bury my face between your thighs and make you scream my name." Little did he know, she did taste good, she had even enjoyed her own taste.
His flattery lingered longer than she was comfortable with. "And then?" she urged, finding it hard to keep her eyes open and stay present.
"Maybe I'd show him how I make you do what I want, how I make you mine right in front of him," Mike continued, the rasp in his voice intensifying the heat within her. "I could show him exactly what you need, how to give it to you, exactly how to make you come undone in my arms."
Her eyes closed at the idea of someone taking her again, like that single occasion from years ago. The thought of being used was enough to make her feel drunk, even without the little tequila she had consumed. "And then?"
She felt his cheek brush against hers as he whispered, "Instead of 'And then,' maybe I should fuck you senseless, right here in this office, on this very desk. Fuck you so hard that I have to stick a gag in your mouth so no one can hear you scream my name."
That did it. Her thighs clamp together, and she shifted her hips. Those last words were enough to help her reach orgasm, while Mike remained cheek to cheek with her. She was still mid-orgasm when her phone went off, shattering her euphoria.
Her body jumped, not from being startled, but from pure frustration. One of those rare moments when she achieved a hands-free orgasm, only to be interrupted so jarringly. Still panting, Lucy reached for her phone.
It's Chad. Of course it's Chad. Not only will he not give her the pleasure she needs so badly, but he interrupts the pleasure she was just experiencing.
"Hello?" she answered, trying not to sound curt.
"Hey honey, I just wanted to know when you're thinking you make it home. It's getting a bit late, and I wanted to check that you're okay," his voice came through the speaker. As frustrated as she was, the concern in his voice reminded her how good of a husband he was in every other way.
"I'll be leaving in just a few minutes. I'm basically on my way," her voice softened.
"Sounds good. See you soon. I love you." Lucy heard the words but couldn't say them back in that moment as she hung up the phone. She did love him, but right now, there were too many conflicting feelings swirling in her mind, and she didn't want to taint those words with her current state.
"That was Chad. He was checking to see when I'd be home," Lucy explained to Mike.
He simply nodded. "Yeah, of course. It's pretty late." He stepped aside, further clearing the way for her. As he moved, her downcast eyes were drawn to his groin. The long tumescent shape had diminished while she was on the phone, but there was a clear damp spot on his gray slacks, demonstrating the state of arousal he was in just moments ago.
Running a hand through her hair, she tried to get control of herself. "Yeah, I need to get going. Raincheck on the rest of that conversation though?" she asked giving him a smile. It was an abrupt end to their flirting.
"Yeah, of course. I'll walk you out," Mike said with a hint of a somber tone all of a sudden.
Having gathered everything she needs for the night, they started the walk toward her car. She could feel her inner thighs smoothly gliding over each other, aided by the silky fluids that had leaked from her just moments ago. The sensation caused her concern about the very real possibility that she could be dripping down her own thighs, and she hoped Mike wouldn't notice anything. With her body tense, she just wanted to get to the car as quickly as possible.
Reaching the doors to the parking lot, she began to feel more relaxed in the dim lighting outside. As she neared her car, she looked over at Mike. "Thank you for your help today, Mike. I really appreciate it. And thanks for going over the contracts with me earlier." And she did appreciate it.
Mike's signature warm smile, the one that draws everyone in, washed over her. "I'm always here to help," he replied, holding her car door open as a courteous gesture.
Could she really just get in her car and drive away after everything that just happened, unceremoniously ending it all with no warning or closure? Regardless of how Mike might be feeling, she didn't know if she could walk away without some attempt at closure.
For that matter, did she even want closure? As she moved to sit in her car, all of the things Mike had said, intentionally or unintentionally, swirled through her mind.
Just as she was about to pull her leg into the car, she looked up at Mike and, without preamble, told him, "Don't think I've forgotten what you said." She lacked the confidence in her words, stemming from this uncharted desire she was feeling, and they came out more as a murmur than she'd have liked. Still, she pressed on. "About how you'd show Chad how to satisfy me. I haven't forgotten a word of it, Mike. And I won't forget it. Who knows? Maybe one day I'll hold you to it." As she got the last words out, she felt a wave of excitement at having vocalized them.
Adjusting to prepare to close her door, she noticed his penis at eye level, her gaze automatically returned to that damp spot on his slacks once more. She guessed he wasn't even aware and gave him a quick wink as she settled back into her seat, seeing that he was ready to close her door for her.
"I won't forget either, Lucy," he said. "I don't know if I could, even if I wanted to."
With a sultry smile, she replied, "Good. Because I'll be thinking of it tonight. Every. Single. Word."
Needing to get home, she set her things down in the other seat and heard her car door close, thanks to Mike giving it a gentle push.



Starting the engine, Lucy began the drive home, the events of the evening swirling in her mind like a tornado. The way Mike took charge, the things he said, and how her body reacted, it was all so foreign yet exhilarating. She couldn't believe she let things go that far at the mere suggestion of Mike's dominance, not just over her, but over her husband as well.
The words he'd spoken and the vivid images he'd painted in her mind felt intoxicating. She reached down between her legs and felt the slickness of her arousal. Her orgasm may have been cut short thanks to Chad, but it was an orgasm nonetheless. One brought on by Mike's words while his cheek brushed hers.
Her phone jolted her from her reverie, the car alerting her to a new text from Mike.
Mike: Hey. I know you only had a couple of drinks, but let me know when you make it home, just so I know.
His concern was sweet, but unnecessary.
Lucy: Almost home already. Just sitting at a light, but I'll text when I'm not driving anymore to let you know when I'm there.
Mike: Hey, here's a fun fact. Apparently, someone else was still in the office the whole time.
She waited until she was just down the street from her house to respond. Was he really so unaware that he didn't hear Dan with the number of times he walked by her office?
Lucy: I'm safe and sound. And yeah, it was Dan in accounting. I heard him a few times when he was on the phone with someone. You didn't notice his car in the parking lot? Heading inside now.
Mike: Wow, I totally missed all of that. Guess I was a little preoccupied at the moment. That could've gone badly.
Lucy: Don't worry, I'm nearly positive he never heard a word he shouldn't have. Makes the memory all the more fun though, doesn't it? Now that it's over and you know how close you were to being caught spanking a subordinate you're supposed to be taking care of?
Unable to resist the last opportunity to flirt, she couldn't help but tease him about his earlier actions. She had been sitting on the street for a few minutes and figured she should pull in. Chad was probably wondering where she was, especially since she should've already been home.
As she pulled into the driveway, she spotted Chad's car in the garage. Taking a deep breath, she prepared herself to go inside. She needed to have another talk with him about what was bothering her, but first, she had to change and relax. Tonight was not the night for that conversation. Right now, she needed to unwind, let the day fade away, and eventually get some sleep so she could focus on bringing in the new client tomorrow.
Heading inside, she offered a quick hello to Chad before making her way upstairs to change. She dropped her purse and headed to the closet, stripping off her clothes as she walked toward the bathroom to freshen up a bit. Remembering that Mike had texted her, she grabbed her phone to check what he had to say.
Mike: Always the tease, aren't you? I mean, you can't just untuck your blouse, bend over like a little slut in front of your boss, and not expect to have consequences.
Stopping dead in her tracks, she reread the second part of his message. Her heart pounded in her chest as she glanced over her shoulder at the bedroom door to see if Chad had come up the stairs. Did he seriously just call her a slut in a text? Moreover, did she just throb in response to it?
Her heart raced, and her breaths turned shallow. There were so many layers to this unfamiliar sensation she was experiencing. A warm flush crept up her neck and across her cheeks as she read the text again.
Heading into the bathroom, she closed the door and turned on the faucet, wanting a moment of privacy as she responded. That simple line in a text brought such a rush of energy, she figured he had just earned himself a little reward.
She experimented with a few different poses, finally satisfied with recreating the position Mike had witnessed earlier, now fully undressed. Cropping the picture so her breasts weren't shown, she made sure the profile accentuated her curves in all the right ways. It wasn't easy, standing in her bathroom under the pressure of spontaneity, but she managed. With a final glance, she sent the picture.
Lucy: Who? Me? Am I? No... Do you mean to tell me that just because I try to prove I'm not a liar to my interim boss by bending over like this, it's enough to warrant punishment?
Her heart raced, and her mind reeled as she realized she had just sent both the text and the picture. "Jesus..." she muttered to herself, trying to concentrate on her nightly routine.
After enough time had passed for Mike to thoroughly absorb her picture, she got his reply.
Mike: Yes, it does. The office is not the place to present yourself like a bitch in heat, especially knowing there are other people still working who could hear or walk in at any moment. No matter how good you look when you do it.
Lucy was impressed. She had expected him to respond with comments about her picture, not to maintain this little game of roleplay, or whatever it was he was engaging in. Not that she was complaining. His words wound her up again, igniting that fire within her. Still, she knew she had to be the bigger person and revert to her earlier resolution to shut out Mike. She needed to get some sleep if she was going to pull off tomorrow's meeting. But not without giving him something else to think about.
Lucy: Well then, I guess I do deserve a spanking. But just know that I can be a good little slut as long as it's worth my while. Good night, Mike. Time for my beauty sleep before my meeting in the morning. Don't ruin your phone, lol.
With that, she ignored her phone for the rest of the night, missing his last text until the morning, which was just a single word- "Night."
Having essentially gotten ready for bed, she decided to spend a little time with Chad before calling it a night.
The next morning, Lucy strode into the office, her head held high and feeling empowered in her favorite suit. Today, she was determined to bring it all home, using every asset she had.
Heading straight to her office, Lucy gathered what she needed and set up the conference room. She reviewed her notes and mentally went over the talking points Mike had recommended the night before.
As she was preparing, Mike popped up in her doorway, not entering but tapping the doorframe with a confident smile. "You've got this. You know where I'll be if you need anything." With a playful wink, he was gone.
And she did. All of her preparations paid off. The meeting went smoothly, she covered everything they asked for, and where she couldn't meet their exact requirements, she was confident she had outperformed her competitors.
Walking the clients out, she passed by Mike and gave him a nod. The smile on her face clearly communicated her satisfaction with the meeting. Once they were out the door, she headed back to her office to take a deep breath. Moments later, Mike let himself in.
"Well?" he asked, leaning against the doorframe with his arms crossed and a smile on his face.
Leaning back in her chair, Lucy felt a rush of exhilaration. The hard work was done, provided nothing unexpected came up. "It went well. They want to review the fine print, but it sounds like it's a go."
His face lit up, genuine happiness radiating from him. "That's great, Lucy! You know how to handle them."
"Thanks, Mike. I couldn't have done it without your help," she replied sincerely.
"That's what I'm here for. To make sure you're always at the top of your game. And trust me, this deal is in the bag," he said, always downplaying his own contributions. His philosophy was clear, as long as the people under him looked good, he looked good by default. He didn't need to take credit. Even though she wasn't technically on his team, that was just his default attitude.
She appreciated the support, but she also knew that her job wasn't quite done yet. "It's not done until the last contract is signed. You taught me that," she reminded him.
"Did I?" he asked, pushing himself upright. "Huh, that sounds too pessimistic to be me. My money's on it being a done deal." He walked further into her office with a confident swagger.
Lucy couldn't help but feel a flutter in her stomach at his words. She had always known Mike had faith in her, but hearing him express it so confidently sent a wave of warmth through her. "Well, I do have a couple of good mentors," she said, standing up as he sat down. Her energy began to ramp up.
He's right, she thought to herself. As the idea that she had brought it home, other than the formality, started to set in, she felt a restless excitement from closing the deal. "And I appreciate all your help. Really, I can't say thank you enough." She walked in loops around her office, her energy antsy and unfocused.
After so much work and time, she had essentially finally landed the biggest client she'd ever pulled in on her own. Adrenaline coursed through her veins as she stared blankly at the floor, wringing her hands, one foot stepping in front of the other as she continued to circle.
Startled when she suddenly felt hands gripping her shoulders, she looked up to see Mike standing in her way, calling her name. "Lucy!" He smiled at her, clearly amused by her restless pacing. "Go home," he told her.
What does he mean? "Go home? What do you mean?" she asked, not understanding why he was telling her to do that.
She heard him chuckle, and a smile spread across his face. "Yes, go home, Lucy. Take the day to celebrate. Tell Chad to take you out or something. You did a fantastic job, and there's nothing urgent that can't wait a day."
Lucy finally registered what he was saying and realized that he was right. The proposal was in, and now it was just a waiting game for the official approval.
"You're right," she said, a smile spreading across her face. "I know Chad can't take off, but that doesn't mean I can't treat myself, right?" He had a lot going on at work, and his boss wasn't the type to let anyone take off without notice. He always required a two-week advance request to approve any time off. But maybe she'd pamper herself today, and even though it was her day, there was no reason she couldn't do something nice for him when he got home, so they could enjoy a lovely evening together.
Mike nodded. "Absolutely." He gave her shoulders a gentle squeeze before letting go. "Now go on, get out of here."
Unsure of what else to say, Lucy flung her arms around him, wrapping them tightly behind his back. She held him in as tight a hug as she could manage.
"Thanks again, Mike," she sighed into his chest.
After a moment of stiffening up, he gave her a bear hug, allowing her to hold him for a moment longer. The warm embrace was calming, and she felt a newfound gratitude for him.
When she released her grip, he did as well, letting her step back. Giving him one last smile, she turned to her desk to collect her things. It was only 10:30, so she had a full day ahead to enjoy.
Lucy headed out to her car, feeling lighter than she had in months. She spent the morning treating herself to a much-needed spa day, starting with a mani-pedi, followed by a relaxing massage. From there, she managed to get in for a haircut. By the time she finished, she felt like a new woman. Still buzzing from the morning's victory, the pampering only added to her euphoria.
Deciding to make a quick stop at the mall to pick up a few things, she thought about the nice evening she had planned with Chad. While she really wanted to go out to celebrate, she managed her expectations and opted for a cozy night in. The reality was that even though this was her day, poor Chad was still at work, facing a busy schedule, and both of them would be back to work tomorrow.
She spent a few hours browsing through the stores, eventually picking up a few items for herself, adding retail therapy to her day, along with a small gift for Chad. She knew it wasn't much, but she wanted to show him appreciation for always being there for her in all the ways that mattered.
As she was leaving the mall, she pulled out her phone to check the time. It was a little past three in the afternoon. With a few hours before Chad was expected home, she decided to take a detour to her favorite lingerie boutique.
It was a small, intimate shop specializing in high-quality, sexy lingerie. She hadn't visited in a while and thought she'd surprise Chad with something new. As she browsed through the racks, a few pieces caught her eye. She settled on a black lace teddy with a matching garter belt and thigh-high stockings. She also picked out a red satin bra and thong set that she knew Chad would love.
Lucy made her way to the dressing room to try on her selections. As she slipped off her clothes and stepped into the teddy, she admired herself in the mirror.
The black lace hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her hips and making her feel sexy and confident. She loved how the garter belt and stockings made her legs look endless. Turning to the side, she admired the way the lace cupped her breasts, creating an alluring silhouette. A rush of excitement surged through her at the thought of Chad seeing her in this. Hopefully it'd have the effect she was looking for.
After gathering her purchases, Lucy stopped at the grocery store to pick up a few essentials before heading home. She tidied up a bit and then started preparing one of Chad's favorite dinners, keeping it light for when she put on her new outfit later that evening.
When Chad got home, he was greeted by the fragrant smells of a delicious dinner. Lucy hadn't told him that she had gotten off early, she wanted to surprise him. While it wasn't unusual for her to arrive before him, she didn't often have time to cook something like this or tidy up the house. So, when he walked in to find her in the kitchen with all the burners going and popping the cap off a beer for him, his face lit up with a surprised smile.
"What's going on here?" Chad asked.
"Guess!" Lucy replied, her voice brimming with excitement.
"Did you finally get that big client you were working on?" He leaned in for a kiss, which she gladly reciprocated with passion.
"Not yet, but my meeting this morning went amazing!" she exclaimed, leaping into his arms and wrapping her legs around him.
Chad chuckled and spun her around, planting a kiss on her lips. "That's fantastic, babe. I'm so proud of you!"
"Thanks, honey," Lucy said, beaming. Hearing those words from him filled her with a sense of pride, and she always cherished his acknowledgment of her accomplishments.
They shared a tender kiss, sweet and full of love. Lucy felt warmth spread through her chest and couldn't help but nuzzle into Chad's neck.
"I have a little surprise for you," she whispered into his ear as she felt his arms tighten around her. "But you can't see it until later."
The conversation continued and eventually lead to them enjoying a quiet, leisurely meal on the patio, the warm summer breeze creating a peaceful ambiance. Afterward, they retreated to the living room to watch a movie, snuggled up on the couch.
"What did you think?" Lucy asked, nestling into his chest as the credits rolled.
Chad yawned and stretched his arms above his head. "I'm not sure. It was good, but I think I might have fallen asleep for a bit."
Lucy felt a twinge of irritation. "Well, that's not very romantic. I wanted to watch this with you."
"I'm sorry, Lucy. I've just had a long day, and I'm really tired," Chad apologized, rubbing her back.
Lucy sat up, her eyes flashing with frustration. "You always say that, Chad. It's not enough to just be tired. I need you to put in some effort too," she snapped, sitting upright on the couch, her voice laced with irritation. "You don't even try to meet me halfway. Can't you see that I need you to show me that you care? This was my big day, but I knew you'd be tired. Instead of asking you to go out to celebrate, I came home and made one of your favorite fucking dinners! Not mine, but yours!"
Chad sighed, running a hand through his hair. "I do care, Lucy. But I get run down from work too. Sometimes I need you to meet me in the middle."
Lucy's eyes widened in disbelief. "Meet you in the middle? I've been doing that for years, Chad! I've been the one planning dates, the one surprising you, the one trying to keep this marriage alive! And what do I get in return? A tired husband who can't even stay awake through a movie we're supposed to watch together?" Her voice shook with emotion and tears welled up.
Chad regarded her with a mix of surprise and frustration on his face. "I never meant to make you feel like I don't care. I do care, and I love you. But you can't expect me to be perfect all the time, just like you can't be."
Lucy stood up, her body trembling, and took a deep breath to calm herself. "You know what, it doesn't matter. It's fine. You're tired, so go ahead and go to bed. I'm going to take a bath and try to enjoy the end of my day." The calm in her voice felt forced, and all Chad could do was watch her turn and head upstairs.
In the following days, Lucy floated through work, merely going through the motions. It wasn't her best effort, and she wasn't proud, but it was enough to keep the wheels in motion until she could get a handle on everything.
She couldn't face Mike either, and guilt gnawed at her. She knew he didn't deserve her silence, but the words escaped her. The hurt she felt could either push her into his arms if he said the right thing, or unleash the anger that simmered just beneath the surface if he said the wrong thing.
After work, she found herself sitting in her car in front of her house. She was supposed to go grocery shopping, but she couldn't bring herself to move. It wasn't that she was avoiding Chad, she just didn't want to face him right now. She hated herself for being passive-aggressive, yet felt powerless to stop.
She knew she needed to talk to Chad, to really discuss how she was feeling after their many arguments regarding their marriage. But she was scared. Scared of what the solutions they've discussed might bring.
Another day at work, another day of frustration. Lucy was trying to process everything that'd been going on in her life. How does she get out of this rut she's stuck in? Work felt strange, and she was the one making it feel that way as she avoided Mike, fearful of how she might react around him. Home is no better because of the awkward situation she and Chad found themselves in.
As she sat in her office, contemplating her life and staring absentmindedly at her computer, when Mike suddenly walked in and tossed a folder onto her desk.
"Sorry to bother you, but I need you to process this contract right away," he said.
The manner in which he entered, without any pleasantries and just tossing the file onto her desk, made her feel uneasy. Was he punishing her for avoiding him? Would he actually give her some random contract to process instead of assigning it to whoever it belonged to simply because he was upset with her? And why was he just standing there with his hands in his pockets, as if this was perfectly normal?
Having picked up the file to see how much time her punishment would take, she opened it and immediately lost it. She jumped out of her chair with a squeal and hugged Mike as tightly as she could. Being the closest person, it all happened faster before she realized it, and she found herself holding onto his neck. The client finally sent over the signed contracts.
"Ok, ok, ok. Lucy, please," she heard him say. Realizing that his arms were no longer around her but pushing on her hips, her heart raced. Endorphins flooded her bloodstream, and she looked up at him with the biggest smile her face could support. "Good job, Lucy. I told you it was in the bag. You can email Bill to let him know. I'm sure he'll want to congratulate you when he gets back on Monday." With that, he returned her smile and left.



She looked at the file again, taking in the fact that it was done. This time, Ahab caught the whale. "Take that, Melville!" she muttered under her breath.
As she surveyed her empty office, she glanced toward the door, realizing that once again she was alone, having failed to say a single word to Mike. No thank you, nothing. She sat at her desk, not only thankful that it was official but also grateful to have something to snap her out of her funk, at least temporarily, and to keep her mind occupied with something positive.
She couldn't help but wonder how Chad would react to her news. The day did seem much brighter, though.
The following Saturday, Lucy sat on the couch, staring at her phone. Was she really going to text Mike to come over for dinner tonight? Chad insisted they invite him over to properly thank him for his last-minute help on her big deal. That sounded great on the surface, but could she actually go through with it?
With a deep sigh, she steeled her nerves and texted Mike.
Lucy: Hey Mike, I'm really sorry I was so excited the other day that I didn't even thank you. So, thank you!
God, what am I supposed to say? Would Mike even want to come over after she had completely ignored him recently?
Lucy: Anyway, Chad and I would love to invite you over for dinner tonight as a thank you for everything, if you're up for it.
Is Mike going to be willing to sit down for dinner with Chad and me after everything he said in my office? Or what I said to him in the parking lot? I work with him... This is a dumb idea.
Lucy: You don't have to. I don't want you to feel obligated, of course. I know it's last minute and you probably already have plans.
That last text was his out if he wanted it. A simple excuse for him to decline without feeling guilty.
Tossing her phone aside, she fell back into the couch and ran her hands through her hair. What was she doing? Inviting Mike over for dinner with Chad was a terrible idea. It was bound to be awkward and would only complicate things further. She needed to stay away from Mike, not invite him into her home.
But Chad was right to a degree. Mike had been a big help with the proposal. He deserved a thank you. She could handle it, though. After the argument with Chad and his claim that she needed to meet him halfway, did she really want to say no to his request? She felt like she was already meeting him well beyond halfway, but maybe she wasn't. Perhaps she was just focused on herself.
Chad was outside cleaning up the yard while Lucy sat there with the white noise of the TV. A random movie was playing, one she wasn't watching, as she spiraled down another rabbit hole of thoughts about how this dinner would work.
Who knows how much time passed before she heard her phone buzz? She looked at it as though it were a foreign object. Something that could only bring horrible things into her life. Eventually, she picked it up and told herself that it was super short notice and that Mike was a popular guy. There was a good chance he already had a date and dinner plans.
Mike: I'd love to come over for dinner. What time did you have in mind?
Dammit.
Lucy: How about 7:00?
It was all she could manage, and then her head fell back against the deep cushion, the back of her hand resting across her forehead as she held her phone.
How the fuck do people do this?
Mike: Sounds great. See you at 7.
I'm committed now, so I may as well go let Chad know.
She quickly typed out a reply.
Lucy: Looking forward to it.
What's one more lie, right?
Getting up from the couch, she went to inform Chad before preparing the house, and herself, for company.
Lucy stood in the kitchen, sipping her mojito and talking to Chad, when her phone suddenly buzzed. Looking down at it on the counter, she saw the notification indicating someone was at her front door. Closing her eyes and taking a deep breath, she took a moment to calm her nerves.
When she opened her eyes again, she saw Chad watching her. He motioned to the door as if to say, "What are you waiting for?" Setting her glass down, she went to let Mike in.
"Hey, Mike, come on in." It took everything she had to sound inviting when, inside, she was conflicted about having him there.
"Thanks for having me over. It smells amazing in here," he said as he stepped inside.
Lucy let out a small laugh. For some reason, his comment caught her off guard. "Chad's been cooking all afternoon. He's really excited to have you over."
"Yeah, I remember him saying how much he likes to cook." Mike looked around, as though he were taking everything in. Following his gaze, Lucy glanced around as well, noting all the pictures of her and Chad on display.
I need a drink, she thought as she fixated on one of the photos. "Can I get you a drink?"
"Sure, whatever you're having is fine," he replied.
Lucy watched Mike move toward one of the chairs as she headed into the kitchen. Stating the obvious, she let her husband know that her boss was indeed sitting in the living room, emphasizing the title for effect, even if he wasn't really her direct supervisor. The titles floated through her mind, husband and boss. Chad was supposed to be her boss in this environment.
Topping off her drink, she poured one for Mike and carried the drinks into the living room. "Mojito," she said as she noticed him examining the drink, trying to figure it out. "It's kind of warm out, and I've been lounging outside enjoying the weather. I like to sip on these occasionally, they make me feel like I'm on a little vacation when the weather's just right." Did she really just ramble about her drink and the weather?
After he took a sip, Mike looked at her with a hint of surprise. "I get it. It's refreshing," he said, eyeing the glass.
When Chad finally walked into the room, Lucy felt relieved to have someone else to talk to.
"How ya been, buddy?" Chad greeted him with his usual upbeat, loud self.
"Good man! And you?" Mike responded, shaking his hand.
"Good, good! Thanks for everything with Lucy, man. I can't tell you how much she appreciated your help." Chad continued the conversation.
Lucy chimed in when needed, but mostly she sorted through her thoughts. The rum was a good choice. She appreciated its ability to make her feel at ease, and she chuckled to herself. She'd been nursing her drink for a while. It had been slow earlier, but all of a sudden, someone must have been sneaking drinks from her glass because they were clearly going faster now.
Chad excused himself to check on dinner, pretty sure it should be ready. Lucy led Mike out to the patio, where he took a seat with his back to the door but facing the sunset. Lucy went back inside to help bring out the dishes.
Setting wine and water on the table, Lucy asked, "Would you like something else to drink, Mike?"
"No, wine and water works for me," he replied as she gathered the last of the items before sitting down.
Things were going well. The conversation was pleasant, and Chad was actually showing some affection with little touches here and there. Lucy felt relaxed, maybe it was the rum or the way the wine glass was sweating on the table, but she felt good. She liked this.
They discussed the usual conversational topics, work, hobbies, vacations, and so on. The discussion flowed easily between them, punctuated by laughter and shared anecdotes as she sat with two story tellers. As the evening wore on and the alcohol coursed through her veins, Lucy found herself leaning back in her chair, her hand resting casually on Chad's knee. She hadn't even realized she'd done it until she felt Chad's fingers intertwine with hers, giving her hand a comforting squeeze. She smiled at him, warmth spreading through her. She was glad they were there together, enjoying each other's company.
She was also warming up to the idea that Mike was there. He was a good looking guy, and made for nice eye candy while she enjoyed her dinner.
The drinking she'd done throughout the day, combined with the warmth of Chad beneath her hand, made any earlier feelings of apprehension dissolve. She found herself rubbing Chad's leg more while simultaneously leaning forward onto the table, finding excuses to touch Mike's arm whenever one of them said something. She felt little twitches from Chad beneath her hand each time she made contact with Mike's arm or hand, and she couldn't help but wonder what was going through his head. Yet those touches spurred her on further.
"So, Mike, Lucy tells me you've been a real lifesaver around the office," Chad said.
Lucy knew he was referring to Mike helping with closing the deal, but her mind drifted to all their recent interactions. The way his attention had affirmed her femininity and kept her from shutting down sexually was almost intoxicating.
"She's the one who's been doing the heavy lifting. I just provided some moral support," Mike replied, deflecting the compliment in his usual manner.
Lucy wasn't about to let him downplay his role. It was okay to be recognized for the work he had done. "Moral support, my ass. You reviewed everything, helped draft the language, and kept me from climbing the walls."
He let out a small, dismissive laugh. "Well, I do what I can. Lucy's always been a real go-getter, and Bill's usually the one there for her. I just put some polish on the work she'd already done this time."
Having kicked her shoes off long ago, she lightly kicked Mike under the table with her bare foot for being so flippant about his contributions. When he laughed, she kicked him again and playfully pushed at him.
Suddenly, Chad rose from his chair with a light laugh and headed for the patio door. "Well, I can't thank you enough. Lucy's been on cloud nine ever since she closed that deal," he said, smacking Mike on the back as he walked by. "I'm grabbing another beer from inside. Do you guys need anything?"
"Yes, bring me a rum and coke," Lucy requested, but then remembered Chad's tendency for a heavy pour. She was already tipsier than she should be, all things considered. "But not too strong! Please."
Looking back at Mike, she added, "You want anything?" Her foot was now rubbing his leg, and she was struggling to suppress a smile at the amusement she derived from her own question, all things considered.
"Yeah, I guess I'll just have the same," Mike answered, clearing his throat.
Lucy watched Chad close the French door as he headed inside. As soon as it clicked shut, Mike instantly asked, "What the hell are you doing?" His tone was almost scolding, like a parent reprimanding a child for misbehavior.
"What do you mean?" Lucy asked, stifling the urge to laugh. His discomfort was such a stark contrast to their earlier conversation in the office.
"I mean, Chad's going to be right back." His voice was laced with concern, but she noted that he made no actual attempt to brush her foot away or even move his leg out of her reach.
Looking toward where Chad had gone, she tried to comfort Mike. "Don't worry, he headed toward the stairs, so he'll be a minute" she said as she turned her attention back to him. "Come on, Mike, what happened to all those things you said you would do to me while making him watch?"
She could see his face flush, and his eyes darted around as if anyone else might hear her. "Lucy, you can't be serious."
Tilting her head slightly, she gave him a pouty look, gazing up at him. "Why not, boss?" she teased, reminding him of how forcefully he'd spoken in the office. Looking back toward the house, she added, "He's in the bathroom. It's just you and me. Are you telling me you were all talk, Mike?" Her eyes settled on him for the last question.
During their conversation, her foot had traveled from his calf to his thigh, and despite the words coming from his mouth, he never tried to stop her. Instead, he stared at her foot, as if perplexed by its presence.
"Lucy, I don't want to make any rash decisions here, especially with Chad right there." His head turned slightly, as if he were going to glance over his shoulder toward the kitchen, but he stopped halfway, afraid of looking suspicious.
Lucy watched him for a moment, then quickly glanced at the door. Her foot never left his thigh, instead, it pressed down further until it found its intended prize.
"Lucy," he said, tension evident in his voice.
"Shhh," she hushed him, leaning further back in her chair as she continued her ministrations with her foot.
Lucy could see Mike's resolve melting, evident when he muttered to no one in particular, "Where the fuck is that drink?" Still, he made no attempt to physically stop her. "And just how do you see this working, Lucy?"
A smile crept across her face. His question signaled that he was no longer resisting, instead, he was attempting to rationalize how this would play out and whether it was acceptable.
There was no clear plan. "Well, I guess we'll find out together," she purred, directing her gaze back to him. She noticed how flushed his face had become, and she focused her efforts, stroking near his erection through his shorts. "We've talked about it, fantasized about it, and now here we are."
Lucy's eyes darted around the house before she leaned in closer, whispering, "I don't want this to just be a fantasy, Mike. I want it to be real." She lowered her voice to ensure their little secret remained just that. The thought of his erection free, just to see it firsthand, had her dripping. She wanted to know if it was as big as it appeared in the video and if he was just all talk.
She ran her foot up his inner thigh and back down, teasing him through his shorts. She noticed his breathing hitch, his jaw clenching in response. It thrilled her to know she could make this strong, confident man squirm. But the patio door swung open again, and she casually withdrew her foot, already missing the contact.
As Chad came out with fresh drinks and the necessities to make more if needed, Lucy smiled up at him.
"Here we go," he said, a cheerful grin on his face. "Rum and cokes for both of you and one beer for me." He passed out the drinks before settling back into his chair.
Leaning toward the middle of the table, he raised his beer for a toast. "To friends!" he declared, beaming.
"To friends," they both responded, clinking their glasses against his bottle.
As Lucy settled back into her chair, she returned her hand to her husband's lap. Taking another sip of her drink, she looked at Mike and asked, "So, Mike, are you seeing anyone these days?" It was a question born of curiosity, not jealousy. She genuinely wanted to know if he had an outlet for the sexual tension that had been building between them recently, or was he solely focused on her?
She watched him down a significant portion of his drink, something he had been previously nursing, before he replied, "Not officially, no."
What an evasive answer, she thought, frustration creeping in.
Apparently, Chad must have been thinking the same thing. "And what does that mean?" he asked.
"Just that I'm not tied down to anyone at the moment. I guess I'm just enjoying my freedom," Mike replied, taking another drink.
Deciding to put him on the spot, Lucy leaned forward and asked, "So, you're just fucking whoever you want, whenever you want?" She smiled as she caught him off guard, nearly choking on his drink.
"Something like that, I guess," he answered, glancing at the dwindling contents of his glass.
"Fuck it, why not? You're single and not hurting anyone. Have fun while you can," Chad chimed in. Lucy felt a pang in her chest, his words stinging in a way. Here he was encouraging Mike to explore, while he himself passed up every opportunity to be with her whenever he wanted.
"Cheers to that," she said, turning to give her husband a kiss. But he simply leaned in and presented her with his cheek. Frustration flared within her. She had wanted a kiss, but now she sat back in her chair, feeling let down. Raising her foot back to Mike's thigh, she stared directly at him, adding, "To whomever you want." Unspoken words hung in the air. Including me, she thought.
Mike clearly felt uncomfortable with what was happening under the table and wasn't taking her earlier statement about wanting it to be a reality seriously.
"I suppose," he eventually offered, seeming unsure in response to Chad's encouragement.
"I mean, yeah, why not? Life's short. You only live once, right?" Chad continued. Lucy's frustration grew as she watched Mike's lack of engagement, especially after her husband had refused her a kiss only moments ago.
"So then what's your excuse, Chad?" Lucy couldn't take it any longer. The heat radiating from her core felt like a fire, and she was more sexually frustrated than she could remember. Hearing her husband encourage another guy to have all the sex he could while he continually turned her down was too much. If no one was going to make a move on her, she would take matters into her own hands.
"My excuse for what, babe?" Chad asked.
As if he didn't know, she thought. He took another sip of his beer, oblivious to the tension in the air.
"For not fucking me like you used to?" she shot back, her disregard for anyone else's feelings evident in her public questioning. A sense of pleasure surged through her as she watched him choke on his beer, clearly taken aback by her boldness.
"Lucy, what the fuck?" Chad stammered, his gaze darting rapidly between her and Mike. The embarrassment on his face was obvious as he shot a brief look at Mike.
"I'm sorry, babe, but you know it's true," she responded, her tone apologetic for putting him on the spot in front of Mike, yet there was no hesitation in her words. She locked her gaze on Mike, as if she were exposing Chad's failings for him to see. "You don't touch me like you used to. You don't even look at me like you used to," she finished, casting her eyes down toward his lap.
Even Mike appeared uncomfortable with the sudden shift in tone, but Lucy didn't care. She was determined to make everyone understand exactly what she wanted. Her foot remained in Mike's lap, and despite knowing his shorts were too tight for her to slip it up further, she let her foot linger at the entrance to the leg hole, teasing the boundary.
"I hardly think this is the time to talk about this, Lucy," Chad said, his voice soft and strained. "Mike doesn't want to hear about our problems. We're supposed to be celebrating your deal."
"Oh please, Mike's already heard it all," she shot back. Letting her husband know that this attractive man in front of her had been an ear to their marital problems was almost satisfying. It wasn't entirely true, she'd only touched on the subject without delving into specifics, but it felt good to imply otherwise. All of this was his doing after all.
Once again, Mike sputtered on his drink, now caught in the conversation against his will. Embarrassment colored his cheeks as his eyes flitted around the patio.
"We don't need to do this right now, Lucy," he pleaded.
"Look, Chad," she began, finally meeting his eyes. "I just... I want you to look at me the way you used to. I want you to fuck me the way you used to. I miss it. I miss you. And while you're not, keep in mind that other guys are dying for the chance." The last sentence hung in the air, a pointed reference to the man whose cock was pressing firmly against the sole of her foot.
"Babe, I'm sorry. I've just been stressed with work. And I know I haven't been--" The same old justifications spilled from his lips, but Lucy wasn't about to entertain them again tonight.
"Do you like my ass, Chad?" she asked, her words dripping with challenge. It was a rhetorical question. Of course, he liked her ass, who didn't? "Do you want to know what Mike said about my ass?" She turned back to Mike, pressing the question.



She could feel Mike's discomfort radiating from him, his body tense under her foot as memories of what he'd said about her body flashed through her mind.
"Lucy, please," Chad whispered, clearly unnerved.
Completely disregarding his request, she continued. "He said he wanted to tell you how great my ass looked in my skirt, Chad. I believe he said he wanted to grab it, squeeze it, and sink his teeth into it." Taking a sip of her drink, she let those words hang in the air for a moment. "Isn't that right, Mike?" One way or another, she was going to force Mike to follow through on those "maybes" he had mentioned how many nights ago.
When he lagged in responding and looked incredibly put on the spot, she pinned his erection, her heel finding a testicle to press against. "Something like that," he finally croaked out.
"And what else did you say?" she challenged, maintaining eye contact. The entire situation was getting to her. She had two men under her thumb at the moment, and while the idea of taking what he wanted, like he claimed in her office was thrilling. The thought of both of them pleasuring her was intoxicating.
Setting her glass down on the table, she lowered her hand to her lap and pulled her skirt up. Spreading her free leg until her thigh touched Chad's, she exposed her sex to the cooling evening air and rubbed her inner thigh, teasing herself. Despite the heat radiating from her body, the cool air created a tantalizing contrast that intensified the sensations as her essence flowed warmly and abundantly.
"I, uh, I don't remember," Mike meekly said.
Without even thinking about it, her foot applied more pressure to his sensitive parts in an effort to get him to respond out of self-preservation, if nothing else. "Don't start lying now," she scolded him. "I told you, Mike, I was going to remember 'Every. Single. Word.' and I meant it. You said you would as well. And I believe you do, Mike."
"I said I'd make him watch me run my hand up under your skirt, I think," he answered. He was still being noncommittal with his answer, but it was progress. Lucy smiled inwardly at his words as she slid her own hand up to her womanhood in place of his. She was absolutely drenched.
With her other hand still on Chad, she felt him shift. She looked over, taking pleasure in watching him squirm at her words as she pressed on. "But that wasn't the end of it, Mike." Lucy watched Chad's face as Mike cleared his throat and continued.
"No. I said I'd bury my face between your legs and tell him how good you tasted." Mike's words tickled her eardrums as she watched Chad sit and endure hearing everything. This new experience awakened a heightened sensitivity within her as her fingers delicately glided through her soft folds.
"But you don't know if I taste good, Mike. So how are you going to tell him when you don't know?" Lucy continued to watch Chad's downturned face. She wondered if he had tunnel vision as he looked at his own lap, or if he saw her masturbating with another man sitting across from them during this highly charged conversation. "What do you think, Chad? Do I taste good?" she asked, putting him on the spot now.
She was glad to see Chad finally raise his eyes immediately in response to her question. This showed her that he was still tuned in, even if he hadn't been looking at them. His eyes met hers briefly before looking down at what she was doing below Mike's line of sight, the table blocking his view.
With Chad's eyes on her, she slid two fingers deep inside her channel, manipulating her own insides. As much as she longed to continue pleasuring herself, she withdrew her fingers, instantly feeling bereft in their absence. Chad's eyes were locked on her hand as she brought it up to eye level, spreading her fingers to show how coated they were in her own nectar.
"Well, if you're not going to answer, what do you think, baby? Should I let him find out if I actually taste good for himself?" Lucy turned her head just enough to see his expression as her eyes went back and forth between the two of them, taking in their responses.
Chad had a look of disbelief that she'd actually be doing this, much less in front of him, while Mike looked like all the wind had been sucked from his lungs as he started longing at one of his apparent fetishes from what he'd shared.
If no one was going to say anything, she'd have to keep pushing them. Slowly, so they could comprehend what they were seeing, she brought her fingers to her mouth. Pursing her lips, she could feel how dry they had become as all of her fluids dripped for the others. She slowly rubbed her fingers over them, causing them to glisten in this taboo form of lip gloss, before sucking them inside. She never minded her own taste. It was faint but sweet, if anything. She liked the fact that it didn't have much of a taste, so it didn't become overpowering if someone was spending time going down on her. And the fact that it was her own fluids? Well, if she could handle taking a man's salty cum, then this was nothing. At least it was hers. Not that she minded the taste of cum either, as a general rule, it just depended on the guy.
Swirling her tongue around her own fingers, she savored the looks she was getting more than the actual taste, but then, that was the effect she was going for. Having to pick one of the two, she locked eyes with Mike as she slipped her fingers from her mouth with an intentional pop from the suction. Mike's erection was twitching in his shorts as it sought more pressure from her foot.
"Well? Should I let him have a taste?" she asked again, turning back to Chad to see how he was reacting to this new behavior of hers. He simply watched as she lowered her hand once more. The build-up of everything was nearly overwhelming, and she couldn't fight the urge to close her eyes as her fingers intentionally pushed over her g-spot and dipped back inside once more.
Just like the last time, Chad's eyes never left her hand as she slowly raised it again. This time, there was no pause for questions as it cleared the table. She moved her hand in Mike's direction, leaning forward slightly as she offered him her fingers. "Go ahead, Mike, have a taste." While his body appeared frozen in place, his member was not. It throbbed against her foot with each beat of his heart, forcing enough blood through him, that she could feel the pulses through his shorts and against her foot. "What's the matter? It's not like Chad said not to, did you, sweetie?" she asked, casting him a quick glance, only to see him still staring in disbelief.
Mike was taking so long that she was about to pull her hand back and see if Chad would take it when she finally saw Mike lean in. Her heart skipped a beat, her breath caught, and her vaginal walls clamped down on nothing. The absence of being filled was now completely unacceptable. This was the first true participation from Mike this evening, and it told her he was finally, truly caving.
She watched his lips part, giving her a sense of power as his tongue darted out to lap at her fingers one by one, sucking them into his mouth. His eyes were locked onto hers, a mix of desire and fear swirling in their depths. The sight of him tasting her, his strong jaw working, his Adam's apple bobbing as he swallowed, sent a fresh wave of heat crashing through her. Her own body was on fire, the clenching of her muscles now a constant, low throb in her core.
She could hear Chad's breath hitch beside her, his eyes wide as he watched this unfold. Turning to him, a wicked smile spread across her face as his jaw fell open. "Aw, is someone else getting to play with your wife?" she goaded him.
As Chad twitched, continuing to watch everything unfold before him, Lucy just smiled even more.
As she pulled her fingers from Mike's mouth, who clearly did not want to let her go, his lips remained clamped. His tongue chased her digits until they slipped past the entrance to his mouth.
Once her fingers were free, she grabbed a napkin from the table and wiped her hands clean. After she was satisfied that she'd wiped away any traces of anything on her hands, she stood up, keeping her eyes on Mike. The look of nervousness brought a smile back to her face as she reveled in the feeling of power while looking down at him. Once she reached him, he leaned further back in his chair, giving her room to more easily step over his legs.
He sat glued to his chair as she slowly lifted her dress, exposing herself, and he gladly took advantage of the opportunity, watching her come into sight. Fully exposed, she sat back, placing herself on the very edge of the cool tile that covered the heavy table. With one foot on the chair outside of his legs, she spread her own legs wide, fully exposing herself to him. Using one hand to brace herself, she brought her other hand to her slick slit, spreading the lips open. She briefly felt the cooler air drift over the freshly exposed, wet, sensitive flesh before the folds slipped under her fingers, closing herself off from his view again.
"Do you want to know what I was doing the moment you called me, the night I was at work late, Chad?" she asked him, but never looked to see his response. Instead, she manipulated her folds, watching her clitoris come in and out of view as she alternated between looking at herself and Mike's face. The look he gave was pure shock and lust. She could see his shirt stretch and his chest expand with each deep breath, as though he was trying to smell her.
"I was in the middle of an orgasm, simply from Mike's words," she continued after hearing no audible response from Chad. Mike's eyes quickly found hers as this new revelation sank in. "He hadn't even touched me, and he had me cumming on my desk, inches away from him, and he didn't even know. Did you, Mike?" she teased.
Mike said nothing, he simply looked back at her dripping sex and started moving forward. All of his resistance seemed to have finally left him, but Lucy wasn't taking any chances. She placed the hand that was once again coated in her fluids and reached out, guiding him toward her with a slight pressure on the back of his head.
There was no hesitation on his part, and she felt his tongue begin to explore every crease it could find. The sensation was a beautiful interplay of warmth and coolness as his warm tongue and hot breath covered her, only for the skin to cool instantly as the air made contact with its saliva-covered surface. The softness and pressure of his tongue lapping at any remnants of her nectar was intoxicating. His explorations of her most intimate area while her husband just sat dumbfounded sent a thrill radiating from her most sensitive areas, sending shivers along her skin.
Every flick and stroke ignited a fire within her, from the tantalizing tickles creating deep waves of pleasure to the emotional reaction in her limbic system, as her brain became drunk on the knowledge of what she was doing and allowing to happen. The intensity of everything made her acutely aware of every subtle touch.
As his hands snaked under her raised knees and gripped the small bit of her cheeks exposed where she sat on the table, she felt him slightly pull at her, almost possessively. Her body responded instinctively, arching toward the blissful sensations she was feeling. Each gentle caress and every swirling motion seemed to open her further, inviting waves of ecstasy to build and swell.
The idea of him becoming possessive while lapping at her in front of her husband was indescribable. Pulling herself back to the moment, she fought to catch her breath. Taking a moment, she looked back at Chad to see if he was watching this act unfold. "You told me that you'd show Chad what you were going to do to me, Mike. That you'd make--" Her words were cut short as his tongue sent a jolt of electricity through her sensitive nub, which seemed to become his center of focus. "Oh fuck, right there, Mike. Don't stop," she gasped, arching her back as she ground herself against his face. She felt his fingers dig into her more firmly as he tried to hold her in place. "That you'd make me do what you wanted," she managed to get out between spasms in her stomach muscles. "Mmmmm. And what is it you want to make me do... boss?" She added the last word as an afterthought, hoping to spark the assertive version of himself he had displayed in her office. When she said it, she looked him straight in the eyes, giving her most innocent look under the circumstances.
She saw his eyes volley back and forth between her and Chad, who still had not made a sound--not even a word about her orgasm in front of Mike. His tongue, which had continued its expert ministrations on her pearl, finally stopped, and he pulled away. His face looked as though he had steeled his resolve, which matched the words he uttered next--an echo of Chad's earlier comment.
"Fuck it. You only live once," he said as soon as his mouth was free. "Your fingers tasted good, Lucy, but getting it straight from your cunt tastes amazing."
It seemed her continued teasing had finally had the desired effect, as he suddenly pushed his chair back and stood. She watched to see what his intentions were as he grabbed his drink and raised it to Chad, as though toasting him, before he turned it toward his lips for one last apparent swig of liquid encouragement. The glass emptied in one swift motion.
There was no longer any hesitation in Mike's movements. He exuded confidence, decisiveness, and complete control. One hand grabbed a cushion from the seat next to him and threw it on the ground in front of him, while his other hand worked at the button and fly of his shorts. His erection was freed in a matter of seconds, bouncing in front of her. The sudden sight of him actually exposed was almost a sensory overload on top of everything else her mind was trying to process tonight. It was all such new territory.
Lucy barely registered his words when he suddenly ordered her, "You had your fun, Lucy, but now I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock. I want your husband to watch you tear up as you try to take it all in that pretty little mouth of yours." The tone of his voice and the boldness of his words had her moving before he even finished speaking. Her mouth was now drooling just as much as her vagina, preparing to take his impressive size into her mouth.
They're not all created equal, she thought to herself. There was no preamble as she firmly gripped the base of his impressive member, just as there had been no preamble in him telling her what he wanted. Wasting no time, she lowered her mouth over the crown, instantly tasting the precum that had built up over its tip while confined in his shorts.
Once again, an instant contradiction of feelings coursed through her, ending in pulsing arousal at her clit. The act always gave her a sense of control over her lover, yet the dominance of his words, coupled with her husband being forced to watch, made her feel simultaneously under his control.
The velvety softness of the closely guarded skin against her lips matched the silky texture of the precum she felt pulse onto her tongue, reinforcing the effect she could have with just her mouth. Just as she began to develop a rhythm, she heard Chad's chair push back and, a second later, saw him walking aroundthe table.
Lucy immediately released Mike's member from her moth and shook her finger at him. This was all because of him, he didn't just get to walk away. He made his bed, and now it was time to lie in it, like it or not!
"Uh-uh, you caused this. This is your doing, so now you're going to sit and watch what happens," she said. The forcefulness in her voice brooked no argument. Not only was she irritated at the possibility that he was getting up to leave, but that he had broken her out of her state of desire. Mike was just starting to take control, allowing her to feel again what she had so many years ago when Chad had brought her to this mental position of authority as she scolded him. Couldn't he just let her have her cake and eat it too, just once? Fuck! she thought.
Having said her piece, she stared at Chad as if daring him, slightly turning her head just enough to slip the substantial piece of meat back into her mouth. She couldn't really take it at her current angle, so instead, she satisfied herself by pressing it against the inside of her cheek, where her husband could see the head bulging out in an entirely unladylike manner.
Seeing him finally take a seat in the chair closest to where he now stood, she turned her full attention back to the bludgeon that had been bringing her so much pleasure just from her attention. A heady anticipation coursed through her as Mike suddenly pulled his shirt over his head. She barely started again when she felt his hand wrap in her hair as he stood before her. The feeling of submissiveness returned, a warm rush pooling in her belly and igniting an intense ache for more as she gazed at his bare abdomen.
With his grip firm yet gentle, he guided her closer, and she looked up, locking her gaze with his. He took control, setting the pace as he said to her, "That's it, suck your boss's fucking dick." His words sent a thrill down her spine from the raw authority in his voice.
As he slipped further into her mouth, she heard him speak again, this time not to her. "This is the price your wife pays for me helping her get that client, Chad. I don't care about your fucking dinner, I care about her sucking my fucking dick." The way he spoke about her as if she weren't there, and like nothing more than a tool, sent fresh waves of pleasure pulsing through her center. The sensation was intense, hearing him talk to Chad like that.
Suddenly, she felt him apply more pressure on her head, nearing the point of gagging her. She had never shied away from deep-throating, but it typically took her some time to build up to it. Confident she could take his size comfortably given more time, the sudden sensation of him pressing against the back of her throat made her eyes water. The effect caused her throat to clench around his head.
The sense of surrender was intoxicating as he used her for his own pleasure. Yet, she was grateful when he finally released his hold. She couldn't help but cough as she gasped for air. Looking up at him, she felt the overwhelming urge to prove herself after choking on him. Not waiting for him to ask, she slid her mouth back over the prominent mushroom head. Determined to take him all, she placed a hand on each of his hips and pulled, her fingertips digging into the edge of his muscular glutes as he flexed to help her achieve her goal.
Desperate for something to hold on to as he fucked her face, she dug her nails into the flesh of his ass. She made a conscious effort to relax her throat and take him deeper, swallowing around him as he thrust in and out, saliva dripping from her chin and pooling on the cushion below. He groaned and tightened his grip on her hair. Looking up at him through watery eyes, her mouth stretched wide around his cock, her throat constricted by his force. The mixture of saliva and precum dribbling down her chin and onto her breasts only served to heighten her excitement. She reveled in the slight pain as he pulled at the roots of her hair.
"Fuck, Lucy, you're a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" Mike groaned, his hips thrusting forward, pushing his length deeper into her throat. She gagged slightly, her eyes watering more, but she didn't pull back. Instead, she nodded her head, encouraging him to push further. The sensation of his cockhead hitting the back of her throat made her pussy clench, her juices dripping down her thighs. She was a mess, a filthy, wanton mess, and she loved every second of it.
Mike's hips began to move in earnest, his thrusts becoming more aggressive. "That's it, you pretty little whore. Take my cock like a good girl. Show your husband what a dirty little slut you really are." His words fueled the fire, igniting her desire even more. Lucy's nipples were hard as diamonds, scraping against the rough fabric of her dress as her breasts heaved with each breath. Her pussy was on fire, aching to be filled. She wanted to feel him, all of him, inside her.



"How are you not taking advantage of this every chance you get?" he asked Chad. He was looking into her tear-streaked eyes from taking him into her throat repeatedly, but she no longer needed to cough and splutter. A sense of pride washed over her at his clear appreciation of her skills and willingness to please him. "If her mouth is this amazing, I can't wait to try that pussy." The words rattled around in her ears, and she once again became aware of the emptiness she felt in her vagina at the thought of him filling it.
The need to get him off grew more intense, and she increased her pace as she lifted her head before letting it drop back down on him, now reaching the point of having her nose buried in his lower abdomen. Her hand matched the movement of her mouth, applying firm pressure.
She could feel her saliva dripping down onto the forearm of the hand that had been buried between her legs for some time now, as she worked herself into a frenzy. The hand between her legs was frantically working her up, causing her to start moaning in pleasure around him.
"That's it, suck that cock, Lucy. Show your husband what you can do. Show him how much you like having your boss shove his cock down your throat," he encouraged her. Referring to himself as her boss made her feel even more under his thumb. She redoubled her efforts as she plunged her fingers into her channel, trying to fill the void she was feeling. "You like it, don't you, Lucy? Are you going to make yourself cum while you suck my dick?"
She looked up at him, trying to convey her need to pleasure him with just her eyes. Her moans were constant, and her hands were in perpetual motion. Her need to communicate with her eyes turned into his demand that she maintain focus on him as she brought herself toward an orgasm. "That's right, you look at me while you get yourself off. It's your boss helping you get there, not your husband. He's just sitting to the side, watching me use you. Isn't that right, Chad?" This new demand left no room for her mind to think about anything else. If she was going to orgasm, it would be to the sight of him. Even the mention of Chad didn't fully register as Mike seemingly peered into her soul during her most intimate moment.
The submission to Mike complete, she palmed her clit as her fingers worked over her G-spot. It was everything she could do to keep her jaw from clenching down as she reached her peak. She was having an orgasm with another man's cock in her mouth while her husband watched just a few feet away. It had been so long since she'd even considered him, she wanted to look over to see how he was doing, but she didn't want to disobey Mike and take her eyes off him. Instinct took over, and her eyes drifted to Chad, who had been her comfort zone for so long.
Out of nowhere, she felt a sudden strike on her cheek. It wasn't painful, but it was completely unexpected. She immediately went back to looking at Mike as a new wave of convulsions ripped through her from being handled so forcefully. No one had ever struck her in such a manner. Had it been stronger, she might not have felt the same way, but this quick smack, demanding her attention, was overwhelming. In response, she increased her frenzied pace.
"I think you might look even prettier when you cum, Lucy," she heard. The words brought her back to the moment. She also realized that she'd been neglecting her duty of pleasuring him orally in the wake of her orgasm. Beginning to refocus, she started to bob her head once more, but it was short-lived.
Mike suddenly backed away from her, allowing her to breathe normally for the first time in a while. Looking to Chad, she saw he was still watching the scene unfold before him.
"Get that dress off," she was told. Looking down, she saw a mess--drool streaked her breasts in rivulets, and her dress was spotted with wet patches. A random thought crossed her mind, I'm going to have to figure out how to clean this cushion. If her drool made this much of a mess, what must the cushion look like after the fervor with which her hand was working to bring her to an orgasm? It was absurd, and she laughed inwardly at the thought.
Without taking the time to stand, she grabbed at the dress while still kneeling. Normally, she'd have dropped it instead of trying to pull it over her head, but she was still too weak in the knees to muster the energy for that. "Yes, boss," she responded, getting back into the moment as she forgot about the cushion.
For the first time ever, she was fully exposed to Mike. There was nowhere to hide as she sat on her feet without a stitch of clothing on. Despite her vulnerability, she was proud of her body, even if there was a bit of softness to it. The soft curves enhanced her femininity and added to the fullness of her breasts. He held a hand out to help her stand.
Once she was on her feet, he took the moment to admire her nude form for the first time. His eyes roamed over her skin, as if evaluating every curve it offered. A new sensation hit her with the realization that Mike was now seeing and touching her breasts. She felt proud of her breasts. They had held up well over time, and she believed that the sag, though minimal, they had contributed to the elegance that comes with womanhood. The soft, natural flesh was welcoming and inviting, and even she liked to see the pliant orbs bulge between her fingers as she squeezed and manipulated them. They were capped by thick nipples that suited the size of her breasts. She admired women with tiny nipples but felt that they would look oddly out of place on breasts of her size. They still sat high enough to give them that slightly upturned quality.
As she stood in reverence of her own body, she was brought back to the moment by the sound of his hand slicking over his manhood, still covered in her saliva and his precum. He gave her, her next order. "Lay back down on the table, Lucy." It was direct, simple, and came with no assistance. He showed no signs of intention to help her as he worked to lower his shorts.
Mustering her resolve, she focused on stepping back to lie down on the table. She displayed her body for him, laying back with her back slightly arched. Her arms raised above her head to lift her breasts even more, while she gripped the edge of the table in anticipation of him. The force of his blowjob had been an indicator of what to expect from him with her poor little vagina. And with that in mind, she opened her legs, fully exposing herself to him once again.
Once done, she watched as Mike stroked himself while appreciating her body. "I'm going to fuck you now, and I'm going to show your husband exactly how good you feel on my cock." His hand slid over his length as he stepped forward to line up with her overheated opening. She was a ball of emotions, she wanted this, but the realization that she was about to actually be fucked by Mike was sinking in. There was no other word for it than "fucked," she was sure.
She looked towards her husband, seeking her rock for the second time tonight. He had a somewhat distant look on his face, as though he was somehow detached.
Then, suddenly, she felt Mike penetrate her. For the first time since she was married, another man was inside her. It wasn't particularly fast, but it was one long, smooth motion that buried him to the hilt within her core, which was supposed to be dedicated only to her husband. Her cervix was being stimulated as he bottomed out inside her. It wasn't unpleasurable, but it was a pressure her husband rarely managed to achieve, making it somewhat unfamiliar.
The intensity had her arching her back as she received his length, gripping the edge of the table as if to brace herself, even though he wasn't entering her hard enough for that to be necessary. Her eyes closed in ecstasy as she allowed the sensation of this new penis to enter her. She felt like she had no control over her legs as they raised and gripped him with her heels, as though trying to press him into her womb itself.
As Mike worked to find his rhythm, he placed one hand next to her head and gripped her hip with the other. It wasn't a fast pace, but it felt deliberate. There was a steady, forceful thrust that made her aware of every inch of him as he filled and stretched her. She glanced down at where they were connected, witnessing the sight of him disappearing inside her. A moment of awe washed over her that this was actually happening, just before the sensation of his length sliding in and out of her brought her back to the present.
His grip on her hip tightened, fingers digging into her flesh as he pounded into her with increasing intensity. She could feel her own juices coating his shaft, making his entry and exit smooth and effortless. The sound of their bodies meeting filled the air like a symphony of wet smacks and panting breaths.
"Oh god, yes," she cried out instinctively. The throbs in her channel finally had something to clamp down on, she felt full in every way. The walls, already swollen before he had even entered her, felt as if there was barely any room to accommodate him. The sensations had her walls fluttering as they tried to draw him further in.
"Fuck, you feel amazing, Lucy," he groaned.
She could sense his pace increasing. She couldn't help the moans escaping her lips. With the initial act done, there were no reservations left regarding the fact that he was not her husband. Mike was now officially pounding into her, and the feeling was undeniably raw. The slow, steady thrusts he'd started with had given way to a more aggressive rhythm. His grip on her hip was vice-like, his fingers digging into her flesh as if to remind her that she was his, a prize he'd worked to claim.
Lucy's body was on fire. Her nipples were hard and aching, her clit throbbing with each impact of their bodies, and the sensation of her cervix being repeatedly pushed against by his spongy head was becoming increasingly pleasurable as she became more accustomed to it. She glanced over at Chad, who was still seated, his eyes darting between her and Mike.
Wanting to connect with him in that moment, she reached out with one of her hands and signaled for him to come to her. "Come here, baby," she said, feeling as though she had to time her words between Mike's thrusts to ensure she had enough breath to manage them. "Bring me that beautiful dick I love. Please, Chad, I need it." Her words were sincere in her pleading. She wanted her husband to be with her in this moment, and the very act of pleading for her husband while another man ravaged her had her spasming around Mike's member once more.
No matter how good she felt in that moment, nothing made her happier than seeing Chad rise from his seat and make his way over to her. The obvious erection he was sporting made her ecstatic.
"What the fuck are you waiting for?" Mike suddenly grunted at him. "This slutty wife of yours is literally begging for it, and you're taking your sweet fucking time over there!"
Her eyes fluttered closed for a moment at hearing his words. He just called her a slut in front of her husband as he bossed him around. Looking back at Chad, she saw he had picked up his pace and took the last couple of steps much faster. Amidst her mental and emotional pleasure, she felt Mike's thumb find her sensitive button once more.
She could see the confusion and disbelief in his gaze, but also the undeniable spark of arousal. A wicked, wanton smile spread across her face, promising so much more, as he quickly lowered his shorts and boxers. As soon as he was free, Lucy reached out for the familiar length she'd known for so many years. She wrapped her fingers around her husband's straining erection, feeling the heat and hardness she had been missing. On any normal day, she would be happy to take the lead, but right now, she wanted to watch Chad stroke himself to the sight of another man fucking the wife he'd been neglecting.
She brought her hands to her breasts, pinching her own nipples, signaling to Chad what she wanted. "Stroke that big dick for me, Chad. Let me watch you while Mike fucks me."
His hands didn't move right away, but Lucy saw the twitch of desire that was out of his control. The hard shaft bobbed at her words, revealing what at least a small part of him was feeling in that moment. Finally, his hand started to move, and he brought it up to the rod protruding from his groin, pointing right at Lucy's face.
"That's it, baby," Lucy's voice was nearly a whisper as she watched. "Stroke that big dick for me." When his free hand replaced hers on one of her breasts, she sucked in a sharp breath at the sensation of having two men touching her at the same time. Her loving husband and her boss. The new feeling of being touched by him while another man watched, repeatedly plunging into her, was intoxicating. All the while, the man entering her was also eyeing her husband as he massaged her breasts and stroked himself for her.
She felt like a goddess, her beauty driving these two men to share her while they simultaneously used her for their own pleasure.
Her eyes were glued to the sight of her husband just inches in front of her when she felt Mike abruptly lift her slightly from the table in an effort to push her closer to Chad. Realizing what he was doing, she pressed into the table with her elbows to assist him in shifting her position. Her butt was now firmly on the table, while her head hung off the other end.
The new angle of Mike's entrance meant he was now intermittently hitting her g-spot as he continued. This position had her head lolling off the edge as she relished not only the new sensations but also the way he handily maneuvered her, putting her exactly where he wanted her. Lost in bliss, taking him repeatedly, she heard him assert his dominance once more.
"Why are you stroking your own dick?" Mike's voice was commanding. "Shove it in her mouth. Make her do the work so you can enjoy."
Her eyes opened once more as she listened to Mike boss her husband around. Chad looked at Mike for a moment, still stroking himself.
"Oh, fuck, Lucy!" Mike groaned, increasing his pace ever so slightly. "Suck him, Lucy. Wrap your lips around your husband's cock while I fuck your tight little pussy." The way he spoke to her made her feel like an object, and she was loving it. She'd gladly take her husband into her mouth, but she didn't want to simply suck him. She wanted him to take control and... simply face-fuck her. It was an expression she'd never used, but she couldn't think of any other way to describe her current desires.
Mike's inconsistent stimulation of her g-spot was both arousing and frustrating. She wished it were constant so it could lead her to the elusive orgasm once again, but the randomness of it meant she never knew when those little jolts of extra pleasure would strike. It was like a tease that perfectly complemented the moment. She could feel Mike nipping at her calves with a primal intensity, as though he were a dog biting at what he could reach in an effort to make her submit while he had his way with her. The urgency of his energy, along with his words, egged her on, especially when he caught her g-spot just right a few times, causing her mouth to open in a moan.
Just as the moan began to escape her lips, Chad took Mike's orders to heart and slid his erection into her mouth, muffling the sound. Lucy welcomed the sudden intrusion, and after a brief bulge from the unexpected entry, her cheeks hollowed as she encouraged his actions. Meanwhile, Mike's thrusting became even more aggressive, rocking her body into Chad's and causing him to hit the back of her throat repeatedly. She quickly adjusted her angle to accommodate the intrusion. Suddenly, she felt Chad's hand on her throat and moaned once again. Part of her craved for his grip to tighten, to restrict her abilities even more, but it never seemed to come.
"Fuck, you feel so good, Lucy. Your pussy is so tight." Mike's crude words fed this rediscovered submissive side of her that she had never truly explored.
Her inner walls spasmed as they milked Mike's rod, and her throat tightened around Chad's length. Out of nowhere, she felt Mike's hand push hers out of the way as he roughly mauled her breast. Two men were now fondling her, each with a different style that was confusing to her senses, yet delightfully intoxicating, as she had never been with multiple men before.
"That's it, take it, Lucy," she heard Mike groan. "Take both of our cocks like the good little slut you are." She did her best, as much as her body would allow her to participate. In light of what her body was feeling and her mind was experiencing, all she could do was be a little more than a ragdoll. The demeaning names he called her did nothing to deter her, they seemed to have a latent ability to make her want to be a vessel for their pleasure.
To show her submission and encourage Chad, she brought her hands to his butt. There was no force to pull him in, no energy to even attempt to do so, but it was more of a symbolic gesture to encourage him, to tell him it was okay.
She felt his fingers thread through her hair as he supported the back of her head, allowing her neck to relax from hanging off the edge of the table for so long. He seemed to be finally realizing that he could do what he wanted.
"Fuck yes, Lucy," his words echoed Mike's earlier sentiments, but Lucy didn't mind. Just the sound of them signaled a deeper engagement in this moment. "Suck that cock, baby. Take it all the way down your throat." In light of their current position, she had no choice in the matter. Chad was repeatedly pressing past her tonsils, and she was happy to have him do it. Her tongue did what it could, but in this position, she mainly relied on providing the suction she knew her husband loved.
His words of encouragement had her moaning her approval of his newfound voice. Just as she was appreciating his new aggressiveness, he suddenly backed off, withdrawing from her. Although it gave her a chance to catch her breath, she was disappointed by the unexpected vacancy in her mouth.
"See, she likes being told what to do," she heard Mike say. The words were undeniably true. Then, just as she had felt the void in her mouth, she now felt the emptiness in her vagina as Mike pulled out as well. Lifting her head to look at him, she was about to ask what was wrong when he extended a hand as if to assist her and said, "Turn over."
The command was clear and concise, leaving no room for questioning. Once her brain processed the demand, she immediately complied, not considering any alternative. As she began to roll over to obey his command, she felt him guide her closer to the edge of the table before he pushed on her back, signaling that he wanted her to bend over right there. The result left her face at the end, still accessible to Chad.
One of Mike's hands then forcefully grabbed a leg and brought it up to rest on the table, completely opening her to him once again. She could feel the warmth emanating from him as he drew closer, the crown of his erection at her entrance once more. Regardless of how swollen she felt, the sensation of him entering her again was exquisite. Mike started to find his rhythm once more.
Lucy focused solely on the feel of every inch slipping back home. She could swear she felt every vein and fibrous band concealed under the thin layer of taut skin when she was suddenly ripped from this state of pleasure.
"Ah!" came the sharp yelp as his hand crashed down on her cheek with stinging force. Lucy's eyes widened, the shock of the slap sending a jolt through her body. Her mouth opened in a silent 'O' as she felt a fresh wave of arousal coat her already slick folds. The sudden, sharp pain had unexpected roots in pleasure, making her crave more.



Mike's hips surged forward, burying his cock deep inside her. "Don't just stand there, put something in her mouth before your neighbors come out to see what she's screaming about," he commanded as she started to moan again.
The pain-pleasure mix had Lucy's heart pounding. She pushed her ass back, inviting more, not even registering what he was telling Chad. The only thing she could manage as a meek, "Again."
There was no hesitation on Mike's part as he quickly brought his hand down again. The unexpected crack of skin on skin echoed around the patio, making Lucy jump. The pain was completely different this time, penetrating deeper, but the pleasure seemed to follow suit, burrowing from her flesh to her core. She felt a rush of wetness escape her, coating her thighs as Mike began to rear back. The sudden impact of his body into hers, made her body pulse forward. Her back arched, and her jaw slack, all she could do was take it.
As all of this played out, Chad wasted no more time as he stepped in front of her and pushed her head back down onto his shaft. Lucy could instantly taste the precum that was oozing from the head, down his shaft.
"Fuck, Lucy, you feel so good," Mike praised once more as he caused her head to violently impale itself on Chad's length, under the force of his thrusts. "You know what the good thing is about you not fucking her, Chad? You've left her so much tighter for me." There was no humor in Mike's voice. It sounded like a statement of fact, as he took her for his own, telling her husband all about it. "It's fucking amazing. You don't know what you've been missing Chad. She's squeezing the life out of my cock!"
Was she an object of desire? A tool for pleasure? A toy to be flaunted around to make another man jealous? She didn't know, but she was apparently an object to be used for someone else's purpose and she was completely ok with that, as long as the pleasure continued and she was worshipped in some fashion.
Even Chad was now forcefully using her and in this new position, she deftly put her tongue to work. Her hands having to support her weight, as well as brace against Mike's thrusts, she had to rely on only her mouth to pleasure her husband, but she had no concerns about that task. Her lip covered her bottom teeth as she pressed into the tube that ran the length of the bottom with the pressure she knew he liked. Her tongue was circling his head when he gave her the time to, or tickling that sensitive spot under the head. Other times, when he pulled back far enough, she'd press the head up into the roof of her mouth, allowing the hard surface to stimulate the top ridge of his head.
She did everything she could to touch the areas she knew he liked. The result was Chad grunting as he gripped her head, bringing some stability to it against Mike's pounding so he could direct her where he wanted.
At the other end, Mike gripped her hips, and she could feel his fingers digging into her. Her body responded automatically to the man taking her, and she instinctively pushed back against his every thrust, regardless of how hard he may be bottoming out inside her.
Mike's sudden words cut through the sensations as they pierced her ears. "Do you know your wife told me she likes to masturbate while thinking of herself?"
This was a secret she'd only ever shared with Mike. It was true, and maybe it made sense? After all, she was enjoying these men using her body for pleasure, so why shouldn't she derive the same pleasure from herself?
"She told me she likes to look at herself in the mirror, watching her reflection as she touches herself, spreading her pussy lips open to see how wet she gets."
She felt so exposed, her secret laid out for Chad by a man she worked with and once called her boss. She had never told Mike the last part, but it wouldn't be hard to make that association considering everything, and the fact that Mike was currently lying to Chad about her confession did not make the statement any less true.
"She won't even masturbate in the shower because she doesn't want to let the water wash her juices away." Those words were true, generally speaking. The shower was reserved for scratching that unyielding itch when getting ready for work. It was more of a 'break glass in case of emergency' situation than an opportunity to derive real pleasure from it.
The fact that Mike was saying all of this to her husband made her feel humiliated that he knew, and Chad didn't. And yet, she couldn't help but moan as Mike laid her bare before Chad.
All the while, Chad's thrusts grew more forceful. With each new revelation, his grip tightened a little more in her hair. Each thrust seemed to have more purpose as he drove deeper into her mouth, with less regard for her comfort.
"That's how dirty your wife is, Chad. What kind of filthy whore would rather be covered in her own slime than clean water?" The comment was directed at Chad, but Lucy felt it speak directly to her pleasure center, prompting a new wave of arousal to assist him in using her however he saw fit.
When his hand came down twice more, she nearly gagged on Chad. Mike's timing couldn't have been worse, Chad had just entered her throat, constricting any air that might have tried to escape in the shock of the unexpected blows. She loved it--she loved how she was completely at their mercy, used and abused.
"Does this make you feel like a whore, Lucy? Does it make you feel like the dirty little bitch you are?"
Yes, she screamed in her head, but all that came out was a prolonged moan that signified her consent to his degradation. Her reward for her honesty was more of Mike's hand coming down against her skin with enough force to leave a red imprint. The sting of the slap rekindled her desire, and her pussy clenched around Mike's cock, eliciting a groan from him.
Lucy looked up into Chad's eyes through all of this.
"She loves it, doesn't she, Chad?" Mike taunted. "Your wife loves being called a whore. She loves being treated like a filthy slut."
Chad's grip on her hair tightened, and he thrust his hips forward, burying his cock deeper into her throat. She gagged reflexively, but he held her in place, forcing her to take him. She could feel the familiar signs of his impending release.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" The words rushed out, confirming what she already knew.
Focusing her efforts on making sure Chad felt as much pleasure as possible, despite another man fucking her, she increased the intensity of her suction, her tongue finding any spot it could to draw forth his pleasure whenever he wasn't burying himself in her throat.
"That's it, Lucy," Mike praised. "Make your husband cum. Show him how much you love his cock. Your job tonight is to just take our cum."
Her body responded to the idea of her sole purpose being to accept their cum, and it seemed Chad's body did too, as his seed finally washed over her tongue, spraying toward the back of her mouth. She was in a state of bliss as she received her prize when she was once again ripped from her pleasure by Mike's introduction of a new way to humiliate her.
"Mmph," was all that escaped her mouth as she tried not to let Chad's cum shoot from her nose. He had pulled her head back, tilting her face up toward his. In an effort to calm Chad's sudden forceful thrusts, she abandoned bracing herself and brought a hand to his shaft instead.
"Fuck, that's tight," he proclaimed as Lucy's pussy clamped down on his cock in a sudden, blissful orgasm. She tried to focus on his warm cum flooding her mouth. "I bet Chad doesn't make you cum like this, does he, Lucy?" Mike continued.
In this moment, however, Lucy just wanted to focus on Chad's pleasure--Mike be damned. As he continued to release ribbon after ribbon in her mouth, she cradled his balls, rolling them in her hand to coax every last drop from him. His body had stiffened, and it became her duty to draw out every bit of ecstasy from him that she could. The warmth of his release filled her, and she savored each moment, finding joy in the fullness of their connection. The taste, the heat, and the intimate vulnerability seamlessly intertwined her pleasure with his.
Lucy looked up at Chad, watching his face contort in bliss, a mixture of primal ecstasy and sheer abandon. A wave of satisfaction washed over her, knowing that she was the source of his pleasure. It was exhilarating to witness him lose himself completely after all this time. Offering herself so entirely to this shared moment, she was consumed by the intensity of his pleasure, feeling it resonate deep within her.
The physical act was intensified by the third participant who was firmly planted deep inside her, seeking his own release. It was an experience neither of them had ever shared before. In the primal part of her, she discovered a pleasure all her own, derived exclusively from being theirs.
"Fuck, Lucy, you're gonna make me cum too," he warned her, and she could feel his rhythm falter, becoming less consistent. "Where do you want it? In your pussy or on your ass?"
Releasing Chad's spent penis from her mouth, she panted, "My pussy." She was grateful that Mike gave her the option instead of forcing it. "I want you to cum in my pussy, Mike, please." Her voice was hoarse from the repeated abuse it had taken that night.
She felt his hand crash down on her ass once more before he gripped her tightly. "Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned. "I can feel every inch of your cunt hugging my cock."
His movements became more urgent, more insistent, and Lucy couldn't help but push back against him, meeting his force with her own, inviting him to claim her more fully. She wanted him to finish inside her while Chad bore witness to the end of this inappropriate union with a superior at work--one she would have to face again, and Chad would have to accept every day she went to work.
"That's it, take my cock in that filthy cunt of yours," he huffed. "I'm gonna make that pussy overflow with my cum." With that, he leaned over her just long enough to pull her body back against him. One arm wrapped around her, roughly groping her breast while the other took hold of her throat and squeezed. Her head had nowhere to go except to his shoulder, and she could hear every huff and puff as he tried to bring himself to climax. The sounds he made weren't the most pleasant, but the fact that she had his body reacting this way was intoxicating.
This new level of possession pushed her toward another fresh orgasm, so quickly after the last. She reached down to pleasure her clit, eager to reach her own release yet again. She knew that if she was fast enough, she could coax that wave of pleasure back and manage multiple orgasms. Right now, she wanted to cum with him. Her fingers danced over her swollen nub, feeling the slick desire coat her skin, flecks of her arousal flying from the force and speed of her hand's back-and-forth motion. Every so often, she would push her fingers back, spreading them around his cock, feeling him slide in and out before dragging more of her essence back up to lubricate her clit as it threatened to dry out in the cool air.
"Please, Mike," she croaked, his grip still holding her by the throat. "Fill me up. I want to feel your cum inside me." She arched her back, pressing her ass against him.
She tried to wait for him to cum, but her expert fingers pushed her over the edge as they deftly stimulated her clit. She aimed to prolong her pleasure until he was finished, but she couldn't stop the mental ecstasy she experienced from his verbal assault. Her walls clamped down on his cock, milking him as she came harder than she ever had in her life. The waves of pleasure crashed over her, leaving her breathless and shivering.
The force of it had her entire body spasming. Her pussy throbbed around him, her clit jumped under her fingers, and her nipples hardened even further. She felt a rush of wetness coat his shaft, her body wanting to claim him as much as he was claiming her.
It seemed her spasms were enough to finally coax his orgasm out of him. She could feel the hot jets of his cum fill her, coating her inner walls and flowing back out as he continued to thrust. Lucy's body continued to convulse as she milked him for every last drop of his essence. The sensation of his release triggered a renewed wave of her own pleasure, drawing out her orgasm even further.
"Fuck, yeah, Lucy. Take it all. Every fucking drop," Mike groaned, his voice hoarse with exertion. "Take that cum in your dirty little cunt." His grip on her throat tightened.
Panting heavily, Lucy nodded, her body still trembling with the aftershocks of her climax. "Yes, Mike. Give it to me. I can already feel it running down my leg," she breathed.
With that, Mike moved his hands to her shoulders, pulling her back against himself as hard as he could. The last of his essence splashed against her cervix, the very entrance to her womb.
The feeling of his hot seed being deposited inside her sent a shiver down Lucy's spine. She could feel the weight of his body pressing against her back, his chest heaving with the effort of his climax. They stayed locked together for a few moments, their bodies slick with sweat and the remnants of their pleasure.
Mike's hands slid down her back, gently tracing the path of her skin until they came to rest on the twin globes of her ass. As he leaned over and kissed her between the shoulders, he came up to whisper, "You have no idea how long I've wanted to fuck you, Lucy." She could feel his warm breath in her ear.
It was a secret deposited in her, just like his seed--spoken too low for Chad to hear as Mike's rapidly deflating erection slipped from her sheath. Just as she had felt her free will leave her earlier, she felt the remnants of their coupling start to drain out of her as well.
All she could do was lay spread across the table, one leg barely supporting any of her weight. As she heard Mike sit in the seat behind her, all she could think of were the words of that volunteer so many years ago as he admired his handiwork after leaving her in a similar state of bliss.
The difference this time was that her husband was there for her, even if Mike seemed done with her. She was reminded of this when she felt his touch on her face before he kissed her forehead, the only part he could easily reach as her face was pressed into the table after her neck gave out from supporting her weight.
He reached under her arms and lifted her, signaling it was time to get up. Assisting him as best she could, he guided her to the chair he had sat in previously, while she had worshiped Mike's substantial rod. Grateful for the feel of a soft yet firm cushion for the first time in what seemed like forever, she melted into it as she tried to recover. The throbbing between her legs from how swollen she felt reminded her of the newfound pleasures she'd experienced tonight. If she had had the energy, she wouldn't have let her inflamed channel stop her from taking more.
Chad's words brought her back to her surroundings as he gently wiped her face with a shirt. "Are you okay?" he asked, clear sincerity for her well-being in his voice.
"I'm fine, baby. Just... tired," she replied. Her body was exhausted, but her mind was alive with the experiences of the night. She couldn't help but think how she had almost wished Mike would decline the invitation this afternoon--the delights she would have missed out on if he had.
After giving her some water to wet her palate and soothe her throat, Chad helped her to her feet. At this point, it was more an issue of the tightness in her legs after exerting so much energy and bracing herself against the onslaught of Mike's passion.
"Come on, let's get you cleaned up," Chad said to her, leading her towards the house. "And Mike, would you mind seeing yourself out while I get her to bed?
As she made her way towards the stairs, she was glad she finally gave in to Chad's request.
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Chad sat on the couch watching the game when he heard Lucy's car finally pull up in front of the house. She had stayed late at work with Mike, preparing for a big presentation the next day. His chest tightened as he thought about how much it seemed like she enjoyed working with him.
As Lucy strode in, her heels clicked on the wood floor. She wore a white blouse and a black pencil skirt, the fabric tight against her curves, and as always, looked stunning, even in work attire, making the fact she was with Mike all the more prominent in his mind.
"Hey, honey," he said, turning down the volume on the TV. "How'd your day go? Feeling ready for tomorrow?"
She offered him a weak smile. "Yeah, everything's taken care of. It was just a long day."
Chad stood up, pushing the coffee table away with his foot as if inviting her to sit down next to him. "Do you want something to eat? I could make you a sandwich or something."
Lucy shook her head, "No, I'm really not hungry. I just want to get out of these clothes and get some sleep. It's been a day." She turned and began walking toward their bedroom, leaving Chad to watch her go.
He called after her, "Are you sure you don't want something? I could bring you up a cup of tea."
Without turning around, she replied, "No, really, I'm fine. I just need to clean up and get out of these clothes. See you in a bit."
Chad sighed and turned back to the TV, though he couldn't concentrate on the game. He heard the shower start up in the bedroom and tried to keep his mind off the idea of her having stayed late at work yet again. There was no denying that she was a beautiful woman and that Chad was lucky to have her, but over the last year or so, they seemed to be drifting apart.
Chad knew he played a part in that. He wasn't happy at work and it was just a job to him. Combine that with her drive and his feeling like he was letting her down, just made him feel like less than the man he was when they married.
He looked around the living room, his eyes landing on a framed photo of them from a vacation a few years back. They were laughing, arms wrapped around each other, with the ocean waves crashing behind them. He remembered that trip vividly, the way her eyes sparkled when she was happy. Her laugh had always been infectious. He loved her deeply, he just wasn't feeling the chemistry he used to. Her dominant personality tended to overpower him, making him feel like he was being bossed around, as if he were still at work.
Chad knew he should be more proactive with her. He tried to be supportive and loving in every way, always aiming to make her laugh, but he couldn't seem to find the that old spark. His sex drive just wasn't what it was these days.
Their sex life used to be quite active, but now it felt like a rare occurrence that he could barely muster the energy for. He knew she was frustrated, and he felt it too, he just didn't know how to spark that fire again for himself.
After a while, the shower stopped, and Lucy coming down the stairs. She wore a t-shirt and shorts, her makeup wiped clean, and even then there was no denying how naturally beautiful she was.
Chad looked up from the couch as he took her in. "You look better," he said, trying to keep his voice light.
She smiled and flopped down next to him on the couch. "I feel better. What is it about a good shower?" Lucy said, running her fingers through her damp hair. "God, today was rough. Mike and I were in the office until just after you called, getting everything ready."
Chad raised an eyebrow. "Mike, huh? You two seem to be spending a lot of time together lately." He didn't naturally distrust his wife, and he honestly liked Mike, but there just seemed to be something different about her on the days she was working with him.
Lucy rolled her eyes dismissively. "Come on, Chad, you know it's just work. He's been a great help with this presentation."
Chad leaned back into the couch, trying to hide the insecurities that wanted to creep into his voice. "Yeah, I know. It's just... he seems to bring out a different side of you, you know?" He wasn't trying to accuse her, but he couldn't shake the feeling that something was off.
Lucy looked at him with a serious expression. "What do you mean, 'a different side'?"
Chad hesitated, not wanting to come across as jealous or accusatory. "I don't know, it's hard to explain. You just seem... energized around him," he finally said. "More alive, I guess."
Lucy sighed, leaning back against the couch with her arms crossed. "I don't know what you want me to say, Chad. I've worked with Mike for years, and he's been really helpful with this presentation. That's it. There's nothing more to it."
Chad nodded. "I know, I know. It's just... I feel like there's something you're not telling me." He was trying to be careful to not push to hard, but he couldn't let go of the notion she wasn't being entirely honest with him. He could see the hesitation in Lucy's eyes.
She looked away, her fingers playing with the hem of her t-shirt. "Chad..." she started, and he could hear the unease in her voice, causing his own stomach to sink. "We've been... flirty, Mike and I. But that's all it is, flirting. Nothing's happened, I promise."
Chad's heart clenched, but he tried to keep his voice steady. "Flirting. What does that mean? Since when?" He had suspected something, but had nothing to go off of, other than the change in her attitude recently.
Lucy took a deep breath, her eyes meeting his. "The last few weeks, I guess. But we used to always flirt in the past too and nothing ever came of it then, and nothing has now. It's harmless, really. It's just... he makes me feel alive, Chad. Lately, I feel like you don't even notice me. It's not even about him, it's just the way it makes me feel attractive when he looks at me. I want to feel that with you, but I don't, because I can barely even get you to kiss me."
Regardless of the quiver he could hear in her voice, her words stung. Chad also knew she was right about him being distant. He could understand her for seeking attention elsewhere, but that didn't make it any easier to hear. It's usually the guy that's using that line though, and to hear it said to him made him feel like shit. He also believed Lucy though when she told him nothing had happened.
"I'm sorry, Lucy," he said, barely above a whisper. "I've been so caught up in my own head lately. I haven't been the husband I should be. I want to fix that, I just don't know how at this point."
Lucy looked at him, and he could see the tears welling in her eyes. "I don't want to be flirting with Mike, Chad. I want to be here with you, but you need to meet me halfway."
Chad nodded. "I know. I promise I'll work on trying to figure something out." He reached out, taking her hand in his. "I promise, Lucy. I'll try harder. I just need to figure out how to, you know, get back to where we were."
Lucy returned the hold on his hand, and shook her head as though it would make the forming tears go away. "I know you will, Chad. I know you're a good man. And I do love you. Maybe we should consider counseling or something," she offered.
Chad had been waiting for her to bring that idea up, and it wasn't one he was particularly fond of. "We don't need counseling, honey, this is just a me problem. I just need to try harder."
They sat in silence for a moment, the tension between them stagnant with no resolve. Chad's mind raced with thoughts of Mike flirting with his wife. He couldn't help but wonder how far that flirting had gone. Was it just harmless chatting, or was there something more? She insisted it wasn't physical, but just how far had it reached? Did she want it to be physical? What had they said to each other? Each question played a movie in his head, swirling with images he couldn't shake. A jumble of jealousy, insecurity, and an unsettling spark of curiosity churned within him.
----------
Chad had never been one to entertain the idea of sharing his wife with another man, not even in his wildest fantasies. But the recent thoughts over the last couple of weeks, of her time spent with Mike had his mind racing of what could've been happening without his knowledge. The idea of Lucy with someone else sent a surge of conflicting emotions through him as the days passed. It was an unsettling feeling, demanding his attention. Their marriage had always been good, but in the last year or so, intimacy had faltered, overshadowed by the growing discontent he felt at work and Lucy's strong, dominant personality.
Initially, it was easy to attribute the shift in their relationship to the pressures of his job. Work had become a relentless grind, filled with long hours and unmet expectations. Each day, he felt increasingly trapped and less like himself, and that weariness was seeping into his marriage. The spark they once had faded, replaced by a sense of obligation rather than passion. Meanwhile, Lucy's assertiveness, which he had once admired, began to feel more like a barrier than a anything else. He couldn't shake the sensation of feeling like she wore the pants in their relationship, leaving him feeling emasculated and powerless. He never considered himself to be that guy, but then again, he'd never been in a position where it was an issue before now either.
His mind was relentless, pondering the idea of her with another man. He started to wonder if this fascination ran deeper than mere fantasy. Could watching Lucy share her body with someone else jumpstart that passion he used to have for her? The thought was becoming more of a fantasy, whether he wanted to admit it to himself or not. In those imagined scenarios, he envisioned her pleasure, the kind that he longed to see more of in their own life.
The jealousy flickering within him was unexpected since he wasn't generally a jealous guy. He had always prided himself on being secure in his relationship, but this idea left him feeling something more raw. Perhaps this would help him articulate his feelings, giving him the courage to open up about the longing that had been suppressed by his own self-doubt, or dissatisfaction with his job.
The more he considered all of it, the more he found himself drawn to the idea of voyeurism. A chance to experience his wife in a new way. Watching Lucy connect with another man could be a mirror reflecting both their needs and desires. He couldn't believe how fast this idea took root in him.
With newfound clarity at her admission, he realized he needed to broach this subject with Lucy, to have an honest conversation about their feelings. What began as an unsettling thought might pave the way back to what they once shared. He recognized that by delving into this, he could open doors to vulnerability, understanding, and perhaps even rekindle the passion that had been overshadowed by work and emotional distance. He breathed deeply, ready to explore the possibilities that lay ahead. Together. If she was willing.
----------
Chad glanced over at Lucy as she sat staring at him uncomfortably. As uncomfortable it may be to bring up his idea, when was there ever going to be a good time? They were already both uncomfortable, and they were speaking honestly, he hoped, about her relationship with Mike. Was there going to be a better time than this?
"Look, Lucy, I promised to be better about sex, to you before. I don't want us to be in a place where we're skirting around flirting with someone else, or where that could lead. I want us to reignite what we have instead of letting it fade away."
She leaned against the arm of couch as she faced him with her body, uncertainty crossing her face. "What are you suggesting, Chad? I feel like I'm already doing my best to stay connected."
His heart raced as he searched for the right words. "What if we tried something different? Something that could shake up our routine and bring us closer?"
Lucy lifted an eyebrow, with a look as though she didn't understand. "Different how?"
Chad took a deep breath, steeling himself for what he was about to propose. "What if we invited Mike to join us... for an experience? You could explore that connection with him, and I'd... watch."
The silence that followed felt heavy, almost taut. "Chad, are you serious? That's a really bad idea. It could complicate everything. What if things go wrong?"
He leaned in closer, trying to convey that he'd thought this through. "I know it sounds wild, but hear me out. It's not just about the act itself. It's about really exploring and confronting what we're both feeling. I want you to feel desired, to feel pleasure, all of the things I haven't been giving you lately."
Lucy shook her head slowly, her arms crossing defensively. "But what if I can't handle it? Or if you get jealous? What if it makes things worse? I mean, you'd be watching me with someone else. How could that possibly work?"
"Because it could give us both a chance to confront our emotions head-on," Chad replied passionately. "I believe watching you with someone else could actually help. I've been doing research on this and why couples do it. We could talk about our feelings afterward and really dig deep. It might actually bring us back together."
Lucy searched his eyes for certainty, for assurance that this wasn't just some reckless whim. "And you think Mike would even be okay with this? What if it ruins our friendship? Or, more importantly, my job?"
"I wouldn't suggest it if I didn't believe it could work," Chad said, a hint of pleading in his tone. "You and I can talk about what we're comfortable with, set clear boundaries for what's ok and not ok if it happens. It doesn't have to be rushed. If it doesn't feel right, we can walk away. But I want you to consider it. Really think about it."
She sighed deeply, the tension she let go of in her shower seemingly coming back. "It's a lot to take in, Chad. I appreciate that you want to explore our connection, but this... this is extreme. It's not just about intimacy, it's about trust, and the possibility of ruining what we have. I want you, not Mike. And we're already on shaky ground."
"Trust me to support you through it," he said softly, reaching over to take her hand again. "I need to do this for us, for me. And if you're open to it, I believe it could be freeing. Not just for me, but for you too."
"Okay, I'll think about it. But I'm not promising anything. I need time to process this," she said. Chad could see the tension in her shoulders from the conversation.
He nodded, relief washing over him. "That's all I'm asking, just to consider it. We can talk about it again later."
As Lucy squeezed his hand, he thought he could see a look of curiosity in her face. In that moment, a fragile hope took root. A tentative step into uncharted territory that might lead them back to the place they used to be.
Chad watched her walk back to the bedroom, feeling a mix of relief and unease. He knew he needed to step up, to show Lucy that he still wanted her, and that he still found her attractive. This crazy idea was the only idea he had come up with, and hadn't been able to try.
He wasn't tired, but he decided he should head to bed as well, hoping to find some semblance of sleep. Mainly, he didn't want Lucy to think he was upset, especially not before her important meeting. The last thing he needed after a conversation like this out of left field, was to come across like he was upset or sulking, and distract her and jeopardize her deal. That would turn into one more thing he did wrong, separating them even further.
The next morning, seemed a little distant. She acted as though his suggestion last night never happened, and he supposed that may be normal. She needed time to process it and she had an important meeting this morning. He couldn't expect anything more, with that in mind, he was as sweet as he could be that morning and he wished her luck on her way out the door.
When Chad got home, the first thing that hit him was the incredible smell wafting through the air. His stomach rumbled in response as he stepped inside. He immediately noticed the kitchen bustling with activity, as Lucy moved about with an energy that sparked his curiosity.
"What's going on here?" he asked.
"Guess!" she replied, smiling a big toothy smile.
Chad leaned in for a kiss, before continuing, "Did you finally get that big client you were working on?"
"Not yet, but my meeting this morning went amazing!" she exclaimed. Her enthusiasm was evident as she leapt into his arms.
He chuckled, spinning her around, honestly feeling happy for her. "That's fantastic, babe. I'm so proud of you!"
"Thanks, honey," she said as she continued to nuzzle into him. "I have a little surprise for you," she whispered into his ear. "But you can't see it until later."
Her affectionate attitude urged him to suggest this as an opportunity to see if she'd given it any thought. He knew it was only a day, but he hadn't been able to think about anything else, so maybe she'd thought about it too. Ignoring her comments about a surprise, he pushed forward with his agenda.
Chad pulled back slightly, still smiling. "I knew you'd get it. Maybe we should invite Mike over to celebrate, he helped, after all! We could have a little dinner this weekend. It'll be fun!"
As he made the suggestion, Chad could see Lucy's discomfort wash over her face. "Chad, I--" Her voice faltered. "I thought we agreed to take some time to think about things. I didn't expect you to bring him up so soon. I was hoping you'd let it go," she said hoping down and moving into the living room to sit.
He was slightly surprised by her comment of him letting it go. That didn't sound like she was actually considering it like she promised. "I understand, but this is a great opportunity to celebrate your success!"
"Or it might complicate things even more," Lucy replied, her voice shaky. "I'm still not comfortable with the idea of inviting him over. Especially with how strained our relationship already is."
Chad's expression softened in an attempt to make the conversation a little less heavy. "I thought maybe this could help us celebrate your achievement while also maybe exploring that idea. We don't have to focus on that though, we can keep it friendly and relaxed, and just see what happens. Just a dinner to celebrate the hard work."
He watched Lucy rub her temples, a clear sign that she wasn't really receptive to the idea right now. "Chad, I appreciate that you want to celebrate with me, but can we please push that idea aside? I need more time to think before jumping into something like that. It feels like you're rushing me."



"I'm not trying to rush you," he replied earnestly. "I just thought it would be a good way to explore new sides of ourselves. A chance to show that we can embrace new experiences. I know you work with Mike, but you guys have known each other for years. He's the ideal guy if we were to do something. He's calm, respectful, and you already have a flirtatious thing going."
Lucy sighed. "I get that, but I'm not sure having him over right now is the right step for us. I don't want to risk creating more distance between us."
Chad crossed his arms, searching her eyes for reassurance. "Okay, I respect that. But I hope you'll actually consider it. I really believe there's something good on the other side of this, for both of us."
"I promise I'll think about it," she said softly. "But right now, I just want to enjoy this moment. I just want to celebrate my success with my husband. Let's keep it simple, okay?"
Chad nodded slowly, his smile returning, though a little forced. "That sounds good. We can celebrate together, just the two of us. You deserve it."
They stood together in the kitchen, and Chad felt a flicker of gratitude that she heard him out at least. In this moment, it felt like they were moving forward together, even if only one step at a time. At least they were talking, instead of him being talked at.
Chad and Lucy enjoyed a quiet, leisurely meal on the patio, letting the previous conversation go. Afterward, they retreated to the living room to watch a movie, snuggling up on the couch. Chad felt the weight of the day pulling at his eyelids, but he appreciated the closeness of Lucy as she nestled into his chest.
As the credits rolled, she looked up at him with an expectant smile. "What did you think?"
Chad yawned and stretched his arms above his head, "I'm not sure. It was good, but I think I might have fallen asleep for a bit." He saw her expression flicker momentarily, a twist of disappointment clouding her smile.
Lucy's body shifted, and he could detect a twinge of irritation in her tone as she replied, "Well, that's not very romantic. I wanted to watch this with you." Her words cut through the cozy atmosphere, and Chad could feel the air thicken. This was not how he wanted the evening to turn out when he was trying to push her into this crazy idea of his.
"I'm sorry, Lucy. I've just had a long day, and I'm really tired," he said, rubbing her back in an attempt to soothe her. He noticed her sit up, with an air of frustration as she looked at him.
"You always say that, Chad," she snapped, a clear anger in her voice. "It's not enough to just be tired. I need you to put in some effort too." Her intensity startled him, and he felt a knot forming in his stomach. "You don't even try to meet me halfway." There were those words again. Emphasizing that she apparently didn't feel like he was putting in the same effort as her. "Can't you see that I need you to show me that you care? This was my big day, but I knew you'd be tired. Instead of asking you to go out to celebrate, I came home and made one of your favorite fucking dinners! Not mine, but yours!"
"I do care, Lucy. But I get run down from work too. Sometimes I need you to meet me in the middle." He watched as disbelief washed over her face, her jaw tightening and her features contorting in frustration.
"Meet you in the middle? I've been doing that for years, Chad!" she exclaimed, her voice rising as her emotions spilled out. "I've been the one planning dates, the one surprising you, the one trying to keep this marriage alive! What do I get in return? A tired husband who can't even stay awake through a movie we're supposed to watch together?" Tears welled up in her eyes once more, and Chad felt a wave of regret wash over him.
"I never meant to make you feel like I don't care. I do care, and I love you. But you can't expect me to be perfect all the time, just like you can't be," he pleaded in his guilt of the night ending this way. This entire argument was coming from him being to tired to stay awake during a movie.
Lucy stood, shaking with emotion, her breaths coming in quick bursts as she tried to steady herself. "You know what, it doesn't matter. It's fine. You're tired, so go ahead and go to bed. I'm going to take a bath and try to enjoy the end of my day." Her voice had a forced calmness, and Chad could only watch as she turned and headed upstairs, feeling a sinking sensation in his chest as the distance between them seemed to expand. The weight of the unresolved tension lingered in the air, heavy and unyielding, as he remained on the couch, the silence stretching around him.
Chad was left to sit and consider the implications that this could have on his idea. Clearly pissing her off, was not going to make her trust that he'd be there to support her. Or if she already felt that she was doing everything, then it was reasonable for her to assume he'd hold it against her if it went poorly. Having given her enough time to settle in the bath, he finally went up to go to bed before she came out.
Chad leaned against the kitchen counter Saturday morning, inhaling the rich aroma of fresh coffee filling the air. The tension he had sensed between him and Lucy over the past few days lingered, an undercurrent that was present ever since he suggested inviting Mike for dinner.
"Hey, Chad," Lucy called, breaking him from his thoughts. She stood by the coffee pot, waiting for it to finish brewing. "Do you have a minute?"
"Of course!" he replied, as he pushed himself away from the counter and joined her. "What's up?"
"I've been thinking about your suggestion to invite Mike for dinner tonight. I feel like we need to talk about it."
Chad felt a spark of hope as he nodded, appreciating that she was initiating the conversation for the first time. "I'm glad you brought it up. I know I've been pushing it, and I really appreciate you considering it."
As Lucy turned to face him, Chad could see the tension in her eyes as she looked at him, as if he were being interrogated. "What are your expectations for the evening?" she asked cautiously. "If we invite him over, what do you hope will happen?"
Chad thought carefully, wanting to convey his feelings without adding any pressure. "I see it as a chance for all of us to hang out, celebrate your success, and if something happens, it happens. If not, that's fine too. Really, I just want it to feel relaxed and low-key. No pressure."
He watched as Lucy nodded, but he could see the uncertainty on her face. "But what if it doesn't feel natural? What if it just gets awkward? I don't want to disrupt anything between us, and I don't want to feel pressured to do anything with Mike in any specific way."
Her concerns resonated with him. He had thought through many of these possibilities himself, but he wanted her to feel steady and grounded. "I completely understand that," he reassured her, speaking softly. "If it starts to feel uncomfortable, we can always pivot. The goal is to enjoy the evening, not to force anything."
"Okay, that makes sense," she replied. Chad noticed a shift in her posture. She was beginning to breathe a little easier. "But I want to be clear about something, if I don't feel a connection or if it gets too intense, I want to be able to say so without feeling guilty about it. I want us to be able to go back to being just friends. I still have to be able to work with him."
"Absolutely," he said, moving a step closer to her to emphasize how seriously he took her words. "I want you to feel completely at ease. This isn't about pulling you into something you're not ready for. It's about enjoying the night and seeing what happens. Mike may not even be up for it, and this could just be a regular dinner to say thank you."
Chad felt a rush of relief when Lucy smiled faintly at him, and he could see her willingness to give it a shot. "Alright, how about I text Mike and see if he's free for dinner tonight? We need to keep it light, maybe cook something simple and just have a couple of drinks."
"Sounds perfect," he said, unable to hide his excitement. "You text him and see if he's in. Tell me what you want for dinner, and I'll make it. I think it'll be a great opportunity for all of us."
As Lucy turned back to the coffeepot to pour, Chad stepped out of the kitchen, feeling a mix of emotions about the evening. This dinner wasn't just about inviting a friend, it was about possibly exploring uncharted territory together.
Tonight held the potential for something different, and though there were no guarantees, Chad couldn't help but feel hopeful. He needed to make sure Lucy was comfortable and knew that he was there for her, no matter what.
Hearing the chime on his phone indicating that someone was at the front door, Lucy took a moment to breathe deeply before going to let Mike in. Chad felt a rush of excitement and anxiety as the evening finally arrived. He hoped Lucy would have the nerve to push forward and give his suggestion a try.
After ensuring dinner had been taken care of for a few minutes and allowing sufficient time for Lucy and Mike to navigate the awkward "hellos" following the cold shoulder she had claimed to have given him recently, Chad walked into the room. He immediately sensed the change in atmosphere, and Lucy looked up as though she were relieved to see him.
"How ya been, buddy?" he asked, his voice loud as he exchanged a brief handshake with Mike.
"Good man! And you?" Mike replied, leaning back into the couch.
"Good, good! Thanks for everything with Lucy, man. I can't tell you how much she appreciated your help." Chad's upbeat tone flowed naturally. He noticed Lucy's quietly sitting to the side, and it was evident her mind was elsewhere.
Chad glanced at her with her drink, hoping the rum would loosen her up. That she would start to talk more.
After some small talk, Chad excused himself. "Let me check on dinner, it should be about ready."
As he headed to the kitchen, he hoped the evening to go smoothly, and that everyone would start to relax. Once he confirmed that everything was ready, he returned outdoors to see Lucy leading Mike to the patio. Mike took a seat with his back to the door, leaving him with a view of the sunset.
"Dinner's about to be served!" Chad called out enthusiastically, stepping outside with plates in hand, ready to set a positive tone for the evening. He caught Lucy's smile as she turned to him to help bring everything to the table.
Chad set the food on the table, feeling the evening unfold with a pleasant ease. When Lucy asked Mike if he wanted something else to drink, he appreciated much more relaxed she seemed to be getting. The conversation flowed naturally, filled with laughter and shared stories. As the night wore on, Lucy leaned back in her chair and rested her hand on Chad's knee.
Her touch sent a warmth through him, and when their fingers intertwined, it felt electric. Chad watched as Lucy, began to rub his leg and lean closer to the table, playfully touching Mike's arm as they talked. It sparked a mix of feelings in him that he couldn't quite place.
"So, Mike, Lucy tells me you've been a real lifesaver around the office," he said, eager to direct the focus toward them.
"She's been doing the heavy lifting. I just provided some moral support," Mike replied.
Chad grinned, as he watched Lucy playfully challenge Mike's modesty. "Moral support, my ass," she said. "You reviewed everything, helped draft the language, and kept me from climbing the walls." Despite Mike's dismissive laugh, Chad felt a swell of pride for Lucy. He was also happy she was finally relaxed enough to start talking back, her natural personality finally starting to come out.
"Well, I do what I can. Lucy's always been a real go-getter, and Bill's usually the one there for her. I just put some polish on the work she'd already done this time." Mike replied, maintaining his usual humble demeanor when it came to work. Chad admired Mike's modesty.
Rising from his chair, Chad chuckled as he headed for the patio door. "Well, I can't thank you enough. Lucy's been on cloud nine ever since she closed that deal." He smacked Mike on the back on his way past him. "I'm grabbing another beer from inside. Do you guys need anything?"
"Yes, bring me a rum and coke," Lucy called, then quickly added, "But not too strong! Please."
"You want anything?" Lucy asked Mike with a hint of playfulness to her tone.
"Yeah, I'll just have the same," Mike said, after clearing his throat.
Chad leaned against the counter, a cold beer in hand, as he listened to the lively exchange just beyond the French doors. He glanced at Lucy, the angle allowing him to see under Mike's chair where her foot was rubbing his calf and eventually traveling out of sight, presumably making its way up to Mike's thigh. He smirked at her playful glint as she challenged him. He suspected she may have been up to something with the way she was getting touchy towards Mike, but he didn't realize she had been playing footsie with him. Once again, the feeling of excitement mixed with jealousy crept in.
"What the hell are you doing?" Mike asked, his tone resembling that of a parent scolding a child. The kitchen window was still open allowing their voices to drift into the house where he could hear them.
"What do you mean?" Lucy replied, as she leaned toward Mike. There was a hint of laughter in her voice.
"I mean Chad's going to be right back," Mike said, sounding genuinely concerned. Yet, as far as Chad could tell, he made no move to push Lucy's foot from his lap. A small victory for Chad.
Lucy shot a quick glance toward Chad, "Don't worry, he headed toward the stairs, so he'll be a minute," she said, before turning back to Mike
Chad couldn't help but feel encouraged by her little lie. All signs seemed to point toward a go. Lucy was outright touching Mike and openly flirting with him, fully aware that he was standing there watching and listening.
Then she leaned in, continuing to press him. "Come on, Mike, what happened to all those things you said you'd do to me while you made him watch?"
Chad's curiosity piqued at the comment. Lucy had never shared that level of detail of their conversations. What had Mike said he'd do while making him watch? Apparently he wasn't the only one that shared this fantasy that had been growing within him.
"Lucy, you can't be serious," Mike stammered.
"Why not, boss?" she shot back, her use of that title intriguing Chad. "He's in the bathroom. It's just you and me. Are you telling me you were all talk, Mike?" Another little lie as she locked eyes with Chad. He could feel his pulse quicken as she teased and taunted Mike while looking directly at himself.
Chad held his breath as he waited to hear how Mike would respond. He admired Lucy's boldness and silently urged her on, knowing this moment could change everything. As strange as it was to bear witness to this interaction between his wife and their long-time friend, he couldn't deny the pressure he felt in his own groin as the idea of what might be, became increasingly enticing. Her willingness to take the lead and encourage Mike was more than he could've hoped for.
"Lucy, I don't want to make any rash decisions here, especially with Chad right there," Mike said, his voice tinged with hesitation. Chad could only smirk. If Mike only knew where Chad actually was.
Chad knew Lucy well enough to recognize that if Lucy had taken it this far, she intended to continue on. As silence lingered, he could imagine her foot pressing against Mike's thigh. If they had truly never crossed any physical boundaries before, then this was a big step.
"Lucy," Mike's tone was almost pleading. Chad leaned closer, watching Lucy through the patio door. He silently cheered her on, this is your moment, Lucy, he thought.
As he watched the scene unfolding outside, Chad felt a surge of arousal. Lucy had the power to redefine the situation, and he was ready to support her through every step she took. If Mike hadn't really fought her up to this point, then Chad was sure she could get him to do what she wanted.
He could see her shush Mike, even though he couldn't hear it. They sat in silence for a moment before Chad heard Lucy start to speak again.
He stood captivated in the kitchen as he listened to Lucy and Mike on the patio. Mike's frustration was palpable as he muttered, "Where the fuck is that drink?" Yet, he didn't push away the foot that remained out of Chad's view, making it clear that his resolve was wavering. "And just how do you see this working, Lucy?"
Lucy smiled before responding. "Well, I guess we'll find out together," she purred.
"We've talked about it, fantasized about it, and now here we are," she said, locking eyes with him.
Chad watched her say something to Mike, but it was too low for him to hear.
Caught between the urge to intervene and the desire to let Lucy take the lead, Chad was eager to witness how far they would go. He was rooting for her, ready to see her push Mike over the edge.
Deciding he needed to eventually go back out, Chad started to prepare drinks in the kitchen, as the anticipation built. Moving to the patio door, he stepped outside and noticed Lucy's foot retreating from Mike's lap, with a teasing smile lingering on her face. With a cheerful disposition, Chad handed out the drinks, eager to keep the vibe light.
"Here we go," he said, distributing the beverages and setting out the necessary ingredients to keep them drinking. "Rum and cokes for both of you, and one beer for me." He settled into his chair and raised his bottle.
"To friends!" he declared, a grin on his face as their glasses clinked together. There was no denying that there was a shift in the atmosphere.
"To friends," they both responded, clinking their glasses against his bottle.
Lucy sank back into her chair, placing her hand on Mike's lap once again. Chad took a sip of his beer he watched Lucy take a drink as well, before she asked, "So, Mike, are you seeing anyone these days?" Chad leaned in, curious about Mike's answer.
"Not officially, no," Mike replied after taking a good gulp of his drink.
Chad raised an eyebrow, wondering what bullshit answer that was. Without thinking he followed up her question. "And what does that mean?" he asked, watching Mike's reaction.
Mike shrugged, offering a noncommittal response. "Just that I'm not tied down to anyone at the moment. I guess I'm just enjoying my freedom."
Leaning in, Lucy asked Mike, "So, you're just fucking whoever you want, whenever you want?" Chad couldn't help be nearly as surprised by her directness as Mike who nearly choked on his drink.
"Something like that, I guess," Mike stammered, looking down at his glass.
Seeing an opening, Chad encouraged him further. "Fuck it, why not? You're single and not hurting anyone. Have fun while you can." He felt a thrill at the idea of Mike's cavalier attitude and hoped it would extend to tonight.
Lucy raised her glass in agreement. "Cheers to that," she said, leaning in to give Chad a kiss, but he only offered her his cheek. Chad noted the look of disappointment in her eyes as she returned to her seat. He didn't want to be too affectionate, because he feared it might discourage Mike.
The tension quietly thickened. Lucy stared at Mike intently after Chad's dismissal of her kiss. "To whomever you want," she declared, her tone playful yet pointed.
As tensions rose between Lucy and Chad, Mike appeared visibly uncomfortable. Chad's heart raced hoping Mike wouldn't become to uncomfortable.
"I suppose," Mike finally replied, as if he were still processing what was happening.
"I mean, yeah, why not? Life's short. You only live once, right?" Chad added, trying to keep Mike at ease.
Chad took another sip of his beer, as the conversation took on a life of its own. He couldn't be happier that it seemed Lucy was fully invested in trying to instigate something with Mike. Any previous inhibitions appeared to have been washed down with the alcohol.



Everything seemed to be going well until Lucy confronted Chad as though out of nowhere. "So then what's your excuse, Chad?" she asked, her tone a mix of frustration and determination. He glanced up, feeling a jolt of surprise and uncertainty about how to respond.
"My excuse for what, babe?" he replied, genuine confusion etched on his face as he took another sip of his beer, trying to maintain his composure.
"For not fucking me like you used to?" she shot back. Chad's heart raced, and he nearly choked on his drink. Her directness in front of Mike when things had been going so well both shocked him and stirred something unexpected within him.
"Lucy, what the fuck?" he stammered, casting an anxious glance between her and Mike. Embarrassment washed over him, and he could see Mike's surprise, but there was something different about the way Lucy was addressing him. The embarrassment stirred feelings as he was put on the spot.
"I'm sorry, babe, but you know it's true." Her voice was firm, and though her face was serious, he could see a hint of a smile behind her eyes. "You don't touch me like you used to. You don't even look at me like you used to."
Chad's pulse quickened, confusion swirling inside him. He was both flustered and oddly intrigued by the degradation. He knew his wife well enough to know when she was truly pissed and that wasn't this. This was something different. Was she using him to get at Mike? And the fact that she was putting him down to push his original idea came with its own excitement. It didn't make sense. He shouldn't feel this way from being spoken down to in front of Mike. Part of his problems had been that she was always telling him what to do, or should do and now in front of a man that she's been trying to instigate something with, he felt humiliation, arousal, and a thrill at the potential of where she was taking this. He knew that he loved Lucy, but things had been seriously off for a while now. His dick was throbbing, and was almost painfully rigid at this point. As he looked between the two people he felt a weird combination of love, hate, and jealousy.
He apparently wasn't the only one that noticed his erection as Lucy looked down at his lap. Regardless of the way Lucy was talking down to him, her hand shifted from his thigh to his hardon that was pressing into the front of his shorts.
Chad felt a knot of confusion forming in his gut as Lucy confronted him, while simultaneously fondling him. He glanced at Mike, who seemed uncomfortable with the direction the conversation had taken. Lucy was laying their issues bare for all to see, and the mixture of embarrassment and arousal coursed through him, knowing Lucy was committed to making tonight what he had been hoping for.
He felt his face flush as he tried to navigate his own feelings of this actually happening. All of this was his idea and now that it was happening, was he really ready for it? He was already feeling things he hadn't been prepared for and never would've expected to be turned on by the way she was talking to him in front of this other man. All of this is what generally caused him to shut down, so perhaps it was just the idea of what was to come was really the turn on. As much he wanted to know, he decided that this wasn't the time to figure that out. He needed to be present and just accept it for the moment.
"I hardly think this is the time to talk about this, Lucy," he started. "Mike doesn't want to hear about our problems. We're supposed to be celebrating your deal," he continued before she cut him off.
"Oh please, Mike's already heard it all," she said, a smirk gracing her lips that made him flinch. The idea that their problems were now on display felt surreal, once again making him question just how far things had gone between the two.
"We don't need to do this right now, Lucy," he said with embarrassment of the situation. Everything seemed to be going so well, and he was afraid of Mike being put off by them arguing.
As she focused on him, Chad felt stripped bare under the intensity of her gaze. "Look, Chad, I just... I want you to look at me the way you used to. I want you to fuck me the way you used to. I miss you. And while you're not, keep in mind that other guys are dying for the chance." The way she said it left him stunned. Not only because of what she was saying to him right now, but that this didn't seem like the way to get Mike, who was sitting uncomfortably across from them, into doing something with her.
His heart raced, a rush of conflicting emotions flooding in. Shame and humiliation was obvious at having this conversation right now, regardless of her intentions, but there was also a sense of hope that she knew what she was doing in regards to Mike. "Babe, I'm sorry. I've just been stressed with work. And I know I haven't been--" he stammered, grasping at excuses that had become all too familiar. But Lucy wasn't interested in excuses anymore and she cut him off. The comment of other men wanting her forcing him to confront the reality of their relationship. Especially as one apparently sat across from them. And through this entire exchange, her hand never stopped stroking him under the table.
Chad's heart quickened as Lucy turned to him with a teasing smirk. "Do you like my ass, Chad? Do you want to know what Mike said about my ass?" she continued, clearly enjoying the moment. Chad could see Mike's discomfort, mirroring his own confusion.
"Lucy, please," he whispered, a mix of embarrassment and excitement swirling within him. He felt a surge of heat pulse through his groin, torn between jealousy and an undeniable thrill. She was taunting him with her words, but her hand was squeezing his now-throbbing erection, applying pressure to the spots she knew he liked.
Undeterred, she leaned in closer. "He said he wanted to tell you how great my ass looked in my skirt, Chad. I believe he said he wanted to grab it, squeeze it, and sink his teeth into it." Lucy took a sip of her drink, letting her words sink in. "Isn't that right, Mike?"
Mike fumbled for words, clearly flustered. "Something like that," he finally managed.
All Chad could do was watch the situation unfold as she deftly undid the fly on his shorts and slowly lowered the zipper, talking over the sound of it. His original intention had been to watch her with Mike, not to become a participant. But with his rapidly increasing arousal, there was no way he could resist now that she had him freed from his confines and was expertly smearing the copious amounts of precum over the head as she stimulated him in secret.
"And what else did you say?" Lucy quizzed Mike, keeping her gaze on him.
Chad felt his breath catch as she set her glass down and lowered her free hand to her leg. He watched, frozen, as she pulled up her skirt, revealing her smooth, creamy thighs. A thrill of excitement mingled with jealousy ran through him as he saw her fingers begin to tickle herself right there in front of them. The gesture was a clear statement of her intentions for the night. He could barely contain his excitement as Lucy continued to press forward with the evening.
Chad was sure that Mike couldn't see what her hand was doing, but even he could probably guess where her fingers had disappeared to under the table.
"I uh, I don't remember," Mike replied.
"Don't start lying now," she scolded. "I told you, Mike, I was going to remember 'Every. Single. Word.' and I meant it. You said you would as well. And I believe you do, Mike."
Chad was enthralled by the sight before him and couldn't take his eyes off her hand. He barely registered when Mike answered, "I said I'd make him watch me run my hand up under your skirt, I think."
As he spoke those words, Chad watched Lucy's hand make contact with the small strip of hair she had before slipping down into the silken folds below. She was simultaneously working his hard cock, her thumb flicking over his sensitive head and smearing the precum, keeping him slick and free of friction. She was working him up physically, visually, and mentally.
Trying not to draw too much attention while fighting off the orgasm that seemed to be approaching way too quickly for Chad's taste, he hung his head to hide his eyes. He was riveted as he watched her fingers circle her clit and delve between her lips. The amount of her juices already coating her fingers was evident even in the dim lights.
"But that wasn't the end of it, Mike," Lucy said, her focus still on Chad, gauging his response to the unfolding scene as though she were trying to determine if he wanted this to continue.
He listened intently, needing to know what else this man had said to his wife while he wasn't around. "No. I said I'd bury my face between your legs and tell him how good you tasted."
If Lucy had any concern about how Chad was feeling, he was sure it had been alleviated in that moment. His cock pulsed in her slowly pumping hand. With the firm grip she had on him, she must have felt him pump out a fresh dollop of precum.
"But you don't know if I taste good, Mike. So how are you going to tell him when you don't know?" Lucy questioned, her methodical pace on Chad never faltering.
He was impressed with her control, as she kept her motions limited to her wrist and fingers. Her arm never moved, revealing their secret.
As Lucy shoved two of her fingers deep inside herself, she asked him, "What do you think, Chad? Do I taste good?"
All he could do was look at her in wonder. Wonder at her ability to manipulate them both, and also wonder where she was going with this line of questioning. Her fingers pumping in and out drew his attention again as she started to withdraw them.
"Well, if you're not going to answer, what do you think, baby? Should I let him find out if I actually taste good for himself?" He could see her turn her head slightly in his peripheral vision.
Time seemed to slow for Chad as she asked the question and drew her hand upward, with pearly strings stretching enticingly between her fingertips to her pussy. As her hand continued to rise, he saw those delicate strands snap, eventually bringing her within Mike's view as well. The soft light caught the silken threads between her fingers as she parted them.
She had never exposed herself to Chad in this manner, not so blatantly, and it caused him to feel a pang of jealousy again, assuming this gesture was more for Mike than for him.
After a moment of silence, she continued her slow movements until her hand reached her own mouth. Chad could not believe what he was seeing. She had never shied away from kissing him when he had her juices coating his mouth, or cleaning his member after he'd finished inside her, but this was the first time he'd seen her go straight from her own cunt to her own mouth. And not only was she doing it, but she was making a production of it.
She pursed her lips, drawing attention to them in preparation for what was to come. Once her fingers made contact, she rubbed them over her lips in the most erotic way, making them glisten. Once she was apparently satisfied she'd coated them, she parted her lips and slipped her fingers inside until the knuckles at the base of the first two digits, made contact with her lips.
Chad could see her cheeks sink in momentarily before her jaw moved to make room for her tongue to do its job of cleaning her fingers, the occasional slurp breaking the seal of her lips as she moved.
His own orgasm seemed imminent if she continued with this behavior for long. Her movements on him had slowed as she concentrated on what she was doing. He was grateful for her loss of focus so he could try to regain his composure.
After what seemed like an eternity, she finally removed her hand before lowering it again. "Well? Should I let him have a taste?" she asked him again, making contact with herself once more.
No! Yes! Fuck! His brain couldn't make sense of anything. Seeing this side of her had his heart pumping, and he wanted nothing more than to take her to their bed and have her himself. On the flip side, he felt the embarrassment of her interactions with Mike right in front of him. No regard for him as her husband. But it was what he had asked for and pushed for her to do.
In a repeat of before, he watched her hand find her drooling opening. Her body twitched as she inserted her fingers once more. She didn't spend nearly as much time this go-around before bringing her gooey fingers up for them to see. Holding them out for inspection for just a moment, she then moved them in Mike's direction.
"Go ahead, Mike, have a taste," she offered him. Chad wanted to grab her forearm and bring her fingers to him in one of the most possessive reactions he'd ever had. Instead, he sat planted in his seat, as Lucy's hand returned with a more methodical yet rapid pace on his shaft.
"What's the matter? It's not like Chad said not to, did you, sweetie?" she chided him.
Chad couldn't find his voice. He was conflicted, feeling that his masculinity was being questioned tonight, submitting to his wife's demands as she worked toward bringing his dream of the last week to fruition. Regardless of what his mind was thinking, his cock was already on the verge of exploding from her behavior in front of this longtime friend and coworker.
And then, unbelievably, he saw Mike finally move toward the treasure that was supposed to be his and his alone. He felt his whole body tense, while feeling Lucy's grip on him increase equally. The sight of Mike's mouth approaching her fingers was surreal, but once they made contact, Chad lost it. As Lucy's fingers disappeared in Mike's mouth, and he saw the way their eyes locked onto each other while she jacked him off, he finally blew his load. It was sudden and violent as his cock flexed and spasmed. It took everything he had to keep quiet.
"Aw, is someone else getting to play with your wife?" she goaded him.
Lucy never missed a beat but didn't react to his orgasm in any way except with her hand. The angle of her grip had the pads of her fingertips pressing into the shaft, helping to pinch off the path for his cum to escape, building up backpressure before releasing it with the next pulse. The force of his orgasm, combined with her manipulation of his shaft and the teasing of his head with her thumb, had him splattering against the bottom of the table.
Chad felt completely emasculated that this man was receiving a gift his wife had never offered him while he sat off to the side, soiling the front of his shorts and exposed flesh.
Once she apparently decided that Mike had thoroughly cleaned her fingers, she drew her hand back. Grabbing a napkin, he watched her wipe Mike's saliva as well as his own cum from her hands. Chad sat frozen in his seat as she stood up and started to move around the table. Mike was glued to his chair, ultimately sitting back and making room for whatever Lucy had in mind. As she reached him, she swung a leg over his lap and sat back onto the table. Positioned on the edge, Chad could see her lifting the hem of her dress, but seated back and to her side, he couldn't see anything more than the outside of her thigh and Mike from the chest up. Mike's face was a mix of lust and surprise.
"Do you want to know what I was doing the moment you called me, the night I was at work late, Chad?" she asked while facing Mike. He couldn't see what her far hand was doing, but he could tell that she had it between her legs. Mike was looking at her with a hunger on his face, as though he were trying to refrain from pushing her back on the table.
"I was in the middle of an orgasm, simply from Mike's words," he heard her say. He thought he must've misunderstood what she said until she followed it up. "He hadn't even touched me, and he had me cumming on my desk, inches away from him, and he didn't even know. Did you, Mike?" No one said anything. Mike's line of sight was clearly focused on her pussy, and a moment later, he started to lean forward.
Having already orgasmed, Chad's rational mind kicked back in, and the sight of Mike so close to his wife's pussy, his pussy, started to become very real. He was about to be the only other man in years to touch his wife in this way. And she had her glistening fingers now running through his hair, pulling him toward the place they had just left.
When Mike stopped moving forward, Chad could only assume he was now tasting his wife. A second later, he could hear Lucy suck air through her teeth and watched her body jump in response to his touch. There was no denying that his jealousy was rising in him like a tidal wave.
He had agreed to this, but witnessing it was a different experience altogether. From his position, he could see the way Lucy's back arched, and he could picture the familiar look of pleasure on her face. Each soft moan that escaped her lips twisted the knife of possessiveness deeper. Mike seemed to know exactly how to push her buttons, coaxing from her an ecstasy that made Chad's stomach churn. The sight of Mike's hands emerging from under her raised knees and suddenly gripping her ass was overwhelming. Chad loved Lucy's ass and again thought of it as his own.
As Lucy's eyes fluttered open and looked back over her shoulder for a brief second, he caught her gaze, and something shifted. There was surprise, then a glimmer of bliss. In that instant, Chad felt torn between jealousy and the resurgence of his arousal from the look of ecstasy on her face. Could he embrace this?
"You told me that you'd show Chad what you were going to do to me, Mike. That you'd make--" Lucy started, but Mike clearly hit another pleasure spot, cutting off her thoughts. "Oh fuck, right there, Mike. Don't stop." Hearing her say these words to another man was tough, but the sound of her voice let him know just how excited she was by all of this. To be removed from the situation and just watch his wife get lost in her pleasure was a form of eroticism he'd never experienced. The sound of her moans and the way her body writhed were captivating, no matter how jealous he may have felt in that moment.
"That you'd make me do what you wanted," he heard her gasp breathlessly. "Mmmmm. And what is it you want to make me do... boss?"
She once again chose to play the submissive card by calling him a title over her, Chad noted. He found it interesting since she always seemed to want to be in control of everything. He also noticed the way Mike's eyes darted to him over her thigh, his face buried in her crotch. It was as though he were having an internal debate over the entire situation.
Isn't it a little late for that? he thought. You have your tongue buried inside my wife right now! He knew he needed to be prepared for this, but it was harder than he anticipated. No matter how turned on he was, nothing could prepare him for the mashup of conflicting emotions that ran through him at seeing someone else making his wife moan with an air of desperation from their touch.
Finally, Mike clearly made up his mind and pushed his chair back. Chad's words now came back to haunt him as Mike repeated, "Fuck it. You only live once." As Chad watched him stand with purpose, he continued, "Your fingers tasted good, Lucy, but getting it straight from your cunt tastes amazing." His demeanor had shifted. He no longer looked or sounded like a simple participant in the night's events.
Mike grabbed his glass, threw back what was left in it, and then tossed a cushion from a chair onto the ground in front of him. He didn't have to open his mouth for Chad to know what he expected Lucy to do next, and his shorts were down before Mike finished his sentence. "You had your fun, Lucy, now I want you to get on your knees and suck my cock. I want your husband to watch you tear up as you try to take it all in that pretty little mouth of yours."



Chad was taken aback by the way Mike spoke to Lucy. He'd never talked to her with such vulgarity, but he was more surprised by how fast Lucy responded. There was no hesitation as she scrambled off the table and took her position at Mike's feet. In one quick motion, her hand wrapped around his cock, and her head bobbed up and down.
Any insecurities Chad may have had, now bubbled to the surface at how his wife responded to Mike's authoritative tone, but also at the noticeable difference in their sizes. The size difference wasn't much, but when your wife is sucking on any cock bigger than yours, with gusto she's rarely ever exhibited before, a guy can't help but feel inadequate.
Without even thinking, Chad got up and started to move around the table when Lucy suddenly pulled Mike's cock from her mouth, took a gasping breath, and then shook her finger at him as though he were a child being told no. "Uh-uh, you caused this. This is your doing, so now you're going to sit and watch what happens," she told him.
He felt belittled by his wife for the way she spoke to him. Seeing the look she gave him from her loss of patience while she placed Mike's cock back into her mouth as it stretched her cheek, while he sat back in a chair nearer to them was a different level of humiliation. And for some reason, he wasn't mad about it. This was his doing. And it was certainly making him appreciate his wife in a way he never had before, even prior to their current issues.
The truth was, he had no intention of leaving, but he was missing the show from his previous vantage point. Positioned back and to the side, all he could really see was Mike and the back of Lucy's head. If he was going to watch her suck off another man and clearly enjoy it, then he wanted to see the action, not just imagine what might be happening based on their body movements.
Once seated, Lucy went back to focusing solely on Mike's tool as it forcefully and repeatedly pushed past her lips. Mike had a fistful of her hair, right at the scalp, using it to set the tempo as he quite literally fucked her face. "That's it, suck your boss's fucking dick," Chad heard Mike tell her.
Chad wondered if this "boss" thing was always part of their flirtation. He was still trying to comprehend this side of Lucy, who appeared to be happy in her submission to Mike. Was it just their dynamic, with Mike being a superior at work? Did Mike push her into that role, and she simply accepted it? Or was this a part of her that she'd never shared with him but did with Mike? The feeling of inadequacy washed over him again as he watched this man use his wife. But there was no denying that the pleasure Lucy derived from it was turning him on.
He could hear it in the way she moaned around Mike's cock and saw her body writhe in response to each forceful thrust. He watched as Mike's head fell back, his eyes closed in bliss, and a low groan escaped his lips. "This is the price your wife pays for me helping her get that client, Chad. I don't care about your fucking dinner, I care about her sucking my fucking dick," Mike said.
The idea that his assistance in her job came at the cost of sexual favors made Chad aware of just how hard he was again, a throb pulsing through his erection. Apparently, that cost included jamming his cock into the back of Lucy's throat, and Chad wanted to step up for his wife as he saw her gag and her throat bulge out. Fortunately, Mike released his hold, allowing her to back off and get some air. His instinct was to ask if she was okay when she started coughing and gasping for breath, but it was clear he didn't need to when she enthusiastically went right back to swallowing his shaft the moment she regained her breath.
Chad watched in disbelief as Lucy placed her hands behind Mike's ass, as if encouraging him to go as deep as he could. The man he considered a friend, her long-time coworker and on-and-off boss over the years, guided his wife's mouth along his shaft. Mike's hips began to move in time with hers, thrusting deeper into her throat with each stroke.
It was one thing to see his wife suck his cock, looking down at her for the bit of power it let him feel, but to see her throat literally bulge out as another man's tool burrowed its way into it brought about a sense of that man possessing her in a different way. He figured he probably had the same effect when she deep-throated him, but he'd never been at an angle that allowed him to see the actual depth of her throat expanding with his thrusts.
Chad noticed Lucy's eyes watering, just as Mike had promised, while he pushed and pulled on her head to match the pace of his thrusts. The amount of drool running down her chin and landing in long bands on her breasts, dress, and the cushion below spoke to how hard her mouth was trying to accommodate the abuse it was taking. But Lucy showed no hint of needing Mike to slow down.
Getting up to come around for this view was worth pissing Lucy off and getting scolded. Watching blowjobs on porn had never been Chad's thing, but seeing his wife be manhandled the way she was and enjoy it, was one of the hottest things he could remember. She may as well have been a blow-up doll for all the care Mike showed her.
"Fuck, Lucy, you're a good little cocksucker, aren't you?" he heard Mike huff. "That's it, you pretty little whore. Take my cock like a good girl. Show your husband what a dirty little slut you really are." And she was. The image of her, on her knees, her head bobbing up and down, her throat working to take Mike's cock, was seared into Chad's mind. He couldn't deny the thrill he felt watching her like this. He knew it was wrong, but the nature of it all only heightened his arousal. His own cock throbbed, begging for release once again.
With Mike taking control, Lucy had released her grip on his ass. One hand was now joining her mouth in working Mike over while the other was buried between her legs, working herself. Once again, Chad felt forgotten as he simply sat to the side and watched.
"How are you not taking advantage of this every chance you get?" he heard Mike demand of him. "If her mouth is this amazing, I can't wait to try out that pussy."
Hearing Mike's intentions sent a jolt of jealousy and arousal through him. He was going to see his wife take her boss's cock, and it was all because of him. He had talked Lucy into doing this. Whenever she showed discomfort, he'd backed off, only pushing further when she seemed to have come to terms with each conversation. Now, here was Lucy, looking more voracious than he'd ever seen her, letting a man exert his will over her while announcing his intentions that he fully planned to shove his cock in her pussy.
With that thought, Chad could feel a fresh batch of precum squeeze out in anticipation. By now, Lucy had been taking Mike's entire length, her nose repeatedly flattening against him as his balls touched her chin. He'd never seen anything like this before.
"That's it, suck that cock, Lucy. Show your husband what you can do. Show him how much you like having your boss shove his cock down your throat," Mike continued. "You like it, don't you, Lucy? Are you going to make yourself cum while you suck my dick?"
Lucy's eyes were looking up at Mike as she continued to play with herself while allowing him to use her mouth. "That's right, you look at me while you get yourself off. It's your boss helping you get there, not your husband. He's just sitting to the side watching me use you. Isn't that right, Chad?"
But Chad wasn't really listening to Mike at the moment. The sight of her fingers rapidly plunging in and out, combined with the squelching noises competing with the sounds of her mouth around Mike's cock, was as disturbing as it was a turn-on. His brain struggled to process it all when he almost leapt out of his chair at what happened next.
Lucy had been doing as she was told and was keeping her sights on Mike's face, but when they momentarily looked in his direction, Mike immediately gave her a light slap on the cheek. He didn't say anything, just a sudden strike, and even if it wasn't hard, it wasn't ok. The only reason Chad didn't end everything in that instant was that it took his overloaded brain too long to register the slap, and by the time he did, Lucy had picked up her pace. The act showed that she wasn't bothered by it, even if he was. In fact, as he came back to the moment, he saw that she appeared to be in the throes of an orgasm, leaving Mike to do all of the work.
How was this his loud, dominating wife? He couldn't reconcile the way she'd always been, with this new Lucy who seemed to love being used, smacked, and spoken about in the most vulgar ways, like the slut Mike had referred to her as.
And as if to emphasize his thoughts, Mike spoke once more. "I think you might look even prettier when you cum, Lucy."
As Lucy started to calm down and resumed being an active participant in sucking Mike, he pulled away, bringing a sudden stop to the show Chad had been lost in.
"Get that dress off," Mike suddenly commanded.
Immediately responding, she assumed the role of a dutiful employee doing as she was told. "Yes, boss," was all she said as her fingers clawed at her dress in an effort to pull it over her head. She paused for a moment, as if waiting for Mike to give her further instructions, before he helped her to her feet.
He could see the look in Mike's eyes, as if in awe of her now naked body. The appreciation and wonder led Chad to believe that perhaps this truly was the first time Mike was seeing her naked. Even though Chad couldn't take any credit for it, he couldn't help but feel pride in the way Mike admired her. Lucy was stunning.
She stayed fit from going to the gym regularly, but she still ate, leaving her with that little extra layer which gave her the soft feminine quality he loved about her. Her full breasts had a womanly quality that worked to defy time, even if they weren't the perky breasts of a 20-year-old. The shape was full and the nipples still sat high. Her ass was round with full hips, both just calling for you to grip and sink your fingers into while worshiping her. Her legs had a softness to them as well, but when she moved, you could see the muscles flex under the soft layering. They tapered down to her calves, the muscles prominent and powerful looking from a lifetime of wearing heels in addition to her workouts.
He admired her figure from his seated position, as if he'd handcrafted her himself and was allowing Mike to look at his handiwork.
Mike's free hand raised until it found the firm, pliant flesh of her breasts. He hefted them, as though measuring them for himself. A thumb stroked her nipple, testing its responsiveness.
After a few moments of appreciation, he gave her another order. "Lay back down on the table, Lucy," he told her.
Hearing the words, Chad watched his wife cautiously step back onto the table and reposition herself on her back, her breathing slightly labored from her previous orgasm. Her pose presented her like a wanton whore for the pleasure of this man who was not her husband.
Anticipation filled the air as Mike stood before her, his cock jutting out from his body, glistening from the saliva Lucy left behind. Chad could feel the warmth pooling in his own groin as he watched his wife place her hands above her head, ready and waiting.
Mike wasted only a moment to appreciate her before closing the distance to align himself with her entrance. Even from his angle, Chad could see the way her lips were parted, as though her body was begging for Mike to take her, regardless of any reservations that might be running through Lucy's head. However, by the way she was offering herself, with no hesitation, he didn't imagine she had any qualms about taking this next step.
Mike stepped forward, his hands gripping his shaft, placing the tip at her slick entrance.
The idea may have been Chad's, but it had become Lucy's show as the night got started. Then, as Mike ate out his wife, he watched him take control of the evening. And now they both sat ready to see what was going to happen next.
"I'm going to fuck you now, and I'm going to show your husband exactly how good you feel on my cock." Once again, Mike used him, not just to feel like the bigger man, but to fuel his wife's apparent need to be dominated. Chad wasn't sure what the purpose was, but he couldn't deny how the feeling of helplessness as he allowed this to continue aroused him.
For the first time, Chad saw a flash of uncertainty in Lucy's eyes as he gauged how she was doing. He contemplated asking if she was okay with this, but while weighing the thoughts of her being vocal in the past and likely saying something if she had an issue against the possibility that she was just too caught up in the moment to find her voice, the opportunity was gone.
Mike drove himself home. It wasn't a hard, violent thrust, but it was a thrust with purpose. Her own cream lubricated her channel, allowing him to push all the way to the hilt in one long stroke. From Chad's view, there was no resistance, only a silent welcome. Her body instantly reacted in the most inviting way. Her back arched, thrusting her breasts up into the air as her head tried to push back into the table, and her eyes closed with a look of bliss across her face. If all of that wasn't sign enough, the way her heels were suddenly pushing into Mike's ass, as though they were trying to draw him in, was all the sign any of them needed that she wanted this.
Mike leaned forward, placing a hand near her head and one gripping her hip, leaning into a steady rhythm. His cock was clearly filling her completely as she adjusted to his size. Chad was starting to become accustomed to the mixed feelings of jealousy and arousal as he watched his wife's body respond to another man. The noises she made, the way her body writhed and moaned, it was all so different from what he was used to.
"Oh God, yes," he heard her gasp. Chad could see Lucy's body tense and relax with each thrust. Her breaths came in short gasps, her moans growing louder with each push.
"Fuck, you feel amazing, Lucy," Mike managed, and his pace increased.
Chad was officially watching his wife enjoy being fucked by another man. There was no confusing her reactions for anything other than pleasure, and he'd pushed her into it.
As he marveled at the surreal coupling, he heard his wife's voice call out. "Come here, baby," she said. Chad could hear the effort in her voice as she struggled to get the words out under Mike's continued onslaught. "Bring me that beautiful dick I love. Please, Chad, I need it." He could hear the pleading in her voice. The sincerity of her desire for him, even while she was being ravished by another man, made his heart soar.
When Chad stood, he saw Lucy convulsing once again and couldn't help but wonder if that was a mini orgasm or just a jolt of pleasure.
"What the fuck are you waiting for?" he heard Mike grunt at him, pulling him from his reverence of his wife, who was on display in the most erotic manner he could ever imagine. " This slutty wife of yours is literally begging for it, and you're taking your sweet fucking time over there!" Picking up his pace, he circled the table, heading back toward where he started as his wife watched and beckoned for him.
As he approached, he was already working to drop his own clothes. As soon as his exposed cock was within her reach, she took it in her hand. Her fingers encircled him as they made a single smooth stroke from the base to the head and then cupped his balls momentarily. The exquisite sensation of her hand once again was short-lived, however.
As her hands withdrew once more, they went to her tits and pinched her nipples. He could see a wave of pleasure run through her as she shivered at her own touch. "Stroke that big dick for me, Chad. Let me watch you while Mike fucks me."
Her words did something to him, and he swore he could have almost cum right then but managed to stave it off for the brief moment he needed. Hearing her verbally tell him that Mike was fucking her just seemed to hit a nerve. He never would have imagined being a cuckold a month ago, and he certainly didn't think that he'd enjoy it. The idea was originally rooted in seeing her come alive, to find that spark they shared once again. Not to get off from the fact that his wife was blatantly fucking another guy and wanted to watch him masturbate while they did it.
His hand found its way to his throbbing dick while his mind was stuck in its own reflection. Thankfully, her voice brought him back. Reflection was supposed to be after they were done, not during.
"That's it, baby," she breathed. "Stroke that big dick for me." He was more than happy to oblige. And while he was pleasuring himself as she asked, perhaps he could contribute to her pleasure as well. With that in mind, he reached out and took over working her breasts himself. He started by replacing one of her hands with his own before moving to the other. He would have been happy to use both hands on her to offer her what he could, but she explicitly said she wanted to watch him stroke himself, so he wasn't about to let her down on her one request.
As he watched her face contort in pleasure and the way her breasts bounced under Mike's forceful thrusts, making it difficult to keep control of them under his hand, he abruptly felt her body shift. Looking down, he saw that Mike had grabbed her and was pushing her further onto the table, and Lucy was helping him. Her head now hung off the edge, and Chad took in this new sight.
"Why are you stroking your own dick?" came Mike's dominant voice once more. "Shove it in her mouth. Make her do the work so you can enjoy."
Chad looked down at Lucy, her eyes now looking up at his as he evaluated what she seemed to want. He had told her to masturbate for her, but Mike was telling him to shove his cock in her mouth. This was Lucy's night, though, not Mike's. He may have been benefiting from this, but it wasn't about him for Chad.
"Oh fuck, Lucy!" he heard Mike continue. It seemed like he was speeding up again, and Chad could only assume that he enjoyed the idea of Lucy being used the way he was using her, as well as giving her orders. "Suck him, Lucy. Wrap your lips around your husband's cock while I fuck your tight little pussy."
As Mike slammed home once more, Lucy opened her mouth. Taking that as an invitation, Chad slid it in with no preamble. He heard her try to moan around him as he pushed all the way in. Her head tilted back, allowing him to enter her throat with no notable resistance. Her only response was to close her mouth around him and suck with enough force to hollow out her cheeks. Clearly, he had made the right choice.
As he repeatedly drove in and out, he could feel his scrotum bump against her nose. Lucy had never given him a blowjob from this angle, and he could now see his cock causing her throat to bulge, and it was mesmerizing. Watching his head force it to expand and then contract as he retreated was impressive. He placed a hand over her throat, not to squeeze, but to feel its invasion. Mike's own thrusts pushed him into her throat even when he didn't intend to. The fact that Lucy was able to take the repeated intrusions was incredible to Chad.
"Fuck, you feel so good, Lucy. Your pussy is so tight," Mike said, breaking Chad's focus. "That's it, take it, Lucy. Take both of our cocks like the good little slut you are."
Chad looked up without even thinking and watched as Mike pummeled into his wife. He could see her abs flex as her body responded every time he degraded her.
As if taking Mike's words to heart, she grabbed his ass like she had done to Mike earlier, as though she were trying to pull him in. There was no pressure behind her grip, though. It was more as if she were resting her hands on him in a gesture of encouragement. She was moaning regularly at this point, but they came out as muffled grunts around his dick.



Taking the hint, he stepped up his own aggressiveness with her. He grabbed her hair as Mike had done and cradled her head. He held her at an angle that allowed him to drive into her throat repeatedly. Looking down, he could see the drool running from the corners of her mouth, streaking toward her hair. It was rather unsightly and a little disturbing as he looked into her swollen, bloodshot eyes, while she fought to catch her breath through her flaring nostrils. However, her apparent thrill of it all made it one of the hottest things he had ever experienced.
"Fuck yes, Lucy," Chad unintentionally parroted, "Suck that cock, baby. Take it all the way down your throat." If she wanted to be used, then who was he to deny her after she acquiesced and gave him this night at his prodding? Her tongue did what it could to aid her lips and throat in supplying him with whatever pleasure she could.
His conscience getting the best of him for a moment, he backed up to allow her to catch her breath. As she gasped for air, he was about to reenter her still open mouth when Mike announced he had other ideas.
"See, she likes being told what to do. Turn over," he barked, withdrawing from her sodden pussy. Even from where Chad stood, he could see the strings stretch from her hole as if they were the only things keeping him tethered to her core. In the end, they snapped once more and hung from his tip as he gave her room to turn around.
Chad watched as she sat up to turn around without a hint of hesitation. As she stood and began to bend back over toward Chad, he saw Mike redirect her. Guiding her a step over and turning her angle slightly, he pushed on her back to press her down onto the table to present herself to him once more.
Chad just stood and watched as Mike drove into her again. Lucy's face was one of ecstasy as she welcomed Mike back inside. Mike had her ass in his hands, fingers gripping each cheek as he used them to set his pace. Chad heard him grunt with each push, followed by a loud slapping noise that did little to drown out the wet, squelching sounds from her cunt. The sight of Mike's hips repeatedly ramming into her created an audible symphony of sweaty flesh slapping against sweaty flesh.
The slapping of their bodies was joined by the crack of Mike's hand on her ass. Even Chad's head snapped back at the unexpected strike. As for his poor wife, her upper body tensed, her head shot up, and her mouth fell open in what seemed like a near silent scream. A quick "Ah!" was all that managed to escape before her voice seized.
"Don't just stand there, put something in her mouth before your neighbors come out to see what she's screaming about," Chad heard him order.
He was still in shock at the force Mike had used in spanking her, which kept his feet rooted to the ground. But as he heard her moans start up once more, followed by a barely audible, "Again," he recognized it for what it was. A plea, not a command. Mike had his wife begging to be spanked with more force than he would have ever dared try on his own.
While Chad may have been having reservations that caused him to be slow to react, Mike did not share them. His motions were immediate and decisive as he raised his hand and quickly brought it down on Lucy's ass once more. Once again, Lucy seemed to lose herself momentarily in some unknown pleasure Chad had never gotten from her.
His insecurities rising once more, he stepped forward, feeling the need to be an active participant again. Placing his hand on the back of her head, he pushed against her straining muscles that still held her back tense until they released, allowing him to bring her mouth back over his cock. The feel of her warmth welcoming him home brought forth a fresh surge of precum.
"Fuck, Lucy. You feel so good," he heard Mike praise her. "You know what the good thing is about you not fucking her, Chad? You've left her so much tighter for me."
The words stung. It was undeniably true. Even Mike knew that the irregularity of their sex left her extremely tight, and with Mike being even larger than he was, how could that not be the case?
"It's fucking amazing. You don't know what you've been missing, Chad. She's squeezing the life out of my cock!" Mike continued to make Chad feel like shit for having let his personal issues hold him back from giving his wife the intimacy she repeatedly asked for.
Mike was a clear example that had he continued to ignore her, and had she not been honest about what had already happened in response to his prodding, he might have been sitting at home watching sports while Lucy was bent over Mike's desk instead of their patio table.
In revelation to all of this, Chad suddenly felt a new and deeper love for his wife, for the fact that she was honest with him about what she was feeling, even if he did have to draw it out of her a little. In retrospect, during her confessional or any conversation afterward about Chad wanting this night to happen, he never doubted the sincerity of her words when she told him that she just wanted him, her husband, and not Mike. Mike was an instrument to be used in this moment, not a rival male who might take his wife away.
The taunts of how his wife felt didn't matter to Chad. But seeing how they pushed Lucy's pleasure to new levels when spoken to like that made him strangely happy for her. And if this is what she wanted, who was he to deny her any longer?
Trying to stabilize her head against the force of Mike fucking her, he proceeded to use her mouth once more.
"Do you know your wife told me she likes to masturbate while thinking of herself?" Mike continued, and Chad could hear Lucy almost whimper at hearing Mike's words. "She told me she likes to look at herself in the mirror, watching her reflection as she touches herself, spreading her pussy lips open so she can see how wet she gets."
Hearing these things about his wife that she never told him bit into his pride a bit. He wasn't mad at Lucy for telling Mike, he was mad at himself for not having let her know it was ok to tell him these things. But that didn't mean Lucy wasn't going to be punished for sharing these secrets with another guy. He could feel the vibrations through her throat and mouth as she moaned and whimpered while Mike laid her bare.
"She won't even masturbate in the shower because she doesn't want to let the water wash her juices away," Mike continued, clearly trying to push his buttons, Chad believed.
But that last statement explained a lot to Chad. He knew his wife was never a fan of masturbating in the shower or sex in any body of water for that matter. Wast this the reason why. His grip on her hair was a bit rough by this point, as was the way the head of his cock was using her uvula as a punching bag on its way past.
"That's how dirty your wife is, Chad. What kind of filthy whore would rather be covered in her own slime than clean water?"
That's fine, Mike, talk your shit, Chad thought, this is the best blowjob I've ever had in my life. The constant verbal abuse directed at his wife seemed to encourage her to give everything she had, and Chad was fully onboard.
When Mike's hand struck her ass again, Chad could feel her throat constrict around him as she fought her body's natural response to tense up and try to protect herself.
"Does this make you feel like a whore, Lucy? Does it make you feel like the dirty little bitch you are?" Mike carried on.
While Mike may not have been able to hear or see a response, Chad didn't miss it. She was looking straight into his soul when he felt the tug of her hair and the movement of her scalp against his hand as she gave a tiny nod. It was as though she was telling him that this is what she wanted. This is what Chad now needed to do going forward. To stop letting her walk on him and just take control.
"She loves it, doesn't she, Chad?" Mike taunted. "Your wife loves being called a whore. She loves being treated like a fucking filthy slut."
Mike had no idea how accurate his words apparently were.
Chad was approaching his end, and there was no resisting it as he felt the most extreme sensation of love for his wife in this most absurd coupling ever. And the way he showed it was to force his cock into her mouth and feel her throat swallow around it before giving her a chance to breathe again.
When he backed out so that only his bloated mushroom remained in her mouth, he could feel her redoubling her efforts to stimulate him. She knew him well enough to recognize when he was close and what he liked. The feeling of her pressing into the channel along the bottom of his shaft was perfection, and the way her tongue swept across his frenulum was rapidly pushing him to climax.
"Oh fuck, I'm gonna cum!" Chad panted in response to all of these new feeling and stimulations.
"That's it, Lucy," he heard Mike continue to push her. "Make your husband cum. Show him how much you love his cock. Your job tonight is to just take our cum."
Even though this night was meant to bring Lucy pleasure and Chad hoped to have some introspection, which he firmly believed he did, Lucy derived her pleasure from being exactly what Mike said. She was there to give pleasure and swallow his cum.
"Mmph," was all she managed as he unleashed in her mouth. He had pulled her head back so that he could look into the beautiful face he loved, ensuring that his jizz splashed against the roof of her mouth and washed across her tongue. He didn't want a single drop to bypass her having to taste him.
"Fuck, that's tight," Mike went on. "I bet Chad doesn't make you cum like this, does he, Lucy?"
Chad couldn't care less what Mike had to say at this point. Now that he knew this side of Lucy existed, and apparently ran deep, he was going to make the most of it going forward. He had managed to keep his gaze on her through most of his orgasm, but now spent, he had nothing more to give.
"Fuck, Lucy, you're gonna make me cum too," Mike said urgently. "Where do you want it? In your pussy, or on your ass?"
Lucy finally released Chad from her mouth, having sucked him to the point he was through the sensitive stage and now half-deflated.
"My pussy. I want you to cum in my pussy, Mike, please," she begged.
Hearing her beg for another man to cum in her pussy stung, especially after such an intimate moment, but he pushed it from his thoughts. After all, she was lost in her own bliss and experiencing things she never had, as far as Chad knew. He couldn't hold her showing this side of herself against her, thanks to a night he had instigated. He'd have to take his punishment as his wife got her pleasure.
"Fuck, you're so tight," he groaned. "I can feel every inch of your cunt hugging my cock," Chad was now nothing more than a spectator as he sat in a chair trying to recover. As he watched the scene unfold before him, he appreciated just how sensual a being his wife truly was and how she could draw out the most sexual parts of a man.
"That's it, take my cock in that filthy cunt of yours," Mike encouraged as he continued to slam into her. "I'm gonna make that pussy overflow with my cum."
Are you, though? Chad thought to himself as he sat in awe of his wife. Or is she going to make you cum so much it's overflowing? It was a stupid distinction, but Chad didn't want to give Mike credit for anything in this moment.
Mike suddenly leaned over, and grabbed at Lucy. He pulled her upright until she was pressed back against him, with one hand groping her chest, while the other wrapped around her throat. Once more, Chad couldn't believe how positively Lucy seemed to respond to Mike's manhandling of her.
He didn't hold any animosity against Mike, but he grew weary of hearing his arrogance as he fucked his wife. The act itself he could handle. Mike's apparent opinion of himself was a new revelation to Chad.
Seeing Mike finally start to tense up as his face contorted, it was obvious he had reached his limit. Chad could see a slight smile wash across Lucy's upturned face as he spoke.
"Please, Mike. Fill me up. I want to feel your cum inside me," his wife begged of this other man. She wanted his seed inside her. Had Chad not recently cum, he may have been ready to go instantly at this strange fascination.
"Fuck, yeah, Lucy. Take it all. Every fucking drop," Mike groaned, his voice hoarse with exertion. "Take that cum in your dirty little cunt." His grip on her throat tightened.
Chad watched Lucy's head nod and an expression of bliss wash over her. "Yes, Mike. Give it to me. I can already feel it running down my leg," she breathed.
Her words drawing Chad's eye, but was unable to see from his angle. In his mind's eye though, he could see the mixture of frothy fluids as they turned to drops and rivulets streaking her inner thigh, with no distinction between what was from her and what was from Mike.
Mike leaned into her ear and whispered something, but Chad couldn't hear it over Lucy's gentle purrs of satisfaction.
With that, Mike released his hold on her, letting her catch herself on her way back down to the table, before he selfishly sat in a chair behind them.
Chad could feel his own blood pressure rise. He was annoyed with Mike. Not because of what happened tonight or that his wife enjoyed this other man so much, but because after everything she did, or allowed him to do and say, he just unceremoniously released her to fall to the table with no support. He sat down and left her exhausted and used body sprawled out before him.
Who knows, maybe Lucy was okay with it, but as her husband, his concern would always be for her until he knew she was alright. This night certainly served its purpose for him. He got far more out of it than he ever dreamed as he found new layers to the depth of his love for his wife.
Seeing her laid out on the table, he moved to her side, gave her a kiss on the forehead, and then helped her to move to one of the patio chairs with the deep cushions. Grabbing his discarded shirt, he rejoined her side and proceeded to wipe away any of his cum or her saliva that may have remained on her face.
"Are you okay?" he asked with genuine concern, before grabbing her glass of water.
"I'm fine, baby. Just... tired," she managed to say. She looked tired. She was the epitome of used and abused. Ridden hard and put away wet. If it weren't for her clear state of bliss, he would've felt genuinely bad for her, but apparently that wasn't a sentiment she would have shared. So, he discarded the feeling and was just happy for her to have had this experience.
As Mike sat on the sidelines this time, watching the exchange between them, Chad simply comforted Lucy for a moment, allowing her a chance to relax. Once she seemed to regain some energy, he helped her to her feet once more.
"Come on, let's get you cleaned up," Chad said softly, leading her toward the house. "And Mike, would you mind seeing yourself out while I get her to bed?"
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The weeks since that night had been a haze of responsibilities and unsatisfied urges. Stephanie threw herself into finals prep like her scholarship depended on it--because it did. Jeff, meanwhile, was buried in AP tests, senior projects, and the looming countdown to graduation. They barely had time to breathe, let alone be alone.
But that didn't stop them. They stole what they could.
Mom didn't help their cause. She hadn't worked for as long as either of them could remember. Dad did well enough to support them all. They weren't rich, but he was good at what he did, and they were certainly comfortable.
If there was even the hint of an opportunity, they took it. Hurried kisses in dark hallways. Frantic touches exchanged behind doors that never stayed closed for long. Stephanie would grab Jeff's shirt and pull him into her room for a breathless make-out session--only to shove him away the second footsteps echoed down the hall. Jeff did his best to move like a ninja from one of his anime, learning how to sneak, or how to time things. He was also trying to mask his raging hormones with casual conversation whenever their parents were home--which felt like always.
The constant buildup of unsatisfied want was becoming a pressure cooker of need. And in turn, they started getting bolder. But also, more reckless.
One night, while their parents sat watching a movie, with mom in sprawled out on the couch and dad sitting in his recliner, Jeff and Stephanie snuggled in on the love seat behind them under a blanket. Her leg draped over his, when her hand slid beneath the fabric of his sweats with no warning, completely shocking him. But there was no way he was going to object. After the initial shock and looking over to see the slight smirk she was clearly trying to keep off her face, while watching TV as though nothing was happening, he responded in kind. After a moment of arms bumping and shifting to accommodate, he slipped his fingers beneath her pajama shorts, finding her already wet and eager.
They didn't speak. They didn't move above the waist. They just sat perfectly still, staring at the screen, with nothing more than the occasional peak at the other out of the corner of their eye.
Then dad stood up.
The froze under the blanket with no way to untangle themselves before he turned in their direction. Weeks of sneaking had at least trained them to look normal. They sat as though they were just watching the movie, except for a quick glance from Jeff up at his dad with a token smile, and getting a forced smile in return. In an attempt to avoid further eye contact, Jeff quickly looked back to the TV.
Once the coast was clear and their dad had left the room, they both slowly withdrew their hands--too afraid to push their luck.
Still denied. Again.
But now there was a new problem: sticky hands and no discreet way to wipe them. Mom's throw blanket was definitely off limits, so they just sat there in silence, hands still hidden, hoping they'd dry under the cover of the blanket.
It was reckless, the way they'd touched each other on the couch while their parents watched TV feet away. It was idiotic. Dangerous.
And completely addictive.
Another afternoon, with their mom busy in the kitchen making plenty of noise, Stephanie had come into Jeff's room and with no preamble, she was in his lap, straddling him in his desk chair. Their urgency knocking one of Jeff's gaming controllers to the floor as their lips collided and his hands roamed under the hem of her tank top. In a futile attempt to reach into his pants, her hands had immediately gone towards his waistband, only to be thwarted by the unyielding denim and his belt. Leaving her questioning why a high school boy would even be wearing a belt with jeans in the first place.
As her hands stroked his abdomen as she contemplated trying to make another attempt to free him, or snake inside, but before it could go further, the hardwood floors sounded the alarm of mom coming. It was a scramble to part, hearts racing, and pretending like she was trying to help him understand a lit question. When she finally reached the door asking what the clatter was she'd heard a moment ago, Stephanie was casually semi bent over pointing in a book as though nothing was going on.
And so, they waited. Again.
Jeff couldn't help thinking things would be easier if they didn't live under the same roof. It was hard enough coming up with reasons to leave the house when dad expected him in his room every minute of every day studying--but coming up with reasons why Stephanie had to leave with him? Nearly impossible.
They kept telling themselves that freedom was close. School was nearly over, summer was on the horizon, and today, the weekend had arrived wrapped in warm, glorious sunshine.
Typically, Jeff wasn't too concerned what the weather was outside, as long as it wasn't a storm that'd knock out the electricity or his internet. And it certainly hadn't been warm enough long enough to warm up the pool to Jeff's liking, but Stephanie thought it was just right for stretching out and soaking up the sun.
Stephanie lay stretched out on a lounger in her red bikini. Never had she been so bold as to wear anything like this before today. Sure, she'd worn bikinis, but always with some modesty even, when sunning, but if someone was around to see her... She wouldn't dare go beyond a bottom that covered nearly as much as her leotard. And that essentially covered her whole butt. And as for her breasts? She always chose full-support tops--compression-style--like she was heading to the gym, not the backyard.
Not today though. She had pulled together every ounce of courage she had, went out as soon as the stores opened and bought a brand-new bikini.
Already becoming accustomed to Jeff's constant words adoration and looks of wonder, she wanted more. As cliché as it may sound, the only way to describe his looks was like that of a kid looking at a pile of presents under the Christmas tree. While many of the guys at college looked at her with similar thoughts of what they wanted to do to her as Jeff did, she was always to self-conscience to have ever been aware of it.
So today was different. Today she came home from the store, went straight to her room and put on her new bright red bikini that yelled "look at me." There was no support in the top, just a soft lightweight material that did nothing to restrict, or hide, any movement her full breasts chose to make. The bottoms were cut high on the legs, drawing attention to her hips, didn't even make it halfway across her well-toned butt. On her, it felt like she was lucky if they covered a quarter of her butt. Where her usual suit hit right at the base of her cheeks, this one left them near fully exposed. There was no hiding the fullness of her backside in this. She only wished she had eyes in the back of her head so she could see the look on Jeff's face whenever she managed to walk in front of him.
She wasn't ready to dive into a thong. Not enough confidence for that yet. Besides it'd be weird for mom or dad to see her in that. These were bad enough. A lifetime of gymnastics already had her cheeks trying to make even this bit of material disappear between them when she walked.
When Jeff didn't even realize she'd come back home, he was so engrossed in a raid on his game. But when he saw her walk past his bedroom door in that new bikini on her way out to the pool, he tried to log off from his game as fast as he could, telling his friends his dad needed him for something and sounded upset in the hopes they wouldn't be mad he was bailing on them. It still took him nearly 5 minutes, and then nearly tripped over himself getting changed into swim trunks.
Stepping outside, Jeff just barely managed to keep from slamming the sliding door behind him in his rush to join Stephanie. She was already lying mostly reclined on one of the loungers, and it looked like she'd put on sunscreen. Or was it suntan lotion? He wasn't sure, but what he did know is that it made her skin look wet and slick to the touch, and his brain was already imagining his hands sliding over her.
Stephanie never moved as he walked across the patio, taking the seat beside her. She was stretched out, with her head tilted back and her sunglasses on. He'd never seen her look like this. Her red bikini nearly made him forget how to function.
Looking in the direction of the pool, he offered "Pool's still cold," trying to sound casual even though his voice cracked halfway through.
Stephanie lifted her head just slightly and peeked over her glasses. "Good thing I'm not in it, then." Fighting her lips from forming into her signature smirk before she laid her head back down. "Sun's perfect though."
Jeff sat on the second lounger eyeing the little brown bottle on the ground next to her. He was close enough to smell her, thinking he'd never wanted to eat coconut more in his life than he did in right now.
"Did you... uh, get a new swimsuit?" he asked, despite knowing full well she had. It was impossible not to notice. The top barely kept up with her curves, and the bottom--he was trying not to stare, but God, the bottom. From the front he could inches beyond the bend in her thigh where as her normal bikini would've started right at that bend. And while it was no string bikini, middle fabric running up was relatively narrow as well considering her typical preferences.
Stephanie chuckled softly, not opening her eyes. "You mean this old thing I've definitely had for all of... two hours?" She finally turned her head to look at him albeit bashfully to find him overtly staring. "Yeah. I thought you might like it."
Jeff's mouth opened but no words came out. He just nodded, a little too fast.
"I mean, it's probably too much, right?" she added, in a moment of weakness as her nerves started to get the better of her. A nervous fidget drew her hand to the thin strap on her shoulder, which only made things worse, shifting the little material that was there. "The tops a little difficult to keep in place," she complained, instantly regretting saying it out loud.
"No! I mean--not too much. It's..." He rubbed the back of his neck. "You look amazing."
Stephanie turned her head toward him. "Thanks," she said softly. "I was hoping you'd think so."
He looked away, tried not to make her feel self-conscious, as well as hide his own nerves, but he couldn't help the way his eyes kept drifting back. "I like it," he said, quietly.
Stephanie had laid her head back down and didn't answer right away. Finally replying, "Thanks. I mean, it's kinda a lot. Or kinda not a lot? You know what I mean," she finally finished with a nervous sigh thinking of how exposed she was and that she just needed to stop talking.
"It's not. It's perfect."
She couldn't fight the smile that reached the corner of her lips.
A few more seconds passed with only the sounds of birds and the faint buzz of a neighbor's mower in the distance. Jeff sat with his elbows resting on his knees, unsure of whether to keep talking or let her be. He still struggled to talk even with her, in moments like this. As he sat there, he watched a bead of sweat trail from her collarbone down the valley between her breasts and forced himself to look away.
She shifted, adjusting the strap on her shoulder once again. "It's hot today," she said, almost to herself, fidgeting more than adjusting her strap.
"Yeah."
Taking off her sunglasses, Stephanie stood up without another word and walked toward the pool. She did want to cool down, but the real idea was to heat Jeff up, just for fun. It was the purpose of the bikini after all. Jeff made no effort to hide that he was staring this time. He didn't even try to look away. Her bikini showed everything it was supposed to--and a few things it probably wasn't, based on the way it looked like it was bunching towards the middle. The whole view made his mouth go dry.
She paused at the edge, standing there a moment, looking down at the water. Then, without giving herself time to think, she jumped in feet first with a small splash.
"Holy crap, it's freezing!" she gasped, catching her breath the moment her head was above water. Without further hesitation, she started swimming back to the edge where she jumped in, it being the closest spot to her.
Jeff laughed. "Yeah. I did mention that." Still laughing, he stood and moved to help her out. She didn't need it, and he knew that, but he still offered his hand anyway.
She pulled herself up until one knee was on the pool deck before taking his hand. As she stood, shivering, the warmth of the sun already felt like a gift.
"Oh my God--" she said through exaggeratedly chattering teeth, as she bent forward squeezing the water from her hair with both hands.
When she turned her head to get some more of the water out, her eyes dropped--and landed squarely on the bluge in Jeff's shorts. Her cheeks flushed instantly and she straightened up with a smile. "Aren't those things supposed to have, like, a second layer or something to keep that thing down?"
Jeff, made no attempt to hide that he was looking at her chest, nor did he try to hide his grin. "They do. It just... only works so well." He tilted his head slightly. "And you're one to talk. Like you've got any room to talk about stuff sticking out."
Stephanie followed his gaze down to her chest and let out a soft groan. The cold had done its job--her nipples were clearly visible through the soaked, clinging fabric, which now offered zero modesty.
"Whatever," she muttered, cheeks still pink as she turned back toward her lounger with Jeff in tow.
But just as they reached their seats, they both noticed their dad stepping outside through the patio door.
In a heartbeat, they dropped onto their loungers, trying to look casual, and trying to cover what they could without making it obvious.
Dad paused for a second on the patio, looking at them both. It was a look they hadn't really seen from him before and didn't know what to make of it. He didn't look mad, but he looked like he was sizing them up.
"Hey," he said finally, his voice even. "I've got to run by the tailor--pick up a suit before they close."
Jeff gave a vague nod. "Okay."
"I shouldn't be too long," their dad added.
He glanced between them again, then slid on his sunglasses.
Neither of them said a word.
As he turned to go back inside, he stopped halfway through the door and looked over his shoulder. "And Jeff, don't forget to put on sunscreen. With how much time you spend in your room on those games, I'm surprised you haven't already turned to ashes."
"You got it, dad," He called after him as he stepped in and closed the door behind him.
For a few seconds, neither of them moved.
Then Stephanie let out a soft snort. Jeff glanced over at her, and they both broke into a laugh--more from tension than anything else.
"Well," she said, putting her sunglasses back on, "that wasn't terrifying at all."
"Nope. Totally normal. Just your average sunscreen PSA," Jeff muttered, shaking his head.
They heard the garage door hum to life, then the car backed out and rolled down the pebbled driveway.
Stephanie waited until the sound had faded before speaking again. "He's probably right, though."
Jeff looked over at her, confused. "About what?"
"You," she said, lifting her sunglasses slightly and giving him a look. "You're gonna burn if you don't put something on. And not my oil--" she added as he looked to the little bottle next to her, "actual sunscreen."
Jeff glanced down at his chest and arms, already a little pink. "Thought the sun was supposed to be good for me."
Stephanie smirked. "Not when it turns you into a lobster."
He raised an eyebrow. "So you're saying I need help?"
"I'm saying," she replied, moving behind her lounger, "that I'm not letting you blame me when your shoulders peel like old paint."
Giving in, Jeff got up and went to the hall closet to grab some sunscreen, taking it outside to spray it on.
When he stepped back onto the patio, Stephanie had adjusted her lounger to lie completely flat. She stood beside it, facing only slightly toward the house, and bent at the waist as she smoothed tanning oil over the backs of her thighs.
He fumbled with the door as he tried to close it behind him, without taking his eyes off of her.
As she leaned forward, he couldn't help but notice her impressive tits straining against the fabric of her top as the flesh pressed around the edges of the material. The poor top barely contained them as the string going around the back started to dig into the meat that was sticking out the side in her bent over position.
Snapping out of it he shook the bottle of sunscreen and began to walk towards his own lounger. He sprayed a liberal coat across his arms, legs and chest, getting his neck and back as best he could. Through all of it, he never stopped watching her, while attempting to not suffocate on the fumes of the spray.
As she finished with her legs, she turned to lay her towel out across the lounger, presenting the now seated Jeff with an eye level view of the material that barely that couldn't contain her ass when she was standing straight, much less as she bent over. He watched as her butt tried to perform its own magic trick by making it disappearing between the prominent globes it was failing to cover. Then she dropped onto the towel, lying flat on her stomach, and reached behind her, hooking her fingers under the edges and self-consciously adjusting her bottoms to cover what they could once again.
Then the setup to what felt like every movie he stumbled on late at night came. She looked over, squinting against the sun even with her sunglasses on and asked, "Hey, would you mind getting my back?"
Jeff blinked. It took a moment for him to realize she meant her oil. "Yeah. I mean--yeah, sure."
It wasn't exactly a seductive request. Her tone was casual, like she might've asked anyone. But for Jeff, it was just another fantasy come true.
Jeff moved to perch on the edge of her lounger, half on and half off, just by her hip. The dark tanning bottle had been baking in the sun, and the oil was hot as he poured it into his hand.
Stephanie flinched slightly at the first touch--more from anticipation than anything else--but then let out a deep breath and settled again. Her cheek rested on her towel, arms relaxed at her sides, resulting in one hand settling between their hips.
Taking his time, Jeff gently slid his hands beneath the thin straps of her bikini top to make sure he didn't miss any skin. He spread the warm oil across her back with even strokes, focused on keeping everything covered so her tan wouldn't end up patchy. Her skin was warm from the sun, soft beneath his hands, and the oil made each pass smooth and effortless like he'd previously imagined
Stephanie stayed quiet, arms loosely at her sides. She wasn't tense, but she wasn't fully relaxed either. Feeling his hands slip over her skin brought back memories. She couldn't stop her brain from making the comparison of how his fingers felt now, compared to when they were slipping over other areas that first night.
Jeff worked his hands back up along her spine before letting his thumbs circle gently into her muscles. He started around her shoulder blades, using just enough pressure to feel some knots he didn't know what to do with, so opting to just not push too hard. Rubbing oil into her skin, quickly became a relaxing massage. Really it was nothing more than an excuse to keep touching her.
Each stroke gradually lengthened, slowing slightly as his hands grew more confident. His thumbs slid down the slope of her back, while his outer fingers traced along the dip of her sides where her ribs tapered in. The way she lay flattened her chest just a bit, and when his fingers drifted outward, they brushed the soft outer curve of her breasts where they settled against the lounger.



Stephanie shifted slightly, not pulling away, just adjusting her arm. Her skin glowed under the sun, and the oil, and she could feel the heat of both the afternoon and his hands spreading through her.
"Jeff, we can't. Mom could come out anytime," Stephanie quietly protested.
"Can't what?" Jeff asked with feigned innocence. "This area's still in the sun, so it needs oil. You don't want to be uneven here, do you?" But even as he spoke, he was already moving again.
As his hands returned to a safer, territory, Stephanie let out a quiet breath. Not a word, not another protest--just her subtle movements under his touch. She liked the way his palms moved over her back. It wasn't just the warmth, or the oil--it was the way his hands covered large swaths of her back, making her feel small beneath him. She'd never realized how big his hands actually were until now.
Jeff took his time working his way down her back, the oil making it easy to appreciate every line of her form. His palms slid along her spine, down to the substantial dip in the small of her back. He took in the tiny bowl that formed there between the curve from her back to her butt, and the semi tight muscles that ran the length of her spine. His fingertips traced the inward curve before gliding back up again--never leaving her skin except to skip over the straps of her top.
Stephanie could tell he was gradually working lower. She didn't need to look to know where his attention was. And she just kept telling herself: It's what I bought this bikini for--so he could look. Still, there was no ignoring the flutter in her stomach as he kept moving.
His hands continued drifting lower with each pass, brushing along the slope where her spine disappeared into the deep curve just below her bottoms. It's depth evident as the bikini was lifted away from her skin at the top of her butt, and her spine turned into her sacrum. This time, his fingertips lingered a little longer at the edge of the fabric. She stayed relaxed, but fully aware. The way he paused near the top of her bikini didn't feel accidental. She didn't mind. She liked knowing he wanted to go further. She wanted that too--she just didn't want to be the one to say it.
That's when he felt it--Stephanie's fingers, light and slow, were starting to toy with the hem of the leg hole of his swim trunks. Barely there, but definitely intentional.
His heart raced, but he didn't stop. If anything, it gave him more confidence.
When his hands reached the top of her hip nearest him, he spread his fingers and worked toward the other side allowing his left pinky to explore a little further under the taut fabric. At the same time her fingers started brushing his thigh instead of fidgeting with his shorts.
Stephanie felt the shift immediately, the way his hand moved across her lower back and down to her hip with more purpose now. She didn't tense, but she felt her breathing quicken. Her focus was drawn to every place he touched. She could feel his palm glide above the waistband, then trace inward again, more deliberate this time.
Her bikini felt smaller somehow--while it was intended to be a tease, it now felt like an unintended invitation and he had accepted. Happy accidents. She didn't move, but there was no question now what she was letting happen. The further south his pinky pressed, the more her body responded regardless of how she may have felt. Thankfully her mind was on the same page as her body.
When he finally caught the center of the valley between her cheeks, her glutes flexed without warning, and her thighs pulled in slightly. She hadn't been touched there before, and the sensation startled her. Her fingers tightened around the leg of his shorts--not to stop him, but to steady herself as she tried to make sense of how it felt. It was strange, a little uncomfortable, and far more intimate than anything they'd done in the daylight. But she didn't pull away. He wasn't even that far down the cleft of her butt, but it was enough to get her attention.
It wasn't resistance--it was reflex. Her body was reacting faster than her thoughts could keep up. And yet, she let it happen. She stayed put, unsure if she wanted him to linger or move on. When his pinky slid back out nearly as fast as it had entered and continued along to the curve of her other hip. She felt a quiet rush of relief--but also something else. Something like permission. Like maybe next time, she wouldn't need a moment to catch up.
Things were going a bit far though.
"Jeff..." she warned again, voice soft, but firmer now. "I'm serious. I'm already getting turned on, and I really can't if--"
He cut her off gently. "I know. But your bottoms..." he said, extracting his pinky from underneath. "They keep riding up and now it looks like more of your butt is showing."
She didn't respond at first. Then after a few seconds of contemplation, she finally asked "And what does that have to do with your finger going under my waistband?" She didn't sound upset, but more that she found his rationale humorous. The smile he could see at the corner of her lips, when he pulled his eyes off her ass to look at her face, confirmed it.
His hands had stopped as he talked to her. Suddenly nervous he started working them over her lower back again, trying to distract himself from his nerves and press forward. "I mean... if they're not staying put, there's a lot of skin showing. I should probably get some oil there. Just to be safe."
Stephanie let out a quiet grunt--half a laugh, half frustration.
Feeling his hands continue she glanced toward the sliding door, her sunglasses slipping slightly down her nose as she tried to peer inside through the tint and the world reflecting off the glass. It was useless. There was no seeing inside, but after a few seconds, she laid her head back down and softly said, "Well if you keep doing what you're doing, you're going to waste all of the oil on my back."
Jeff took that as a green light.
He grabbed the bottle and added more oil to his palm before shifting farther down, positioning himself more at her thigh, with no pretense or having to sneak what he was doing anymore. Stephanie felt the change instantly--no more tiptoeing, no hesitation. His hands landed on her backside, open and firm, and she felt the oil spread across her skin in slow, deliberate passes in attempt to cover any skin he could see. And perhaps a little of what he couldn't.
Her body responded before she could think about it. Her back arched slightly under his palms, not intentionally--just a reaction to the way he gripped and moved over her. Every pass of his hands made her more aware of just how exposed she already was.
She wasn't even aware she was gripping and scratching his leg. She was to lost in the moment and her own nerves. Like she told him a minute ago, she had already been getting turned on.
His new position had her fingers tightening lower on his thigh now, but it was still contact with his skin and that's all that mattered to her. Her movements were rougher than she intended. She let them stay there, lightly scratching along his skin as his hands moved lower, thumbs digging into the deep muscles.
Jeff was fascinated as he watched his fingers move through and over the pliant flesh. There was no pretense, or misinterpreting what he was doing this time. He was openly groping her, outside by the pool, and she was letting him. Not only letting him, but it seemed like she was enjoying it as much as he was.
When he began easing his fingers under the fabric, she felt her legs press a little closer together--not to stop him, just reacting to the newness of it. She could feel that her bikini bottoms had already ridden up and only her most intimate areas remained hidden. Yet, with each slow pass, he coaxed the fabric higher. Her upper glutes were now nearly completely exposed. As exposed as the waistline of the bikini would allow as the elastic stretched to its limits before pulling itself lower back down under the tension. And she felt the open air hit the newly bare skin between strokes.
Her hips shifted faintly under his touch again. Not a choice--just her body continuing to react to the attention, his apparent fascination, and the sensation of being uncovered and touched with that kind of focus. She was quiet, but she could hear the unevenness in both of their breathing.
Neither of them said a word as both became lost to their baser instincts.
His fingers moved confidently now, spreading oil across this expanse of skin, previously unexplored before today. Stephanie felt the slick glide of his palms over the tops of her cheeks. They were slow and steady. The skin there was sensitive--more than she'd expected. His touch wasn't rough, but it had weight, and the way he moved made her hyper-aware once more of just how bare she was beneath him.
Jeff, for his part, was trying to stay steady. There was no pretending that this was still about sunscreen. Her skin was soft, warm, and firm under his palms, and now that he had full access, he couldn't believe how good it felt just to touch her like this. Every little shift in her hips, every small flex of muscle beneath his hands--it all told him she wasn't just letting him; she was responding.
She made tiny movements under his hands. They were barely there and he felt a swelling of his ego in how her body responded to his touch. Her back arched slightly when his hands dipped lower, and he watched her hips rise in response, just an inch or so, but enough to make his pulse jump. She didn't say anything, didn't look back, but her body was speaking to him as clear as though the words came out of her mouth.
If his hands went lower, he could see the muscles in the small of her back flex, as though presenting herself to him as her butt arched up. If his hands went higher, the opposite, her ass would flex, as her pelvis tucked back in, bringing the small of her back closer to his fingers, and her thighs squeezed together. They weren't extreme, or exaggerated movements. Just subtle one's, but they were there nonetheless.
Stephanie felt it too--the way she kept reacting to him without thinking. Her back moved to meet his touch, her legs drawing together again, feeling the pulsing in that junction between them, when his fingers got close to the edge of her bikini. She didn't want to stop him. If anything, the closeness, the way he explored without rushing, made her want more. She wasn't sure where this was going to lead, and considering they weren't alone, it really should lead anywhere, but for that moment, she didn't care.
Her hips rolled gently against the lounger, responding to the way he touched her--never away from him, only closer. Her thighs rhythmically pinching together with each forward thrust of her pelvis. Each subtle grind of movement made her bikini bottoms shift more, digging inward with every motion they shared. She knew what was happening. She felt it. And she wasn't about to interrupt it.
Encouraged by her movement, Jeff let himself really focus on her. He'd never had this kind of time with her. So many of their past moments had been fast, half-dressed, trying not to get caught. He'd been obsessed with her breasts, with getting back inside her warm tunnel, chasing that feeling she gave him the first time. But now, with her stretched out in front of him, fully relaxed, he couldn't stop staring at her ass--how firm it was, how it flexed when she moved, how little her bikini did to hide any of it even before their joint movements caused it to retreat to the center, to catch in the prominent cleft.
He may have been inexperienced, but he'd read enough porn to know what those movements meant for how she was reacting. The idea that he was the cause made his throat go dry, but his mouth to water.
His fingers began to press in more on the outward strokes, not just sliding now, but spreading. She felt it instantly--the difference in intention. She felt it right away. He wasn't just touching anymore. He was trying to spread her, even though the narrow strip of fabric still covered her. The realization of what he was doing made her gasp softly into her towel, more from surprise than anything else. She didn't stop him, but she didn't quite know how to react either.
Jeff froze for half a second, unsure if he'd gone too far--but she hadn't tensed or moved away. If anything, her grip on his thigh tightened, and her thighs pressed closer together, like she was adjusting to the feeling, not rejecting it.
Stephanie's thoughts scrambled to catch up once more. No one had ever touched her anywhere back there before--not even close. The sensation of what he was doing felt so demanding, and left her feeling so exposed, that for a moment she didn't know what to make of it. It wasn't entirely comfortable, but it wasn't bad. Just unfamiliar and vulnerable. And then, almost just as quickly, her skin slipped under his fingers due to the slick oil, as her cheeks came back together. She couldn't help feeling a bit of relief and wondering if he was able to see anything from doing that, considering all of the material that was bunched up and covering her.
And in those brief moments, Jeff was pretty sure had seen just the very edges of the textured skin surround her most forbidden area. It was brief, and he couldn't be sure it's what he saw, but there was no denying the automatic flex of his cock, forcing out a substantial amount of precum.
When his fingers slipped on her skin, Stephanie let out a quiet breath she didn't realize she was holding.
Jeff caught it and eased his hands just slightly, but he didn't stop. He didn't want to. She hadn't told him no. Her body hadn't told him no. In fact, every subtle signal she gave him--how she moved, how she breathed, and how her hand was scratching at this thigh--was telling him to keep going.
It reminded her of their first night together. Back then, everything had felt so new, so intense. This was riskier and could come to an abrupt stop at any time, but the same energy was there in the way his fingers traced over her skin--only now, it was the slick coating of oil between them instead of the wetness of her own arousal keeping his hands from fully exposing her. Thankfully that was being caught by the swimsuit doing it's best to absorb what it could. But there was no denying the slickness she felt there.
She could feel the heat rising in her chest. Not panic. Just anticipation. And permission.
The fabric of her bikini bottoms now clung tightly between her cheeks, no longer covering anything beyond what her own body naturally hid. What had once been a barrier was now barely hanging on. Jeff's focus had narrowed to his thumbs, slowly spreading oil along the inner curves of her crease, slowly moving from the top, to as low as he dared to go. He wanted to go further, but didn't have the nerve, not wanting to push his luck.
Stephanie let out a soft breath--something caught between a sigh and a moan. She hadn't meant to make a sound, but his thumbs kept tracing the same lines, again and again, and her body couldn't help but react. It was too much sensation in too focused a place, and still he hadn't crossed any obvious line, making direct contact with where she really wanted his hands.
One hand gripped the lounger beneath her. The other scratched at his thigh, her fingers dragging against his skin with increasing urgency. She wasn't trying to stop him. She was holding on. Trying to manage what she was feeling.
Then came her voice--strained, like she was speaking through her teeth. "I swear, you're such a little shit." There was no humor in it. No teasing. Just frustration.
"Sorry..." was all he could manage, but it didn't stop him either.
And then--without warning--her hips lifted. Not just a subtle adjustment, but a full, deliberate shift upward and her far hand disappeared beneath her, and Jeff's breath caught in his throat.
He didn't move, didn't even blink. His hands were still, but his eyes locked onto the motion beneath him. His hands were no longer moving, yet the fabric of her bikini was still being pushed and pulled, back and forth. He could see it shifting with each subtle motion, one second the gusset of her bikini was loose and bunched and the next it was pulled tightly over her mound, as she worked herself against the soaked material. What had started as quiet breaths now came in open, audible moans.
Stephanie wasn't sure when she'd crossed that line--when her hand moved on instinct rather than thought--but once it was there, she couldn't stop. Everything felt too good. She was far too sensitive to ignore anymore. She pressed her palm into herself through the bikini, fingers curling against the wet fabric. Her body rocked in tiny, uncoordinated movements, trying to chase the pressure where she wanted it most.
Jeff didn't think--his hands moved without instruction. They slid down to the back of her upper thighs, and his fingers firmly pushing against the dense muscle. As her hips rolled, he dipped his hands inward, brushing along the strong line of her inner thighs, feeling the tension in them.
Then he saw them--Stephanie's fingers, actively working herself under her bottoms. The sight of her fingertips pressing out from under the fabric made his chest tighten. He could hardly believe what he was seeing, what she was doing--right there in front of him, and in their backyard.
Jeff pulled his hands back, wiping them on the edge of her towel in a quick attempt to rid them of some of the oil. His hands were too slick, and he wanted a better grip--needed it, really--if he was going to spread her thighs and finally see what he'd only caught hints of a second ago. That narrow space, that perfect little window where her thighs met, just barely hidden beneath the stretched fabric of her bikini.
Stephanie's legs, toned from years of gymnastics, were strong, full, and pressed tightly together in a way that hid as opposed to revealed. But he knew the shape of her, and he knew what was just out of view. And with her still rolling gently against the lounger, not stopping him, not saying a word, he was sure she wasn't going to protest.
He could already see in his mind eye his eyes easing that bit apart. Exposing the "thigh gap" that was currently hiding her illicit act. Already imagining the view waiting for him there.
And then--right on cue, as if Murphy's Law had been lying in wait--the patio door slid open with a sharp thunk.
Jeff froze, towel still in hand, heart slamming into his ribs. Stephanie's hand stopped mid-motion, her body going completely still beneath him. The spell shattered in an instant, replaced with silence and the sudden, awareness of how exposed they both were.
"The universe conspiring against us once again and interrupting another moment," he thought.
In reality they couldn't have been luckier than they had right then. Five seconds earlier, or five seconds later, and his hands would've been buried between her thighs. The fact that he was seated hiding his erection. And as for Stephanie's current state of exposure? Well mom wore smaller bikinis than this on a regular basis to minimize her tan lines. She had been trying to convince Stephanie for years. On several occasions when Stephanie had been in her leotard, and it didn't stay put, mom had tried to point out to that the line was unbecoming and only drew more attention.
The sound still made both of them jolt slightly, though Jeff managed to keep his reaction mostly internal. His back stiffened, and he looked up at her, willing every fiber of his being to act as though nothing were wrong. Stephanie, meanwhile, didn't move at all. Face still turned to the side, unable to look at her mother, while her hand was still buried under her bikini and between her thighs. Her fingers were firmly pressing against her mound as her body tensed, paralyzed with embarrassment and fear in how carried away she got. In the open. With her mom home... Hell, even with Jeff watching her pleasure herself. Even after he stopped touching her. Clearly they didn't learn the first time when dad came out.



"Hey, sweetie?" their mom called to neither of them in particular, stepping outside with a small list in her hand. "I'm gonna run up to the store real quick. Just need to grab a few things for dinner."
Jeff gave a small nod smiling at her as best he could to look casual. "Okay."
"Do either of you need anything?"
Stephanie mumbled something barely audible. Probably "no," but it was hard to tell with her face now buried in the towel.
"She said 'No,'" Jeff called out.
Mom just smiled back at him. And with a glance between them, before settling squarely on him, Jeff's heart stopped beating as she opened her mouth to speak with her brow furrowed. He braced for the inevitable question of "What the hell was going on out here?"
"Make sure you don't miss any spots with that oil, Jeff," she finally said followed by a laugh. "She'll be pissed with you if she ends up with streaks."
Fuck me! Is what he heard in his head. Thankfully what came out of his mouth was a simple "I'll do my best." Finally, he could feel his heart back where it belonged and beating again, albeit fast enough that he could've just finished a full-on sprint.
"Alright," mom said, grabbing the door handle to slide it shut. "Back in a bit."
A second later Stephanie let out a squeal, kicking her pointed feet into the chair, both hands now gripping the top rail.
Jeff let out a breath, slow and steady, trying to calm down his poor racing heart. He looked down at Stephanie, whose eyes were now just barely visible behind her sunglasses and looking up at him.
"I hate how she always needs to make a joke," Stephanie muttered.
Jeff leaned forward a bit. "She didn't see anything."
"She saw you sitting on me, rubbing oil on my ass!" Stephanie replied exacerbated.
"I wasn't sitting on you. And I wasn't touching you. I was just finishing wiping my hands. I'm sure I had stopped touching you before she ever would've been able to see outside."
"Well, you're practically sitting on me and considering the state of my bikini and the oil on my ass, I'm sure she can assume where your hands were before wiping them off.," she said, her voice somewhere between amusement and mortification.
Once again, they heard the garage door open and the car pull out of the pebbled driveway.
Jeff gave a nervous chuckle. "Nah, she was too busy trying to make a joke to notice anything else." He hoped he was right, but mainly he was just trying to calm Stephanie down.
She let her head drop back to the towel. "What the fuck were we even thinking going that far?"
Jeff's reply was everything you'd expect from an 18-year-old that's been teased for weeks. "I don't know what you were thinking, but I could stop thinking how hot you are." No regard for the near disaster they just had, only pure lust driven by hormones.
Stephanie burst out with a sharp, surprised laugh.
She lifted her head just enough to look at him over her sunglasses. Her cheeks were still pink, whether from the sun or everything else, it was hard to tell.
"You're such an idiot," she said quietly, but there was no bite in it.
Then, after a beat, she added, "But... it is kinda crazy how good it felt."
"Which part?" Jeff asked.
"Your hands... my hands... all of it..." She let her head fall back down, hiding her face again with another squeal. "I probably shouldn't admit that."
Smiling at not being the most embarrassed person when talking to a girl was a nice change for him. In that moment she wasn't sexy, or hot, but adorable and he loved her even more for her bashful honesty.
He sat there taking her in, and appreciating everything about her. "You know what I'm thinking now?"
"Hm?" Was all she could manage.
"That we're alone. Like house actually empty..." his voice trailed off wondering how she'd respond.
Her head snapped up; eyes wide behind her sunglasses as she looked at him like he'd lost his mind.
"Are you serious right now?" she asked unbelievably. "After what just happened?"
Jeff opened his mouth, then closed it again. Then opened it again. "I mean... yeah?" he offered weakly, with a shrug and his hands raised slightly like he wasn't sure whether to defend himself or surrender.
Stephanie stared at him for another second before dropping her face with a groan, now hidden behind her arms that raised above her head. "You're unbelievable."
He could hear the muffled laugh in her voice even as she shook her head.
"I was this close to having a heart attack," she said, lifting one hand to pinch her fingers together. "And you're already thinking about round two?"
Jeff leaned back slightly, grinning now. "You're the one that just said it felt good."
"That doesn't mean I want to die over it," she shot back, then let out a helpless laugh, cheeks flushing deeper.
"But you're not saying no," Jeff said.
Stephanie didn't look at him.
He watched her.
After what seemed like hours, but was surely seconds he finally heard her voice.
"Do we go inside?" It was barely more than a whisper.
"I guess?" His response was more of a question than an answer.
"We'll hear one of them come home from your room, right?" She followed up. Her face still hidden away from him, half in the towel on her chair and blocked by her arm.
"I'd think so..." Again, he didn't sound convincing to her.
"You know we're going to get caught at this rate, right?" Her voice seemed tense and uncertain.
"Well, we will if we keep wasting time and don't make up our minds about where we're goin." He pushed hoping she'd decide for them. Her not looking at him was shaking his confidence.
"Ah fuck it! Right here. At least we should be able to hear the car pulling up the driveway."
"Huh?" Jeff's mind broke. He clearly didn't hear her right, because he thought she suggested they do it here as in somewhere outside. So obviously he heard her wrong. They had just been talking about inside...
"What the hell are we thinking?" She asked more to herself than him. And with that, she pulled off her sunglasses, then reached back and pulled her bikini to the side.
Jeff was still trying to process what he was seeing when he heard her voice again.
"Quick, just pull it out the bottom of your shorts or something in case they come home," she breathed.
Realizing exactly what was being offered, Jeff finally sprang into motion. He scrambled up from the chair, hiking one leg of his shorts as high as he could while awkwardly pulling his erection out through the leg hole.
Feeling him move behind her, Stephanie buried her face in the towel once more. The fact that her face seemed to have spent half the afternoon buried in it, making her chuckle to herself. She arched her back--deliberately this time--leaving no doubt about what she wanted. For the first time in her life, she wished she was wearing a thong so there'd be less fabric bunched around where she wanted to feel him most.
Jeff had always known she was flexible. He'd seen her arch her back in the gym, in photos, in every casual moment that showed off her athleticism--but never like this, and never with this kind of intent.
He swung a leg over to straddle the lounger behind her, quickly moving into position at her entrance. He'd been waiting for this since about ten seconds after the last time--and in hormone-fueled, 18-year-old time, that worked out to about seventy-five years. Now that it was happening again, he had no intentions of wasting another moment.
The tight fabric of Jeff's shorts pressed uncomfortably against his erection, but he barely noticed. What he did notice was that he couldn't figure out how to make this work. He tried placing a knee next to her hip, but it slipped between the vinyl slats of the lounger, throwing off his balance. Then he stood, planting a foot on either side of her lounger, only to realize he needed to brace himself with his hands because he had to lean forward, and his legs definitely weren't going to hold him up that long without help.
That caused a new problem: where could he put his hands? The straps of the lounger weren't stable, and the metal frame dug painfully into his palms. He shifted, repositioned, and tried again--unsuccessfully.
Stephanie, still patiently arched on the towel, finally turned her head and glanced back at him over her shoulder. "What's the holdup back there?"
"I'm trying to find a spot that works," he said, sheepishly. "I don't know where to put my hands to hold myself up."
She let out a breath that was half laugh, half exasperation. "Oh my gosh. Just use my back or something."
Jeff blinked. "Are you sure? I don't want to crush you."
"Yeah, I'm sure, I'll be fine!" she exclaimed, turning her face back into the towel and settling in again. The posture wasn't new, being reminiscent of some of her floor routine positions--but the tension in her body from holding it and the purpose of the position absolutely was. After everything that had built up between them over the weeks--after today, after how close she'd been before the interruption, she was probably more worked up than he was.
And she didn't want to waste another second waiting.
Taking her at her word, Jeff placed one hand on her lower back, just above the curve where her body rose to meet him. With his other hand, he gripped his aching length and guided it toward her. There was no hesitation--no need to search. The way she had her hips raised, chest still flat to the lounger, made everything clear and easy.
And then she felt him.
He slid in with no resistance--just the warm, slick welcoming him into her, as she was the only person to ever take him.
And likewise, for her. The stretch was immediate, but familiar, the warm sheath only he'd had the pleasure of entering.
They both moaned in unison.
After weeks of the teases from stollen moments, hurried and forbidden touches, to only get minimal relief provided by masturbation that no longer seemed satisfactory... It was heaven. No matter how many times they'd try to start something, they never had time to finish and neither wanted another repeat of that. Especially now that he was in her once again.
Stephanie gripped the top rail of the lounger, pushing back into him once he was fully seated inside her. The motion was instinctual--she needed him deeper. Jeff repositioned, settling his hands properly now. One braced against her back, the other slid to her ass, holding it more than supporting himself as he began to move.
His weight pressed into her slowly as he found his rhythm, her body steady beneath him, ready to take all of it.
As Jeff settled in, Stephanie could feel herself stretching again to accommodate him. It wasn't easy--she'd already forgotten that he filled her more than she expected in the beginning--but she didn't tense against it. After years of gymnastics, and their last encounter, she trusted her body to adjust. A little discomfort was nothing new, and she knew it would fade soon enough.
For Jeff, it felt like he'd died and gone to heaven. Every thrust was met with tight, gripping muscles, like her body was holding onto. He could also feel her ass flex beneath his hand, tensing and bracing as she responded to each movement. It was more than physical--it was reactive. Like her whole body was in sync with him.
But the rhythm came with its own complications. Her bikini bottoms, previously pulled aside, started shifting again. The edge of the fabric scraped his shaft with every push forward, chafing him enough to break his focus.
Without pausing too long, he switched hands--his right bracing on her back while his left reached down to wedge the suit out of the way. His fingers slipped beneath the fabric, gripping the soft flesh beneath as he held it aside. The heat of her skin, the fullness under his palm--he still couldn't believe it. He was actually fucking Stephanie like this. Not in some dark room or late at night under covers. This was outside, in broad daylight, the sun lighting every inch of her glistening skin. Every detail was right in front of him. There was no hiding any anything. He was even enraptured by seeing the hint of her back muscles subtly flexing as they braced against the impact of this hips.
Stephanie felt him adjust and then begin to pick up the pace. Good. The first time had been slow and careful. Amazing like a dream. But this time was different, because they were on a ticking clock. Either of their parents could come back at any moment, and they both knew it. That urgency, that rush--it added something. She was surprised to find that she was excited by this feeling of need.
She didn't want slow. Not this time. She wanted him to take her. To experience her first "quicky" that others had talked about.
Burying her face once more, a moan escaped her lips and it was immediately followed by hearing Jeff tell her, "I love the noises you make."
Her cheeks burned instantly. She pressed her face deeper into the towel, trying to hide. The fact that he noticed--that he liked it--was beyond embarrassing. And yet, it also made her melt. The way he talked about her, looked at her, touched her... it made her feel like the sexiest woman in the world.
Jeff couldn't take his eyes off where their bodies met. Watching himself slide in and out of her, seeing the way her body gripped him with every withdrawal, dragging her layers back with him--it was unreal. No porn, no book, nothing had prepared him for seeing her like this. It was like her body didn't want to let go of him. As though it was trying to hold him there, keep him buried inside her.
The heat of the day and the effort they were both exerting quickly caused the sweat to become a problem for him. The skin on skin of his hand on her ass, caused him to start to slip. He paused for a moment to grab edge of her towel and wipe his hand, then brought it up to wipe her ass so he could renew his grip.
Stephanie didn't pause with him. She kept moving, her hips rocking against him with short, insistent motions. Even as he wiped her, she didn't want to lose momentum--not after everything it had taken to get here again.
Feeling him shift behind her, she stilled only slightly as his hand slipped back beneath her bikini bottoms. He found the same spot again, fingers digging into the firm orb as he reestablished his grip.
She liked it more than she expected.
There was something strangely comforting about the way he held her. It was firm, steady--grounding her even as her body moved with his. It made her feel taken care of, even in the middle of something so intense.
Stephanie's moans deepened as she absorbed the sensations, processing what she was feeling and what she liked. There was something different about this--not just the rhythm or the angle, but the way her body was being handled. It felt raw. Exposed. And then that feeling sharpened.
Her moan shifted into a groan as she felt the air unexpectedly wash over her now exposed rosebud. An untouched place. One he had come close to a bit ago, but now there was no questioning if he could see. Her breath caught.
Jeff, shifting his weight slightly and now using the grip on her ass for balance, had unintentionally spread her open just a little more. And there, between the steady slap of her cheeks against him, just above where his attention had been centered, something new came into view. Her tiny asshole winking at with each of his continued to thrusts.
He froze. Not literally, but figuratively. His body still moved on instinct, but his eyes locked onto that hidden treasure and his brain refused to move on.
Yes, he'd seen porn. Yes, he knew what anal was. And yes, he'd even let himself fantasize about it a few times--with her. But since that first night all he could focus on--all he could think of--was her warmth, the tightness of her pussy, and the way it felt to be inside her. Everything else had been background noise to that overwhelming fixation. Hers was the only one he'd experienced, and he couldn't wait to get back there again. It was the only one he'd obsessed over, or even really desired.
He remembered seeing it when she hugged her legs to her chest and exposed herself, but he was so over stimulated, and mesmerized by her beauty as a whole, there's no way he could remember every detail. He had lacked the capacity in that moment to absorb everything he was seeing. But now, there it was--fully exposed in the sunlight, not hidden in shadows. Not some woman online. This was real. Hers.
Stephanie felt him slow. Not stop, but hesitate, and for a second her embarrassment spiked. She was sure of what he saw, or even sure of what he was looking at. She wanted to bury her face deeper into the towel, wanting to disappear entirely--but then she heard him.
"Beautiful," Jeff whispered.
The word hit harder than anything else he could've said. He hadn't been prompted. He wasn't teasing. He meant it.
And somehow, even as she burned with self-consciousness, she felt herself smiling.
If that part of her--what she'd always thought of as the dirtiest, the most off-limits--could draw that kind of awe from him, then how could she not feel wanted? Desired? She believed him, just like she had every word he ever said about how much he liked being with her.
Elated didn't even begin to cover it.
She needed to cum. There was no way she could tolerate being interrupted one more damn time.
The rocking from her bouncing back and forth having shifted her top and exposing her nipples to the open air, one hand reaching under the lounger to play with her nipples though the space between the vinyl bands, and the other between her legs again. Stephanie slid her fingers from the top of her mound all the way back, letting them glide along the length of her slit, until they parted around Jeff's shaft. The sudden contact jolted him, snapping him back into motion. The sensation of her fingers there--touching both of them at once--was overwhelming in the best way.
It felt incredible to keep her hand there while he thrust in and out of her. She could feel everything--his length pulling back until only the tip remained, the way the crown of his head pushed out against her lips, then the full, satisfying press as he sank back in until he was nudging against her cervix. The stretch, the fullness, the rhythm--it was all driving her straight to the edge.
Jeff barely had time to register what was happening before he looked down and saw her fingers wrapped around either side of his cock, pressing into her own lips as he slid through them. With the gymnastics season being over, she had taken the time to treat herself, and the visual of her perfectly manicured nails entrenched in her folds, lightly scratching the side of his shaft was maddening. The sight alone nearly broke him. He'd been so focused on her body, her reactions, the feeling of being inside her, that he hadn't even seen her hand move beneath her.
She pulled her hand forward again, this time desperately circling her clitoris. Her hips twitched as the pressure hit just right.
Instinct took over, his pace quickened again, and his thrusts became deeper and more urgent.
It was exactly what Stephanie needed. The friction, the pressure, the warmth of him moving deep inside her. Combined with the focus on her clit--each circle of her fingers sending another shockwave through her--it was all too much. Her body was on the brink, with the feeling of anything at any moment could be what pushed her over the edge.
And then she heard his voice behind her, breathless and real:
"Oh my God, Steph. I'm the luckiest guy in the world. You're amazing... and fucking hot."
The words landed right in her chest--unexpected and perfect. Not just a horny teenager, but the adoration of someone that loved her. And she was ready to fall apart because of it.



And that did it.
Stephanie's body stiffened, every muscle tightening at once as the orgasm hit her hard. There was no buildup left--just a sudden rush that overtook her, rippling through her in wave after wave. She came around him again, as hard as that first unexpected night was weeks ago, her breath now grunts as she pressed herself back into him with everything she had.
Jeff felt it instantly.
Her walls clamped down on him, gripping him with a force that made everything before feel like nothing more than teasing. The way her body pulsed around him wasn't gentle or subtle--it was like her pussy needed him as though he were life itself. It was overwhelming, and he couldn't imagine anything closer to heaven than the feeling of her wrapped around him in that instant in time.
He had loved the first time, of course. That night had been sweet, and unexpected, and more than he had any right to hope for. But this... this was raw and unfiltered. Daylight exposed every inch of her, every movement, and every reaction. There was no hiding from it. And watching her fall apart like this--because of him...
He knew Stephanie. He knew that doing this, like this, out here, was a moment of vulnerability that she allowed only because of her trust in him. It made his own heart swell that she would give herself to him in this manner.
As her body trembled beneath him, he felt the rush building in his own groin.
"Fuck, Stephanie, I'm gonna cum," he grunted, barely able to keep his voice steady. "Where should I do it?"
Even now, he hesitated. He didn't want to cross a line or do something she'd regret. Could he finish inside her without her saying it was okay? Would pulling out and coming on her back be degrading? He didn't know the rules--didn't want to guess wrong.
All he knew was that he was seconds away, and whatever happened next had to be her choice.
After a few more erratic thrusts and no answer from her, Jeff finally made the decision himself.
Stephanie still seemed lost in her own head, her body beginning to go lax beneath him, but her hips still tilted up in that perfect angle. He had to hold her hips up himself at this point with one arm while the other quickly went to work, stroking his cock the moment he wrenched it free from her grip.
The separation made her moan. It sounded almost disappointed, and had Jeff not been lost in his own world, he likely would've felt a degree of guilt from depriving her in the state she was in. But all of that was swallowed up by the rush pulsing through him.
He focused, trying to aim as best he could through the haze of urgency. His first shot came fast--a long streak landing across her right cheek. Adjusting with a firmer grip, he aimed again, but this time he overcorrected and hit the other, streaking her bikini bottoms in the process. The sight of his release against the bright red fabric made him smile as he had suddenly understood the idea of marking his territory.
But it was the next few pulses that would be burned into his memory forever.
His third and fourth shots landed squarely between her cheeks, streaking across her puckered entrance of her asshole and dripping down over her swollen sex. The sight of it--of her--like that, marked and still twitching from her orgasm, was enough to make his knees weak.
He'd never forget this moment. Not a chance.
Stephanie was acutely aware of the first warm ribbon landing across her ass, followed quickly by another. And then the third--directly on her backdoor. Her instinct was to flinch, to pull away, but she forced herself to stay still. The word "beautiful" echoed in her mind again--Jeff's voice, soft and awestruck, when she'd felt most exposed.
If this was what he wanted--if finishing all over her backside, between her cheeks, was part of what he wanted--she'd let him have it.
The next shot adding to the last, and she could feel it sliding down, some of it making its way between her still-parted lips. It slipped along her left side, warm and slow, eventually reaching her fingers. Without much thought, she let the slickness assist her fingers as they began to slow the stimulation of her mound, easing herself through the aftershocks of her orgasm.
Her thighs and lower back had nothing left to give. With a long exhale, she finally let her hips drop to the lounger, the tension had her muscles on fire.
The idea of a pillow, or multiple pillows to have support her would have been lovely. Next time they did this position, she was definitely getting support.
Jeff followed her, leaning into her as his softening shaft nestled between the deep groove. He continued to move gently, humping in short, lazy strokes--there were no more ropes, just the last warm dregs still oozing out, being spread into her crack with each pass. She felt the wet glide, the heat of him pressed against her, and the subtle drag of his coarse pubic hair along that now-sensitive spot he'd unintentionally exposed.
It was a strange sensation--one she'd never really thought about before.
She didn't know what to make of it yet. She'd never considered her butt to be anything more than off-limits, let alone something tied to pleasure. But now... now she wasn't so sure. There was something undeniably sensitive about the way his body moved against her there. And maybe, just maybe, she didn't mind it?
Jury was still out on that. Her mind was still swimming and unable to process anything else new.
Finally, Jeff laid down on top of her, his chest still heaving as she supported his weight. She could feel the rise and fall of his breathing against her back. When he pressed a few soft kisses to her shoulders, she turned her head to the side with a smile, trying to catch a glimpse of the boy who made her feel so wanted.
"I just realized--you never even kissed me before you took me," she said, her voice teasing.
"Hey, you're the one who pulled your bikini to the side and told me to get to it," he shot back with a laugh.
Stephanie flushed, knowing he was right. With a groan, she buried her face back into the towel. Her muffled reply came seconds later: "Can't be right. Doesn't sound like me at all."
Then she felt Jeff shift his weight, his right hand assertively pushing her face to the left. She let him. As he guided her head back around, he leaned in and kissed her. She didn't realize how much she wanted it. If she had to describe it, the only thing coming to mind was "Mmmm--lovely." There were no words for the love and compassion she'd felt from him ever since that night.
Stephanie melted into it. The warmth washing over her becoming increasingly more familiar. Unlike the rest of the afternoon, there was no rush, no frantic urgency, no fear of being caught. They finally had there moment and were now just enjoying being together with no agenda. The way he felt about her began long before a few weeks ago, and now that she was pinned beneath him, he didn't want to lose any more time.
When he felt her shift, he pulled back slightly, breaking the kiss.
"Sorry. Too much?" he asked, worried he'd been too forceful about the kiss.
Stephanie gave a small shake of her head, smiling against the towel. "The kiss wasn't," she said. "But you lying on me in this chair is getting to be."
"Oh--right." He let out a soft laugh and tried to push himself up, fumbling for any solid support that wasn't already slick with sweat or flimsy like the straps of the lounger.
As Jeff lifted himself off her, Stephanie suddenly became aware of how sweaty she was. The light breeze brushed across her now-exposed back and butt, cooling her skin just enough to make her realize how overheated she'd gotten. She pushed herself up slightly, glancing over just in time to see him tucking himself back into his shorts, while she reached down to adjust her bikini back into place. And yet, even now, she could see the outline in his shorts--still tented, still straining.
It hit her then--how rushed the whole thing had been. She hadn't even had a glimpse of him this time, yet he saw everything. Except her breasts-- The realization that her top may have gotten bunched up under his onslaught, but it never actually came off. In fact, nothing did. Neither of them ever removed a stitch of clothing. Perceived barriers just pulled askew for the sole purpose of access.
The thought made her smile. She was genuinely impressed with herself for being this uninhibited, and bold. It started that morning when she decided to go buy that bikini. This epiphany highlighting that she did have it in her. She just had to be willing to go through with it.
Settling back onto her towel, Stephanie watched as Jeff returned to his lounger across from her.
"So, does that thing ever go down?" she asked, nodding toward his lap noting it still presented a prominent bulge through his shorts.
"Not so much," he laughed, still a little breathless and clearly distracted by the sheen on her skin--a mix of tanning oil, sweat, and everything they'd just shared.
Stephanie laughed with him. "Certainly doesn't seem like it. Practically every time I touch it, it's hard."
"Your fault, you know," he said, suddenly sheepish from feeling on the spot.
She tried to come up with a clever response but came up empty. Instead, she leaned forward and gave him another kiss--short, soft, content.
"I can't think of a better compliment," she smiled, then sank back into her towel with a quiet, but happy.
She glanced toward the pool, seriously considering a quick dip to wash off the sweat--and the lingering signs of what they'd just done. But before she could make up her mind, the familiar sound of a car pulling into the driveway broke the quiet.
For once, their luck had held.
They'd actually managed real alone time--not just stolen touches or near misses, but enough to finish what they started... and even stay in the moment after. Him embracing her from above, and she'd melted into it, lost in his embrace and the kiss they shared while he lay atop her. It was a rare moment that felt completely theirs. Before all of this, neither of them had really noticed how little time they spent truly alone together. And it had been sufficient. But now? Now, it never felt like enough.
"We should clean up. You're backs probably gonna be fried after this," Stephanie said getting up to grab her stuff.
"Totally worth it." Jeff's voice caried no sarcasm or innuendo, just a quiet sincerity of fact as he followed suit with her, dragging his chair back to its normal spot.
Both looked around one last time to make sure they didn't miss anything before heading into the house. They ran into their dad as he entered from the garage carrying the suit he went to pick up from the tailor.
In an effort to sound nonchalant, Jeff paused, causing Stephanie to stop behind him.
"Did he get your suit squared away then?" he asked.
Looking up at the two of them their dad's eyes darted back and forth, looking them over before he replied dryly, "I wouldn't have brought it home if he didn't, would I?"
"Right. Dumb question, sorry," Jeff muttered.
And with that their dad, gestured towards the stairs as though he was saying "Well get moving, let's go!" And Jeff started moving again, with Stephanie right behind him, and then dad bringing up the rear. He picked up the pace suddenly wanting to get to his room and put some distance between him and his dad. He heard Stephanie's steps do the same as they both rushed towards their respective rooms.
Later that evening Stephanie was heading down towards the kitchen to get a drink while studying, when she heard her parents talking, and dad sounding irritated with mom. Figuring she'd better make sure they weren't fighting first and see if it was safe to enter the kitchen, she paused to take a moment and listen.
"I'm telling you Sara, I think something's going on with them!" Stephanie's stomach dropped hearing his words.
"You're being crazy Frank, they're just close is all," mom replied, defending them.
"Yeah, that's what I'm saying, they're close Sara! Too close, I'm telling you." He sounded irritated that she wasn't listening to him. "I shit you not, when they came in from outside before I left, he was pitching a tent and she was just smiling. Then when I got home from the tailor, he had a big ass wet spot on the front of his shorts where his fucking dick would be, and walking up the stairs, the back of her bikini looked like it was spotted and streaked with goddamned dried cum." His voice was rushed, one argument running into the next. It came out like a hushed yell as he tried to contain himself, but express the seriousness of what he was saying.
Mortification instantly swept through Stephanie. She knew they had been getting reckless and that they shouldn't have done it, but she just wanted to be with him again. She'd let her wants get in the way of her better judgement.
What they fuck were we thinking?" she screamed internally.
She had to tell Jeff. He had to know dad was on to them.
"And I'm telling you, you're making something out of nothing," Sara shot back. "When I left, he was putting oil on her back. I was there. It was completely innocent. He probably just accidentally spilled some on his shorts and that's what you saw when you came home. Let's be real--Stephanie got all the grace between those two kids. He's just lucky he hasn't broken any bones getting out of bed."
"Fine, let's say you're right, it still doesn't explain what I saw all over her ass."
"She probably just sat on something. God knows they both just flop down on anything without looking," Sara reasoned.
Frank was clearly aghast at how far she was willing to go to justify it all away.
"You know what? Another thing! Since when the fuck did she start wearing shit like that? I've never seen that bikini before, have you? And then all of a sudden, he just wants to sit outside, NOT playing his video games while she sunbathes? In fact, even beyond today there's always something. They're with each other non-stop. And when I got up to go to the bathroom the other night, they were both under a blanket in April... They both had those looks like a kid that just got caught with his hand in the cookie jar and tried to pretend he wasn't."
"I'm telling you Sara, I'm ready to cancel our vacation. I don't think we should be taking those two anywhere together," he finished.
That was it for Sara. She dropped the fork she'd been washing into the sink and gripped the edge of the counter until her fingertips and knuckles turned white.
Leaning into him, it was mom's turn. "I swear to God, if you even think about canceling this trip, you'd better hope you can get some refunds--because you're going to need that money for a fucking hotel here in town. I may not go to work every day like you, but I still bust my ass to keep this house clean, have dinner ready, and make sure the kids have everything they need. I need this vacation just as much as anyone else. I don't get to leave work at the end of the day," she said, making air quotes with her hands. "My day never ends. I'm at work every minute I'm in this house. So, if you think you're going to cancel our vacation just because one or both of our kids is a little clumsy, and you can't stop your imagination, you'd better think again."
And with that, both Stephanie and her dad knew the argument was over. She rounded the stairs and, as quietly as she could, made her way back up to her room.
Dad, meanwhile, stood watching mom go back to the dishes. Her chest was heaving after her tirade, and as much as he wanted to say something, he knew better. He wouldn't have to wait for a canceled vacation to be kicked out of his bed. Instead, he used his better judgement and simply said, "I'll be back in a bit." He knew in that in moments like this, it was better to clear out of the house so he didn't even risk looking at her wrong until they both cooled down.
Laying on her bed, Stephanie stared at the ceiling. It felt like her heart was pounding like a war drum. Their dad knew. Not just suspected--knew. Every reckless second of the afternoon played on repeat in her head. Each one now soaked in dread.
She needed to tell Jeff. Tonight.
But not like this. She needed to calm down and she didn't want to do it until after their parents had gone to bed. Jeff could be awkward enough. She didn't need to risk him running into them right after she told him. It'd be better if he at least had the night to let it soak in before he saw them in the morning.
She closed her eyes and exhaled slowly, trying to focus and think clearly. They just had to lay low. Be smart. Be careful. No more risks. No more trying to be sneaky.
Her phone buzzed next to her. A message from Jeff. Clearly every reckless second of the afternoon was on repeat in his head as well.
"Today was awesome!"
She stared at it, then typed four words.
"We need to talk."
But she didn't hit send.
Not yet.
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The first thing Natalie did was clear out the guest room closet. Not that it was overflowing--just a few suitcases, an old space heater, and a pile of boots she hadn't worn since before the divorce. But the act of folding, lifting, and tucking things away made it real. Her fingers paused on a soft knit throw, brushing it, unable to deny memories that came with it from her old home. A previous life.
The coming reality felt more real with every empty hanger. She didn't regret saying yes. Lisa had sounded so grateful, so relieved. "The dorms are just making the cost of college so much more expensive," she'd said. "He just needs somewhere stable to live and study." And Natalie could use the help. Sure, she didn't need a two bedroom, but it was originally supposed to be a home office-guestroom combo, but the office never really got used. Neither did it get used as a guest room. The only person that'd come to stay was Lisa, and those visits were few and far between. The new city, the rent, and the soft panic of watching her savings thin out while she waited for a promotion that may never come, meant the modest monthly payment they'd agreed on wasn't nothing.
But still. A 20-year-old. A boy. A man?
She leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, staring at the freshly made bed. The sheets were new. So were the towels. She'd even swapped out the nightstand lamp for something a little more masculine--not that she thought he'd care. But something about sharing space again made her suddenly, irrationally aware of the details. The angles. The proximity.
She hadn't lived with a young man since she was in her twenties--newly married, hopeful, trying to build something solid. That had been a long time ago. She was 32 now, divorced, and focused on work. Trying to rebuild in a new city, in a new apartment, with a new routine she was only just getting used to. Yoga before work, late nights at the office to show her commitment, finished up with wine and reruns until her brain slowed down.
She moved through the apartment like she was expecting a guest, even though it would be his home, too--at least for a little while. She scrubbed the stove, rearranged the contents of the fridge, bought an extra towel set. Not for him, exactly. Just... because.
But now? She wasn't sure what to expect.
She remembered the last time she saw him, barely seventeen, all awkward shoulders and posture, and shaggy hair. Lisa said he'd grown up, that he'd filled out. "You'll be impressed," she'd said with a wink, half-joking, not knowing how strange that would land. Natalie had laughed it off, but it lingered. She wasn't expecting him. She was expecting company, noise, a warm body in the hall. Someone to fill the silence she only recently realized was becoming overwhelming and a constant throughout the house. At first it was welcome, in contrast her to the fights her marriage had turned into. But lately, it seemed ever-present and lonely.
She walked to the kitchen, opened the fridge, then shut it again without taking anything. She already felt the shift, and he hadn't even arrived yet. It would be nice to have someone around again. She told herself that. Repeated it. Just... she wouldn't have expected that someone to be a 20-year-old man.
Heading back to the guest room, more out of an anxious energy than anything else, she sat on the edge of the bed and let out a breath.
"I can handle this," she said aloud. "It's just someone to share the space."
But even as she said it, her eyes drifted to the hallway--where the closed door to her bedroom suddenly felt just a little too close to his.
This wasn't just a week or two. Lisa had said through college. Suddenly that felt so undefined. Did that mean? Two years? Would he be expecting to stay here if went for his masters? Aiden would come and go, sure--classes, internships--but the reality was he'd be living here. In her quiet, post-divorce space that she had finally, finally made her own.
She was used to hearing only her own footsteps. To dancing barefoot through the kitchen with wine and music. To not worrying about someone else hearing her cry in the shower. That life was starting to feel normal.
And now she was about to share it with the 20-year-old child of her best friend. One who, if she was honest, she barely ever knew in the first place.
Still... it would be nice to have someone around again. Even if it wasn't someone she would've expected.
"I can handle this," she said aloud. "It's temporary." Suddenly she wasn't sure if she believed that--especially not after her conversation with Lisa on the phone last night.
--------------
"Seriously, Nat, you're a lifesaver."
Lisa's voice crackled slightly through the speakerphone as Natalie placed a pair of folded towels at the foot of the bed.
"I owe you big time for this," Lisa said.
"You say that like I'm not still trying to convince myself it's a good idea," Natalie replied, smoothing the fabric unnecessarily.
Lisa chuckled. "He's not high-maintenance, I swear. You might even forget he's there."
"That's what I'm afraid of," Natalie muttered. "Then I'll walk into the kitchen in my robe, or less, and scare the hell out of both of us."
Lisa laughed. "You're going to get along better than you think."
Natalie paused. "I haven't lived with anyone in a while."
"Since the ex?"
"Yeah." She tugged at a loose thread on the comforter. "It's been kind of... nice. Quiet."
Lisa didn't say anything for a moment. "Well, it's not like Aiden's going to disrupt your whole world."
"Mm." Natalie made a noncommittal noise, then added, "I just didn't think the next person I'd live with would be your son."
"He's not a kid anymore," Lisa said, with a tone that was almost teasing. "You'll see."
"I'm not looking," Natalie shot back, more quickly than she meant to.
"Didn't say you were," Lisa replied, lightly. Then, after a moment: "He always thought you were kind of intimidating, you know."
Natalie raised an eyebrow. "I was twenty-five and working eighty-hour weeks when he met me. I think I barely looked up from my phone."
"He still remembers."
That made Natalie pause, but she kept her tone casual. "Well, I hope I don't scare him off this time."
"He's not that easily scared anymore."
There was something in Lisa's voice that Natalie couldn't quite pin down--pride, maybe, or something else.
"I'll keep him in line," Natalie said. "As long as you don't start calling me his second mom."
Lisa laughed again. "You? Please. Actually, now that you mention it, he'd probably listen to you more than he listens to me."
Another pause, just slightly too long.
"You sure this won't be weird?" Natalie asked.
There was a lightness in Lisa's reply. "Would it be the first time something was a little weird between us?"
Natalie didn't answer right away. She reached for her glass of wine and took a slow sip.
"I think we'll manage."
"I know you will," Lisa said, softer now. "You always do. You nervous?"
"A little."
"You excited?"
Natalie smirked. "Don't push it."
Lisa laughed. "Okay, okay. I'll stop. Just be nice to him, will you?"
"I will," Natalie said. "But I'm not making him muffins."
Lisa paused. "You're totally making muffins, aren't you?"
Natalie sighed. "They're banana nut. Don't judge me."
"Oh, I'm judging. But also--I'm touched."
Another small pause settled between them, quieter now.
Lisa paused. "Crazy, isn't it? When we met in that hot yoga class seven years ago, I never would've guessed my son would end up living with you."
Natalie let out a soft breath. "Yeah... that definitely wasn't on my bingo card."
Lisa's voice softened. "Honestly, I would've expected me to live with you before Aiden ever did."
Natalie blinked, caught off guard. She gave a small laugh, unsure how else to respond. "Well... you probably would've been better at folding the towels."
Lisa laughed with her--easily, but not without weight. "Maybe. But I definitely wouldn't stay out of your wine stash." A brief silence passed again--light, but not empty.
"Weird, huh?" Lisa said.
"Weirds one word for it." Another pause. Familiar. Not uncomfortable, but layered.
"Anyway," Lisa said, slipping back into her usual rhythm, "you'll be great."
"I'll manage," Natalie replied. "I usually do."
"I know," Lisa said, quieter now. "Night, Nat."
"Night, Lis."
--------------
The next morning, Natalie stood by the window with a cooling cup of coffee in her hand, watching as a silver sedan eased into the lot below. She hadn't slept much--not out of anxiety, exactly, but from a restless awareness that the quiet rhythm of her home was about to change.
She spotted Lisa as soon as the car parked. Her friend stepped out with a quick glance upward, giving a wave even though she couldn't possibly see Natalie through the tinted glass and reflection of the world outside. She knew Natalie well enough to know that she'd be watching for them though. A moment later, Aiden emerged from the passenger side, taller than she remembered and more filled out. He moved with the loose, casual energy of someone comfortable in his own skin, slinging a duffel bag over his shoulder and grabbing a suitcase from the back seat.
Natalie's stomach gave a small, involuntary twist.
That wasn't the awkward teen she remembered from holidays and backyard barbecues. That was... something else entirely. She wasn't sure what she'd expected--maybe someone younger-looking, more boyish--but the man stepping onto the curb looked completely at ease with himself in a way that made her suddenly feel off-balance.
She turned from the window and set her mug down, brushing her hands over her jeans as if that would settle her nerves. It was time to open the door, make polite conversation, and act like she hadn't spent the last twenty-four hours trying to convince herself this was a perfectly normal arrangement.
Before leaving the room, she took one last look around the guest room, smoothed the edge of the comforter, then moved to the kitchen to pour herself some water she didn't really want. The sun had shifted by the time she heard the buzz from the front door. She glanced at the clock--ten after four.
Showtime.
Natalie opened the door just as Lisa lifted her hand to knock.
"There she is," Lisa said with a grin, stepping in for a brief hug. "Told you we'd make it before dinner time."
Natalie returned the hug, then looked past her to Aiden. He lingered a step back, shoulders relaxed, duffel slung over one side.
Stepping aside to let them in, she said, "Well, come on in. Don't just stand there, come in."
He stepped through the doorway behind his mom with a polite nod and a quick glance around. The last time Natalie had seen him, he'd been all sharp elbows and shaggy hair, slouched in a hoodie two sizes too big. Now, his posture was straighter, movements calmer, like he'd settled into himself. Still quiet, but no longer unsure.
Natalie shut the door behind them and gestured toward the hallway. "Your room's the first on the right. Closet's cleared out and extra towels are on the bed."
"Thanks," Aiden said, offering a brief smile before heading down the hall with his duffel over one shoulder and his suitcase trailing behind him. His footsteps were light, almost cautious.
Lisa followed her into the kitchen like it was still familiar territory, opening a cabinet uninvited and grabbing two glasses. "You're not going to freak out and kick him out after a week, are you?"
Natalie raised an eyebrow. "Not unless he starts blasting music at 2 a.m. or leaves beard trimmings in the sink."
Lisa smirked. "He's not a slob. And he keeps to himself. Honestly, you'll probably forget he's here most of the time."
Natalie leaned against the counter, arms crossed loosely. "I doubt that. It already feels different."
"Good different or bad different?"
She didn't answer right away. "Just... not mine anymore. The space. The routine. It's going to take a minute."
Lisa nodded, surprisingly understanding. "I get it. You've been solo for what, a year now?"
"Just over."
"Well, he's not going to take over your world," Lisa said, grabbing her glass of water and giving Natalie a pointed look. "He just needs a place to sleep, study, and occasionally eat all your cereal."
Natalie huffed a soft laugh. "I don't even eat cereal."
"Then you're already that much safer from his never-ending hunger."
Before Natalie could respond, Aiden reemerged from the hallway. He'd dropped his bags off and was now taking in the apartment with more focus--his eyes scanning the layout, the framed prints on the walls, the neat stack of books on the console table.
"It looks really nice in here," he said.
Natalie gave a modest shrug. "It's still coming together."
"I like it," he added.
Natalie gave a small smile, brushing her hand down the side of her jeans. "Thanks. It's a work in progress."
Lisa looked between them, then clapped her hands together. "All right, troops. He's still got a few boxes in the trunk. Let's get it all in before the afternoon heat turns ugly."
Natalie grabbed her keys off the counter. "Lead the way."
They filed out together--Natalie locking the door behind her, Lisa chatting like always, and Aiden bringing up the rear, quietly scanning the hallway as they walked. The apartment was nicer than anything he was used to. Cleaner. More put together. Not like the dorms, where towels were always damp and your neighbors either slammed doors or played guitar badly at midnight.
This place had structure. It felt like someone actually lived here--and not in the half-hearted way college students pretended to. That made him feel... out of place. He wasn't sure how he was supposed to fit into that.
As they stepped outside, the midday heat rolled in fast. Lisa popped the trunk of her car and motioned toward the back.
"There's your last two," she said. "One of you grab the box, the other grab the bin."
"I got it," Aiden said quickly, reaching for both before Natalie could move.
"Don't throw your back out trying to impress me," she said.
"I'm not," he muttered, adjusting the grip on the awkward plastic bin. It wasn't heavy, just bulky.
Lisa opened the building door for them, and he followed Natalie in, trying not to focus too much on the scrape of her sandals on the tile or the fact that he was eyelevel with her ass, as they walked up the stairs.
This whole thing still felt strange. He'd spent the last two years crammed into shared spaces with guys who barely knew how to run a microwave, and now here he was--off campus, living with his mom's friend, a woman he barely even knew anything about. He didn't even know how old she actually was. Thirty... something? She didn't look it, but she acted like it. He was used to living with people he didn't know. That comes with dorm life. But he didn't know how to live with a woman--not a girl, but a woman--that wasn't his mom. This was new. All of it. And he wasn't sure yet how he was supposed to act.
It was already a different world, and he hadn't even unpacked yet.
When they got back to the apartment, he dropped his things by the wall in his room, then returned to find Natalie and his mom in the kitchen, already opening drawers and debating whether the mugs were too high up.
"It'll be fun staying the night, right?" Lisa asked, turning toward Natalie. "Just like old times! One last night of freedom for you before the kid takes over."
Natalie gave her a dry look. "You're staying in my bed. He's the one with the door. How is that my last night of freedom?"
Lisa waved her off. "Details."
Aiden hesitated just past the doorway, unsure whether to linger or leave them to whatever they were doing. They clearly had a rhythm--shared stories, inside jokes--and he wasn't part of that. Not yet. Probably not ever.
He cleared his throat lightly. "I'm gonna, uh... finish unpacking."
"Need help?" Lisa asked, half-turning.
"I'm good," he said, already backing down the hall.
He shut the door behind him, sat on the edge of the bed, and stared at the bin he'd just carried up. The room was nice. Too nice. Clean, quiet, and... adult. This wasn't going to feel like college. Not even close.
He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands loosely clasped. The bin sat unopened in front of him. He knew exactly what was in it--chargers, notebooks, a couple of extension cords, and a hoodie he hadn't worn since winter break--but suddenly, unpacking felt like something he needed to work up to.
Everything in the room felt intentional. The bed was already made, the towels folded, and there was even a small dish of spare toiletries on the dresser, like he was checking into some kind of Airbnb. It wasn't bad--far from it--but it felt foreign. Quiet in a way he wasn't used to. No background noise. No random yelling through paper-thin dorm walls. No roommate clomping around in flip-flops at midnight. Just... calm. And that made him realize how much he'd relied on noise to distract himself from actually thinking.
He stood, opened the bin, and started pulling things out one by one, placing them in drawers that were too empty and too clean. It didn't take long. He didn't have much. By the time he was zipping up the empty duffel bag, he could hear faint laughter coming from the kitchen--his mom's voice, then Natalie's. He couldn't make out the words, but the flow of it seemed like it was familiar between them. Comfortable. Like it was just a continuation of some past life they had together before he showed up. He wasn't sure if that made him feel better or worse.
Aiden sat back down on the edge of the bed, resting his forearms on his thighs. This wasn't going to be like dorm life. It wasn't going to be like anything he'd done before. Natalie wasn't just some stranger off a roommate board--she was his mom's friend. Sharp, professional, polite. And he was crashing in her home for the foreseeable future.
He exhaled through his nose, then stood again, mostly just to move. The idea of staying in here all evening felt weird, but barging into the kitchen mid-laughter felt weirder. After a moment, he opened the door and wandered toward the living room. At the very least, he figured he should pretend not to be hiding.
Natalie leaned against the kitchen island, half-listening as Lisa recounted the woman who came in mortified, asking for help removing a decorative wine stopper she'd mistaken for something sturdier during a moment of... experimentation. It was classic Lisa--half absurd, half hilarious--and Natalie found herself smiling, even though her attention drifted every few seconds.
She heard the soft click of the bedroom door down the hall. The sound barely registered, but it tugged her focus just the same. It was a sound she didn't cause. A sound from someone who was now going to be inhabiting her space. Aiden's room was across the hall from hers--close enough to matter, but not right on top of each other. It had seemed like a logical setup when she offered it. Now it just felt... noticeably close.
A moment later, he reappeared, pausing at the edge of the kitchen like he wasn't sure whether to come in or wait to be invited.
"Survived the unpacking?" Natalie asked, keeping her tone casual.
"Mostly," he said. "Still figuring out where to put stuff."
"You'll figure it out. The drawers aren't that deep--can't leave you with too many options."
He gave a quick smile and leaned against the wall, arms crossed. He wasn't hovering, exactly--but there was a quiet hesitation in how he held himself, like he was still finding his place in the room.
"Can't help it," he said after a beat. "I'm in school for architecture. Making things fit is kind of... hardwired."



Natalie raised an eyebrow, mildly impressed. "So, you're saying the junk drawer might be your greatest challenge?"
"Depends how chaotic it is," he replied with a smile. "Could be a decent design exercise."
Lisa turned from the fridge with a grin. "Don't encourage her. Next thing you know she'll be asking for a full rework of the spice cabinet."
"Only if it comes with extra credit," he said.
That drew a laugh from both women, and Natalie found herself relaxing a little. It wasn't effortless--nothing about this situation would be--but it wasn't stiff, either. Just new. He moved a little farther into the room, staying close to the edge but present. She noticed he didn't pull out his phone or try to fade into the background. He was just... taking it in. Not forcing anything.
Lisa clapped her hands together once. "Okay, we're voting on dinner. Thai or pizza?"
Aiden glanced between them. "I'm good with whatever."
Natalie grabbed the stack of takeout menus. "That's not how voting works."
Dinner had come and gone--takeout boxes half-collapsed on the coffee table, empty plates stacked nearby, and three glasses of wine making their way through the bottle Lisa had brought. The TV played low in the background, but no one was really paying attention. Lisa had made herself comfortable in the middle of the couch, legs tucked under her. Natalie was curled at one end, elbow on the armrest, glass balanced loosely in hand. Aiden had taken the accent chair across from them, sitting a little straighter than the others, one foot bouncing lightly as he listened.
"So," Lisa said, topping off Natalie's glass before offering the bottle toward Aiden. "Want some?"
Natalie glanced over. "He's not old enough."
Lisa rolled her eyes. "Please. He's twenty. And we all know he's had a lot more than a glass of wine at those college parties."
Aiden let out a short laugh, glancing between them like he wasn't sure if he was in on the joke or the target of it. Lisa wasn't done. "I found him drunk on our front porch senior year. Tried to sneak in quiet, fell over taking off his shoes."
"I thought you didn't know about that," Aiden muttered, rubbing the back of his neck.
"I'm a nurse, not an idiot," Lisa replied, smirking. "You were home safe. That's what mattered in that moment. At least this time he's drinking at home," she finished, looking at Natalie.
The word caught Natalie off guard. Home. She looked at Aiden again, glass paused just short of her lips. He didn't seem to notice the shift, or if he did, he didn't react. He just leaned forward and accepted the pour with a quiet, "Thanks."
He already saw this place that way--or at least didn't resist the idea of it. Natalie took a sip, letting the wine settle on her tongue while the thought settled somewhere deeper.
Lisa pressed on, cheerful and tireless as ever. "Okay, so no college horror stories yet, but let's shift gears. What's the worst living situation either of you have been in?"
Natalie raised an eyebrow. "That implies I've had more than one. I went straight from my parents' house to my ex's. Never had a roommate."
"Seriously?" Aiden asked, genuinely surprised.
She shrugged. "Lived with my husband until I didn't."
Lisa leaned in with a mock-conspiratorial grin. "And now she's making up for lost time by taking in strays."
"I'm not a stray," Aiden muttered, smirking as he swirled the wine in his glass.
"Tell that to the duffel bag you walked in with," Natalie replied, her tone dry but not unkind.
That drew a soft laugh from Aiden, and for the first time all evening, he seemed to ease into his seat a little more. He wasn't completely comfortable, but the edges of his caution had rounded off.
Lisa gave Natalie a look that said told you so without actually saying it. The conversation drifted on from there--classes, transit nightmares, whether pad see ew was better than drunken noodles. Lisa did most of the heavy lifting, pulling threads and nudging them into a conversation that felt--if not completely natural yet--at least possible.
By the time the food had gone cold and the last sip of wine had disappeared, Lisa stretched and groaned, arms overhead. "Okay, I'm officially done. My back says it's time to lie down."
Natalie stood and began gathering the plates, stacking the empties without much finesse. "You can use the bathroom in my room to get ready for bed."
Lisa waved her off with a lazy gesture, wine glass still in hand. "Door across from the guest bathroom. I remember where everything is."
"Mm-hmm," Natalie murmured, eyeing the wine stain on the edge of a napkin before tossing it into the trash. "Just don't make yourself too comfortable. It's still my bed and I need room to sleep in it too."
Lisa grinned as she rose, wobbling only slightly as she stepped into her flats. "No promises."
Aiden pushed himself up from the chair, still a little stiff but looser than earlier. "I'll head to bed too. Thanks again--for dinner. And, uh... all of it."
"You're welcome," Natalie said, offering a tired smile. "Hall closet has extra towels if you need a second set."
He nodded and lingered for half a second like he wasn't sure what to say next. Then, with a quiet "Goodnight," he disappeared down the hallway toward his room, the door closing gently behind him.
Lisa followed immediately after, heading towards the hall, then Natalie's room with a loose wave. "Don't take too long cleaning. I'm not above locking you out of your own bed."
"Noted," Natalie called after her.
Left alone in the quiet, Natalie turned back to the kitchen. She could've left the mess until morning--no one would've judged her--but something about the clutter rubbed against her nerves. She loaded the dishwasher on autopilot, wiped down the counters, straightened a pair of takeout menus that had slid halfway off the microwave. It wasn't about neatness. It was about reclaiming a little control before everything started again tomorrow.
By the time she turned off the lights and padded softly down the hallway, the apartment had fallen into the familiar late-night hush. She passed the closed guest room door and paused briefly, hearing nothing from inside. It struck her again that he was really here. That tomorrow and the next day and who knows how many after, he'd be behind that door. Eating at her table. Using her space. Sharing her air.
She reached her own bedroom and opened the door.
Lisa was sitting on the edge of the bed, makeup wiped clean, her hair twisted up haphazardly. She looked up as Natalie entered--with an expression that was far too casual for someone holding a bright pink silicone dildo in one hand.
"This was in your nightstand," Lisa said, deadpan. "You upgraded since I last visited."
Natalie froze halfway through closing the door. "Lisa!"
"What?" Lisa laughed, giving it an exaggerated little waggle. "I was looking for chapstick. This isn't it. But I mean... could be."
Natalie sighed and let her head thump lightly against the door. "Why are you like this?"
"Curious. Slightly tipsy. And, to be fair, it's not the worst thing I've found in someone's drawer."
"It's still my drawer."
Lisa grinned, completely unfazed. "You know, I always had you pegged for a traditional girl. This is a nice surprise. It's bigger than I expected you to have too. But I still think you need to try some of my recommendations. There are toys that can do amazing things!"
Natalie walked over and snatched it from her hand, tossing it into the nightstand drawer it came from, without ceremony. "Remind me why I let you sleep in here?"
"Because you love me," Lisa said, pulling back the blanket like nothing had happened. "And because, like I said, I've seen worse."
Natalie groaned and turned toward her dresser, rubbing the back of her neck. "That's not a challenge."
Behind her, Lisa was already under the covers, voice muffled by the pillow. "Maybe not. But it is nice to see you living a little."
Natalie didn't reply. She just stood there for a moment longer, then stepped toward the closet and slipped off her jeans, tossing them into the hamper inside. Her top followed, dropped in the same easy motion, leaving her in a simple black bra and matching panties. Normally, she would've stripped the rest of the way before pulling on the oversized T-shirt still hanging from the doorknob--the last thing left behind by a guy she'd briefly seen not long after moving here.
The relationship hadn't lasted. But for a little while, it had been exciting in a way she hadn't felt in years--new city, new body under hers, a different technique than the slow, predictable routines that filled her marriage toward the end. He was younger, more spontaneous. Eager in a way that made her want to rise to meet it, to prove something. To herself, maybe.
He was also the reason she'd bought the seven-and-a-half-inch dildo now tucked back in the nightstand--the one Lisa had just unearthed--thinking maybe she could train her body to handle him on the nights he wasn't around.
The toy had outlasted the fling. So had the shirt. The goodbye hadn't been dramatic. They just stopped calling each other. No real ending, just a fade-out. Still, on most nights, she slept in that shirt because it was comfortable and reminded her of a man that wasn't her ex-husband.
Tonight, with Lisa here, she left the bra and panties on. Not out of modesty, exactly--more like a courtesy. A quiet acknowledgment that someone else was in her bed.
She turned off the bedside lamp, and the room dipped into a gentle hush.
She slipped under the covers, the sheets cool against her legs. Lisa was already curled on her side, facing her. For a while, neither of them said anything. Just the faint hum of the air conditioner and the occasional creak of the settling apartment.
Then, Lisa's voice, low and slurred at the edges. "You remember that night in Scottsdale?"
Natalie blinked into the dark. "We agreed never to speak of Scottsdale."
Lisa laughed softly. "I'm not bringing up him. I'm bringing up us." A pause. "You were the one who kissed me first, if I remember right."
"That was a long time ago," Natalie said, voice quieter now. "We were--"
"Drunk. Like tonight."
Natalie rolled to her side, facing away. "It's different now."
Lisa didn't respond right away. She shifted behind her instead, the mattress giving just enough to signal closeness. Then fingers--slow and deliberate--brushed Natalie's bare shoulder, dragging the sheet slightly lower.
"It doesn't have to be," Lisa whispered. "Unless you're not curious anymore."
Natalie exhaled slowly, eyes fixed on the far wall. Her body tensed--not in fear, but in conflicted awareness. "Aiden's down the hall."
Lisa's hand paused, resting warm and soft just under her collarbone. "He's asleep. I've done far worse with him two rooms away."
Natalie let out a short, nervous laugh. "I've never been one for an audience."
Lisa's lips brushed her ear, voice low and teasing. "He's not watching, Nat. He's passed out cold. You're not nervous--just making excuses."
Natalie didn't answer. Not right away. Her mind was racing, caught between the low burn Lisa always seemed to know how to stoke and the very real knowledge that this wasn't just a drunken night. There was a twenty-year-old man sleeping across the hall, under her roof, and this--whatever this was--wouldn't just disappear by morning.
But Lisa's hand had already slipped lower, fingertips dragging the edge of the sheet along Natalie's waistline, testing the boundary without fully crossing it.
"Tell me no," Lisa whispered.
Natalie didn't. She heard Lisa shift behind her, felt the faint pull of the covers as the other woman scooted closer.
For a few moments, it was quiet--too quiet. Just the sound of their breathing, slow and uneven, filling the space between them. Every inhale felt louder than it should've, every brush of skin magnified in the stillness of the house. Natalie's pulse thudded in her ears, but her thoughts were elsewhere--half-focused down the hall, where Aiden slept behind a closed door.
She didn't voice the concern. There was no point. Lisa clearly didn't share it. Then Lisa's fingers trailed lightly over the fabric stretched across Natalie's waist.
"You're wound up," she murmured, voice low and close.
Natalie didn't answer right away. Her eyes stayed open, fixed on the dark outline of her dresser. "I'm fine."
"You're not. You're buzzing like you always do when your brain won't let you rest."
Natalie let out a small breath, part laugh, part exhale. "I'm sharing a hallway with your son, remember?"
Lisa's hand slipped a little higher, warm against Natalie's stomach. "I used to live with him, Nat. You think I never had to be quiet?" She chuckled softly. "Trust me, he's not listening for anything."
"He's twenty," Natalie whispered. "He listens to everything."
Still, she didn't stop Lisa's hand as it swept up beneath the edge of her bra. Her body betrayed her first, arching slightly into the touch--slow, unsure, but wanting. Lisa had become part of her orbit in the last year and a half, a presence that blurred lines after too much wine or late-night honesty. It hadn't been like this before the divorce. Before the long stretch of cold nights and longer silences. Lisa had been a friend then, only a friend. But when the marriage ended and Natalie began to feel again--to want, to wonder--Lisa was the one who listened. The one who teased. The one who asked questions no one else dared to.
Lisa pressed in now, her lips brushing the back of Natalie's neck. "You told me the other week how long it's been since anyone touched you, right? Let me."
Natalie bit her lip. "I didn't mean you..."
"You didn't not mean me."
Lisa pressed in now, her lips brushing the back of Natalie's neck. "You told me last month how long it's been since anyone touched you right. Let me."
Natalie bit her lip. "I didn't mean you..."
"You didn't not mean me."
There was a pause--thick with nerves and the weight of knowing better. Lisa's hand skimmed up Natalie's side again, slow and sure, slipping beneath the edge of her bra with quiet confidence. Her palm was hot against bare skin, the touch firm and possessive, like she had every right to be there. Then her thumb found Natalie's nipple--brushing over it once, twice, the pressure light but deliberate. Back and forth, a slow tease, coaxing a response she already knew was coming. Natalie's breath caught, her body leaning ever so slightly into the touch before she could think to stop it. She wasn't just reacting anymore. She was yielding.
"You don't have to overthink it," Lisa whispered, her breath warm against the curve of Natalie's neck. "We're already here."
Natalie stayed still, her body caught between resistance and surrender. It wasn't the first time this had happened--this pull, this slow unpeeling between them--but it had never been quite like this. Not in her own bed. Not with Aiden asleep just across the hall.
Lisa seemed to sense the hesitation and shifted closer, her knee sliding between Natalie's under the sheets, opening her up just a little, hips pressing just enough to stir something low and unwelcome in Natalie's stomach: guilt. Excitement. The edges of fear that made it more real.
"We'll be quiet," Lisa said, barely audible now. "It's okay to want something, Nat. Just let yourself."
Down the hall, Aiden turned over in bed for what felt like the tenth time. The apartment was too quiet. Or maybe not quiet enough. He could hear the distant hum of the refrigerator, the soft buzz of street noise through the shut window... and something else. A voice.
No words--just the murmur of two people talking. It was low muffled and familiar.
At first, he figured they were just laughing again. Something from old times. Some inside joke. But the cadence was different. Slower, softer, uneven in a way that made him feel as though that was reminiscent of how he's heard his mom talk before.
He sat up, squinting toward his closed door. It was probably nothing. He told himself that, still, he didn't move. Just sat there, listening.
Natalie's bra had shifted, Lisa's hand slipping fully beneath now, fingers gently closing around her breast, thumb circling the peak with a familiarity that made Natalie gasp quietly into the pillow. Lisa kissed her shoulder, her mouth soft and lingering as she pressed closer from behind.
"You feel amazing," she whispered. "Always have."
Natalie's voice came out breathless. "Lisa..."
Lisa's hand slid lower, across Natalie's stomach, dipping beneath the waistband of her panties with a slowness that made Natalie tremble. She should've stopped her. Should've said no. But her hips moved instead, betraying her thoughts, tilting back just enough to say yes without speaking a word.
Down the hall, Aiden's brows drew together as he leaned slightly, trying to catch any clue in the pattern of sounds. It still didn't make sense--not quite. But something about it was gnawing at him now. A thread he couldn't let go of.
He laid back down, eyes wide open, heart ticking faster than it had any reason to.
Whatever was happening... he wasn't supposed to hear it.
Just down the hall, Natalie's fears were coming true as Aiden lay flat on his back, staring at the ceiling. He hadn't meant to eavesdrop--but once he noticed the sounds, they were hard to ignore. It wasn't talking anymore. Not really. Between the hum of the fridge cycling, something else crept in. A low noise--soft, breathy. Then another. A woman's voice, but not in conversation. More like a moan. Muffled, like it was being swallowed into a pillow.
He held his breath, trying to be still, trying to make sure he wasn't imagining it. But then it came again--quieter this time, followed by what sounded like a whispered word, too soft to make out. His chest tightened as a slow, uneasy recognition started to take hold.
He knew that sound. The tone of it. He'd heard it before--back when he and his mom shared a two-bedroom apartment with walls that didn't do much to keep secrets. Lisa had always tried to be discreet, waiting until late, keeping music on, closing her door--but every now and then, especially after a few drinks, there were moments when her quiet wasn't quiet enough. He'd learned not to think too hard about it. Half the time, he'd never seen the men his mom had brought home, and that fit perfectly with how he felt it should be. If men were going to come and go over the years, it was better if they remained nameless and faceless to him.
But this was different. There was no low hum of a man's voice. No sharp sounds skin on skin to their weight rhythmically shifting, or deep grunts making their way to his room. Just soft gasps, light and feminine, layered with something quieter--a voice coaxing, soothing, maybe even instructing. It was hard to tell through the walls, but it didn't sound unfamiliar. If anything, it sounded like his mother.
He sat up slowly, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed, tension rising with every movement. For a few seconds he just sat there, elbows on his knees, listening--careful, uncertain. He didn't want to jump to conclusions. He didn't want to know. But the sounds kept threading through the silence, unmistakable now. Moans. A whispered hush. Movement. And nothing else.
Lisa and Natalie. His throat felt tight, and his mind suddenly crowded. This wasn't what he thought tonight would be. It wasn't what any of this was supposed to be.
And whatever was happening in that room, it definitely wasn't meant for him to hear.
Natalie's breath caught as Lisa's fingers slid lower, the pads of them slow and deliberate against skin that hadn't been touched like this in over a month. The room was dark, but not silent--filled with the quiet sounds of breath and sheets and the subtle shift of bodies pressed together. Lisa's hand moved with a kind of knowing patience, no urgency, no need to prove anything. Just insistent and unyielding.



Natalie stayed on her side, facing away, Lisa's body pressed firmly behind her, the warmth of her chest flush to Natalie's back. A thigh slipped between her legs, nudging gently, coaxing them apart just enough to make space. Lisa's lips brushed along the back of her neck, the words barely more than breath.
"You're so tense," she murmured. "Relax for me."
"I'm trying," Natalie whispered, the words shaky, her body already betraying her. "Just--he's across the hall."
"We're not loud," Lisa said, her voice low and calm, trailing feather light kisses along Natalie's shoulder, and her fingers traced the inside of Natalie's thigh, teasing lightly against her underwear, a single knuckle brushing the soft, damp center. It made Natalie inhale sharply, "I've been louder trying to open a bag of chips. You think I haven't done this before? He's not listening." And then Natalie rolled.
Slowly, carefully, she shifted onto her back, her eyes searching the dark as if it might offer reassurance, her face turning towards Lisa's. She didn't say stop. Didn't move away. Instead, she bent one leg and let her far knee fall to the side, opening herself more fully to Lisa's touch. She gave a soft sound that was half laugh, half groan. "He's not dumb either."
Lisa pulled her in closer, her fingers slipping beneath the last barrier of Natalie's panties, stroking gently until her breath stuttered again. "Then maybe he already knows," she murmured. "And maybe you don't care as much as you say."
Her fingers paused for just a second, then slipped lower, dragging through slick warmth. "God, Nat..." she breathed, almost like a secret. "You're soaked."
Natalie didn't answer. She couldn't--not with Lisa touching her like that, not with the heat building low and fast, not with her back arching and her hand gripping the sheet to keep from making a sound. Her mind flickered again--Aiden, behind that door, awake or asleep, maybe hearing this, maybe not--and it only made the tension coil tighter. But it was Lisa's words that stuck, more than the touch. Maybe he already knows. Maybe you don't care. Natalie wasn't sure what unsettled her more: the idea that it might be true, or the suspicion that Lisa had said it deliberately. Like she wanted the thought of her own son to be there. Like she was using it--to push her, to test her, or maybe even to turn her on.
Lisa's voice was barely audible. "Let it happen. You need this."
And she did. God, she did.
Natalie closed her eyes and let the tension go, letting her body sink into the mattress as Lisa's fingers continued their steady caress of slow circles over her clit that pulsed hotter with every pass. It wasn't rushed--Lisa knew better than to race the moment. Propped up on one elbow, Lisa leaned over her, lips brushing softly along Natalie's shoulder before trailing lower. Her mouth moved lazily across the top of her chest, tongue flicking over the dip between her collarbones, then grazing the upper swell of her breast. She took her time, kissing, tasting, letting her breath warm every patch of skin she passed.
All the while, her fingers never stopped.
They moved in slow, deliberate circles over Natalie's clit--firm, steady pressure with just enough variation to keep her guessing. She'd stroke high, then dip slightly, then circle again, adjusting angle and pace in a rhythm that sent shivers through Natalie's thighs. Every pass built on the last, coaxing her open, her hips rising to meet each stroke before sinking back into the mattress again.
Lisa knew exactly how to keep her just below the edge--right where every nerve was tight and buzzing. She pressed the heel of her palm down against the mound of Natalie's sex while her fingers worked with more precision, slipping slightly lower to tease the entrance before gliding back up, bringing her fluids with them, and with a gentle flick that made Natalie gasp.
A soft moan slipped past Natalie's lips before she could catch it.
Lisa didn't miss it. Her free hand slid under Natalie's head in one smooth motion, fingers threading into her hair. She gave a gentle but deliberate tug, pulling her in, and caught Natalie's mouth in a kiss that was hot and unhesitating. Their lips parted quickly, tongues brushing, the moan swallowed into Lisa's mouth as the constant movement of her hand never faltered.
Reaching back under herself, Natalie unclasped her bra with a practiced flick of her fingers, then wiggled it out one arm at a time while Lisa worked her hand over her slick vagina, never pausing. It hit the floor with a near silent rustle, the delicate fabric landing in a small pile, just as Lisa pushed the sheet aside and slipped down, gaze lingering as Natalie's full breasts were finally revealed.
They were stunning--generous D cups that swelled with each breath, the smooth skin taut and unmarked, nipples already peaked from arousal and anticipation. Lisa paused for just a second, eyes tracing the soft curves with a mixture of reverence and lust. There was a degree of youth there, yes--but also a kind of untouched elegance, unmarred by time or motherhood. Natalie's body still held the shape of someone in her prime, gravity not yet having fully taken root and claimed its toll.
Lisa's own breasts were smaller, more delicate. Years of nursing and age had softened them, though she'd never minded--until moments like this, when envy crept in uninvited and quiet. It wasn't resentment. Just the awareness of what had once been hers, mirrored now in Natalie.
She leaned in and took Natalie's nipple into her mouth--hot, wet, and eager. She sucked gently at first, then with firmer pressure, her tongue circling in slow, confident sweeps that sent heat straight through Natalie's core. Natalie let out a shaky breath, panting through clenched teeth. One hand gripped the sheet tight, anchoring herself. The other found Lisa's shoulder, fingers curling into muscle with every pulse of sensation that rolled through her.
"God," Natalie breathed.
Lisa smiled against her skin, nipped playfully at the nearest nipple, then murmured with wicked satisfaction, "I haven't even started making you see God yet."
And she was right. Lisa wasn't building her to the edge--she was holding her just beneath it, fingers working in slow, precise circles directly against Natalie's bare clit. She'd slipped under her panties long ago, warm skin on slick heat, teasing with maddening patience. Every so often she'd change the angle or pressure, just enough to make Natalie's breath catch--but never enough to push her over. The ache had grown unbearable, a deep, pulsing need that made her thighs tremble and her toes curl tightly into the sheets.
"Please," Natalie whispered, voice cracking around the word. "Take them off."
Lisa didn't answer. Her fingers kept moving, steady and unrelenting, gliding over her with an intimacy that was both tender and merciless. Natalie's hips rolled in response, her back arching, body straining toward more.
"Lisa, please," she gasped again. "Take them off. I need--"
Lisa pulled her hand away suddenly, leaving her empty and throbbing. She sat up slightly, eyes dark, lips parted, her fingers still glistening in the low light.
"Get your toy," she said, quiet but commanding, the words cutting off Natalie, through the haze in her head.
Natalie blinked at her in the dark. "Now?"
Lisa remained quiet. Instead, she leaned in and kissed her--soft at first, then deeper. Her tongue slipped between Natalie's lips with a slow, teasing press that made Natalie melt into the mattress all over again. It was a passionate kiss. One that was different from what any of the men had achieved, not that those kisses weren't good as well. But this was confident, and intentional as only Lisa has ever managed with her. By the time Lisa pulled back, both of them were breathless.
"I want it," she murmured against Natalie's mouth. "And I want you to use it."
Flushed and dazed, Natalie shifted up and leaned over the side of the bed, her fingers fumbling slightly as she opened the nightstand drawer. Her hand found the toy--solid and familiar--and she paused, just for a moment, feeling the weight of it in her palm. She'd used it on herself more times than she could count, but never on someone else. And never like this. The idea of where it had been--and where it was going--sent a dizzy rush through her chest and down between her legs.
When she turned back, Lisa was already pulling her pajama top over her head, revealing smooth, flushed skin and small, elegant breasts that rose with each breath. In the low light, she looked soft and wild all at once. Her shorts followed next, pushed down and off with one practiced motion. She was completely nude now, compact and lithe, her shorter frame glowing against the taller, broader lines of Natalie's.
Just outside the bedroom door, Aiden hovered barefoot in the darkened hallway, heart pounding like it was trying to shake loose from his ribs. At first, he hadn't meant to move. But then the sounds grew clearer. Not loud--but unmistakable. They were breathless and strained. A moan that didn't belong in laughter, followed by a hushed voice that was definitely his mother's. He couldn't hear words. But the tone... the tone said everything. There was no denying that the tone was the same he'd hear many times over the years. The difference was that this time he wasn't trying to block it out.
Back inside, Natalie was still in her panties--but not for long. Lisa straddled one of her legs, her slick warmth settling on the smooth skin of Natalie's shin as she leaned down, and hooked her thumbs into the waistband. She dragged the last piece of fabric down slowly, her eyes locked on Natalie's the entire time.
Lisa lingered just long enough to dip her head and kiss the slick center of Natalie's sex, the thin landing strip of pubic hair brushing her nose. Her tongue moved slowly, but deliberately, drawing a low, helpless sound from Natalie's throat.
"God, you're dripping for me," she murmured, voice husky against her skin. "You're going to ruin the sheets."
Natalie's thighs trembled, her hand tightening around the toy she still held. The idea of using it on someone else--on Lisa--landed with sudden force. She knew every inch of it, what it felt like inside her, how it stretched and filled. And now she was going to share that. Use it. She was going to press it inside someone else. Let Lisa feel something that had only ever touched her--something private, familiar, and hers alone until now.
It should've made her hesitate. Instead, it made her wetter.
Lisa sat back, lips glistening, eyes half-lidded with hunger. "I want to ride your mouth while you use it on me," she whispered, crawling forward until her knees framed Natalie's shoulders. "Like last time, but now I want you to fill me up with that lovely new toy of yours while you do it."
Outside, Aiden stood frozen, pulse thudding in his ears. He couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. And whatever shred of doubt he'd still been holding onto... was gone.
Lisa moved with fluid confidence, swinging her leg over Natalie and reversing her position with practiced ease. She settled over her, thighs tucked on either side of Natalie's head, her slick warmth hovering just inches from her mouth. Natalie slid down the bed slightly to make room, heart pounding, hands instinctively finding Lisa's hips as the petite woman began to lower herself.
Her scent hit Natalie instantly--intoxicating, warm, thick with arousal. It flooded her senses in the best way, grounding her in the moment even as the toy beside her rolled into the bend of her elbow with the shifting of the bed. A subtle nudge. A reminder that it was there. Waiting. Ready to serve its purpose as soon as she was.
Above her, Lisa shifted slightly, adjusting her balance as she settled into place. The smooth, pale skin of her thighs framed Natalie's face, the muscles soft but firm against her cheeks. Her legs were slender, leaving just enough space for Natalie's arms to wrap around them with ease--an invitation without a word.
Lisa leaned forward, bracing herself with one hand near Natalie's hip while the other slid down with practiced intent, parting her folds with her fingers and finding Natalie's slick center. She moaned again, this time with clear satisfaction, fingers stroking confidently--back into that relentless rhythm that had Natalie gasping into the space between her thighs.
Above, Lisa ground her hips slowly, her sex brushing Natalie's mouth with a needy, rhythmic pressure.
"You better use that toy soon," she breathed. "Because I'm not sure how long I'm going to last."
Outside the door, Aiden stood frozen, barely breathing. He'd been there for a while now, drawn by sounds that had started as soft, almost ignorable whispers--movement, a quiet moan, maybe laughter. But now they were unmistakable.
He hadn't moved since the last time he heard her cry out.
Another gasp followed, sharper this time, high and breathy. The bed creaked faintly, the rhythm behind it building, steady and physical. His pulse surged.
The voices were clearer now--still muffled, but layered in a way that left no room for doubt. One of them was Natalie, overriding the awkwardness of listening to his own mother.
He swallowed; he'd always thought she was beautiful. Not in a way that felt reachable--she'd always seemed too refined, too self-contained. Back when she'd visit their place, she'd breeze through in work clothes, her hair done, voice polite, but detached. She'd barely said more than a few words to him.
Now she was behind that door, moaning, breathless. Completely different than the version he'd ever known. And Aiden couldn't stop listening.
This wasn't just seeing her differently--it was learning something about her. Something unfiltered and private. The kind of erotic knowledge you weren't supposed to have about someone you knew. Much less about your mom. And yet, he didn't move. Didn't even want to.
Inside the room, Natalie took a shaky breath and lifted the toy from the mattress beside her. Her fingers trembled slightly as she adjusted her grip, slick with sweat and anticipation as she hefted its weight. The thick dildo was cool in her hand, heavy, and suddenly personal in a way it had never been before. It had always been hers. Something private. But now, it was going to bring her best friend pleasure, only she'd known from it.
She hesitated for only a moment, then slid her arms around Lisa's thighs--suddenly aware of how smooth her skin was, and her warmth radiating against her arms. Her frame was compact enough to draw close without effort. Natalie pulled her in, guiding Lisa's sex to hover just above her face as her own legs shifted apart, inviting the pressure of Lisa's mouth back onto her.
Lisa didn't resist. She leaned in eagerly, burying her face between Natalie's legs as if she needed it--her tongue finding her clit with practiced confidence, drawing a breathless moan from deep in Natalie's throat.
As she began to move her hips, Natalie reached between Lisa's parted thighs, guiding the toy slowly through her slick folds. The sensation of Lisa's body rocking above her, lips working harder now to match the pace, sent a jolt of heat all the way down her spine.
When Natalie eased the tip of the toy forward, nudging just inside, Lisa moaned--directly into her.
The vibration of that sound against her clit made Natalie cry out. Her fingers tightened around the base of the toy, pushing a little deeper. Lisa groaned again, the sound wetter, a sense of need rising, and redoubled her efforts. Her tongue circled faster as her hips began to roll back into the toy with greedy insistence.
Natalie could barely breathe. Every flick of Lisa's tongue, every flex of her hips, every slick pull of the toy as it pushed deeper made her feel like she was unraveling at both ends.
God, he shouldn't be listening. He knew that. But he couldn't stop. Instead, Aiden stood at the door, imaging everything he was hearing.
Inside, Natalie arched upward, caught up in the sensation of Lisa between her thighs. Lisa's mouth moved hungrily against her, tongue circling with firm, focused strokes that sent heat pouring through her. Every moan Lisa made was muffled but intense, rumbling against her clit like it was the only thing that mattered. Natalie's fingers gripped the toy tighter as she drove it deeper into Lisa's dripping core, the glide smoother now, her pace guided by the desperate pace Lisa set with her hips.
Then Lisa reached forward, still working Natalie with her mouth, and slipped two fingers deep inside her. Natalie cried out, her thighs trembling as she rocked her hips up into the touch. The feeling was overwhelming--Lisa's fingers curling, tongue flicking, the toy thrusting in her hand--it was all too much and not enough at the same time.
"Fuck," she gasped. "Lisa..."
Lisa groaned in response, the sound buzzing against her. And still, she didn't slow. She pressed her free hand lower, moving to cup her ass and pull Natalie into her mouth. It slipped back until her fingers accidently grazed the tight entrance Natalie had only ever touched alone. Then, quietly, Natalie gave voice to something new.
"Can you..." She hesitated, breath trembling. "Slip a finger in my ass?"
Outside the door, Aiden groaned hearing her desperate question. It wasn't planned. It wasn't even loud. But it slipped past his lips before he could stop it, a low, involuntary sound punched out of him by sheer tension. He froze, wide-eyed, heart hammering in his chest as he stared into the darkness of the hall before retreating to his own room for safety.
Unknown to him, neither woman reacted to his errant moan. Lisa paused for only a heartbeat. Her mouth stilled against Natalie's sex as her eyes widened, the words catching her off guard. That wasn't something Natalie would have asked before--not the version of her she knew. The one who often kept her voice low, and more often than not, waited to be led. But this version? She was bold. Open. Desperate in the most beautiful way.
Lisa lifted her head just enough to murmur, "The fuck did you just say?" her voice low and thick with arousal.
Natalie didn't answer right away. Her breath came in shallow bursts, her voice barely more than a whisper as she spoke into the warm, dark space between Lisa's thighs. "Don't judge me for that," she said, responding to Lisa's question. The words laced with vulnerability despite the hunger that still pulsed in every part of her.
Lisa's expression softened, unseen but felt in the way her body stilled for a beat, her next breath thick with desire. "Judge you?" she breathed. "I love you for it."
She adjusted her weight, one hand bracing, the other moving with practiced care--slick and sure--as her fingers pressed with slow intention. This wasn't a regular occurrence for her, slipping a finger inside someone's backdoor, but the way Natalie asked, made it sound like the sexiest idea in the world in that moment.
Natalie gasped, her body tightening in response to the combination of fullness, heat, and pressure, making her clamp down in waves. Her breath caught again--not just from the sensation, but from the sudden bloom of embarrassment in her chest. She hadn't meant to say it out loud--or maybe she had. But with everything Lisa already knew about her, about the things she wanted and the parts she tried to hide, who else could she have asked? If not her best friend--her sometime lover when convenience and desire aligned--then who?
Lisa shifted slightly, her breath catching as Natalie adjusted the angle of the dildo and drove it deeper with a smooth repetitive thrusting. Her slick walls clenched around it instinctively, her hips rolling to meet the steady invasion. She was full--deliciously, achingly full--and the stretch only made her grind harder, her thighs tightening around Natalie's head as she tried to stay in control. But it was slipping. Every movement pushed her closer.



Below, Natalie moaned into her, her mouth working in tandem with the slow thrusts of her hand. She felt every grind of Lisa's hips, every ripple of arousal, and it spurred her on. But her own body was no longer quiet. The pressure building inside her was different now--more intense, more vulnerable. She gasped sharply as Lisa's slick fingertip alternated circling her back entrance, then slipping back inside, teasing and unrelenting.
Then she pressed a second finger in.
Natalie's body tensed, breath catching as they both slid past that tight ring of muscle. Lisa didn't pull her hand away from Natalie's pussy--her fingers there kept moving, two buried to the knuckle, stroking in rhythm as her other hand now continued a second slow invasion. The dual sensation sent a shockwave through Natalie's entire body. She felt stretched, filled, pinned open in a way she'd never experienced--never allowed herself to before.
She moaned helplessly, thighs shaking, lips parting against Lisa's soaked flesh as she bucked into every flick of her tongue. Lisa matched her movement, eyes fluttering shut as she rode Natalie's mouth harder, her own breath turning ragged, her voice reduced to guttural, needy sounds between gasps.
They were completely tangled now--two halves of a pulse, wet and frenzied, their bodies responding like they'd done this a hundred times, and somehow, like it was completely new. Lisa was panting through clenched teeth, grinding with abandon as the toy filled her with every thrust, and Natalie writhed under her, lost in the overwhelming fullness of being taken in two places at once.
Her hands tightened around Lisa's thighs, her mouth frantic, her body stretched to its limit and trembling from the inside out. The pressure had built beyond control, coiled so tight it almost hurt. She didn't know which sensation was pushing her over--the fullness, the motion, the sheer audacity of being this open, this completely unraveled beneath someone who knew her so intimately. Maybe it was all of it. Maybe it didn't matter.
Lisa's breath broke into ragged pieces, her hips stuttering mid-grind as the wave caught her. She clenched hard around the toy, her thighs tightening around Natalie's head as a sharp cry escaped her lips. She buried her face deeper into Natalie's mound, her mouth locking onto her clit in a desperate attempt to muffle the sounds rising from her own throat. Her body shook, trembling from the depth of release--and still, Natalie didn't let up. Her hand stayed steady, driving the toy through every pulse, every ripple that tore through Lisa's core.
Natalie had held her own climax back, riding the edge as long as she could, caught in the intensity of Lisa's orgasm. But as Lisa's hips began to slow, her gasps softening, the wave easing, Natalie finally let go. Her orgasm surged forward like it had been waiting for permission--blinding to a pitch she hadn't experienced in several months. Not since the first time she experimented with that forbidden entrance herself. She cried out beneath Lisa, her legs locking, back arching, body clenching around the sudden flood of sensation.
Lisa felt it--the way Natalie's body seized up beneath her, the way her thighs trembled and breath shattered--and it pulled her back into focus. She realized she'd let herself drift, gone slack in the aftermath of her own pleasure. But not now. Not when Natalie was trembling beneath her.
Driven by a mix of instinct and raw need, Lisa latched on again, her mouth sealing over Natalie's clit as her fingers worked deeper inside her. She chased the movement of Natalie's hips, tongue circling fast and unrelenting, fingers curling hard against the spot that made her jerk and gasp. But Natalie's body was moving of its own accord now--wild, pulsing, unpredictable. Lisa wasn't guiding anymore--she was hanging on, trying to keep up as Natalie bucked beneath her, her body going over the edge in a rush that neither of them could stop.
Natalie was lost in it--completely overwhelmed. Every flick of Lisa's tongue, every deep stroke of her fingers pushed her further, until the orgasm tore through her. It came in waves, sharper each time, her body jolting with every pass. She couldn't catch her breath, or form words--only broken sounds from the back of her throat. Her hands gripped Lisa's ass, fingers digging in. Somewhere in the chaos, the toy had been pushed aside, forgotten and resting near her head, having been ejected by Lisa in the final surge of her own climax.
They moved through it together--one riding the aftershocks, the other giving all she had left to carry her through. And when it finally settled--when both of them were wrung out, breathless and still--it wasn't quiet from awkwardness, but a feeling of satisfaction neither had felt in months.
Lisa slowly eased herself off Natalie, her body slick and trembling, legs unsteady as she rolled to the side and collapsed beside her. Their skin slick where it met, but neither seemed to mind. Natalie shifted toward her, tucking her arm around Lisa's waist, letting her cheek rest against her shoulder. The silence between them was weighted, but soft, spent, and sated. Their breath fell into the same rhythm.
Lisa was the first to move. She pressed a kiss to Natalie's hairline, then slid carefully out of bed. "Water," she mumbled, her voice hoarse. "You stay. I'll get it."
She reached down, snagging Natalie's robe from the foot of the bed. It was oversized, well-worn, and smelled faintly like laundry detergent and skin. Lisa shrugged it on and padded quietly to the door, opening it just wide enough to slip into the hallway.
The apartment was dim, still holding onto its nighttime hush. She paused for a second outside Natalie's room, her hand resting against the doorframe, listening. Nothing. Aiden's room was totally silent. No creak of a floorboard, no rustle of movement. The kind of stillness that read as sleep.
Lisa smirked and turned her head back toward the bed. "See?" she called softly. "Fast asleep. Not a sound. Told you there was nothing to worry about."
Natalie let out a relieved breath from where she lay tangled in the sheets. She believed it. She wanted to believe it. "Good," she said, her voice still thick. "I'd die if he ever knew."
Lisa chuckled under her breath as she disappeared down the hall toward the kitchen.
But Aiden wasn't asleep. He'd heard everything. He lay frozen in bed, one hand still gripped around himself beneath the covers, the wet mess cooling on his stomach and chest. He hadn't dared move since the door creaked open, his breath caught so tight in his throat it had made him light-headed. He'd come to the mental image of them--Natalie's voice, her moans, the soft sound of bodies moving--and when he'd heard the door open, he'd gone completely still, afraid even the sound of his heartbeat might give him away.
Now, hearing his mom's voice--light, confident, completely unaware--something inside him twisted. It wasn't guilt, exactly. It was something murkier. Something heavier. Something that lurked just beneath the skin. There was no way of forgetting what he'd just heard his mom doing. And how she'd made Natalie beg and moan for more.
He let go of himself slowly, jaw tight, and wiped his hand on the edge of the sheet. The room was still thick with his own scent, the heat, the pressure, the shock of release. In the quiet room he could hear the sound of the fridge opening, the clink of a glass, and the soft return of footsteps barely registered before it all faded into silence again.
He stared at the ceiling, skin still flushed, heart slowly coming down from its high. None of it had been imagined. The sounds were real. His mom initiating sex with Natalie--real. The way Natalie had begged--real. The way his body had answered, with nothing but instinct and need--real. The internal visual of both women--unforgettable.
Slip a finger in my ass.
The memory of her voice made his chest tighten. Not just because of what she'd said, but also how she'd said it. A desperate and embarrassed need. And even after he'd rushed back to his room, his heart pounding after a moan escaped him, there was no question about what happened next. His mom had done as was requested. From there, neither of the women lasted much longer.
He rolled onto his side and closed his eyes, the sheets twisted around his legs, his body still sensitive with the idea of what just happened. He didn't know what tomorrow would bring--whether she'd look at him differently, whether he would. He doubted they'd ever speak of it. There was no version of reality where it would be okay to admit he'd listened. That he'd invaded their privacy. That he couldn't stop himself from getting off to the sounds that drifted into his room, leaving no doubt about what was happening.
But that didn't mean he couldn't think about it. Didn't mean he wouldn't. It would probably stay what it was: a secret kept on the other side of a closed door.
Still, there were so many new thoughts to reconcile, so much to come to terms with. Things he never would've expected. Not from her. Not from himself. Not from his mom.
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June 14, 2000 10:57 PM
Dinner for my birthday tonight. Just the three of us, same as always. We went to the little Italian restaurant in town, because Mum wanted somewhere "a bit proper" and Dad will eat anything if there's garlic bread involved. I wasn't particularly fussed, but I'm glad we went because... well. He was there.
Scott.
As in Scott-from-school Scott. As in Scott-was-on-the-football-team-and-had-that-smile-that-made-girls-squeal Scott.
I nearly dropped my fork when I spotted him walking toward our table with a notepad and towel over his shoulder. He's working there now. Took me a second to believe it. He looked different in the black shirt and apron. His hair's longer, bit messy, but in a way that suits him unfairly well.
He looked right at me, paused, then smiled and said, "Happy birthday."
I swear my heart stopped for half a second. For a moment I was completely flummoxed and thought, Wait, how would he know that? Like maybe he remembered. As if he even knew when my birthday was in the first place. As if he knew who I was.
But then I saw the card Mum had propped up on the table. Bright pink envelope. Massive "Happy Birthday Lily" printed across the front in sparkly letters. Subtle, that. He must've seen it.
Still, I blushed like an idiot anyway.
Mum, of course, leaned across the table the moment he was gone grinning like a cat and said, "Well, someone's got a sharp eye. You've an admirer, Lil." Dad didn't say much, just looked Scott up and down like he was sizing him up and then muttered something about whether they still did the veal parm.
It's not like I ever knew Scott in school. He was the kind of boy people orbited around, always had a group, always knew what to say, teachers loved him even when he mucked about. And me? I was the new girl with the funny accent, that can't keep her slang straight, because I'm just off the plane from England when we moved here for Dad's job.
Starting high school in a new country? Brilliant timing dad. Not awkward at all.
Anyway, Scott was miles out of my league. Still is, I probably. I was just... average. Not invisible, but not memorable either. And yet, tonight he looked right at me, and smiled like he meant it. For a second I almost let myself believe he knew who I was.
I must've said something idiotic about the lasagna. Or nodded weirdly. Honestly, I blacked out a bit from sheer embarrassment.
Now I'm lying here like a complete muppet, thinking it over a hundred different ways. The way he smiled. The way he paused.
It was probably just good customer service. He probably says "happy birthday" to ten tables a night.
So imagine my surprise when he smiled at me, like really smiled, and said, "Hey... didn't we go to school together?"
Cue internal panic. I think I squeaked out something like "Yeah, I think so" before pretending to look at the menu like it had just revealed the secrets of the universe. He was charming, friendly, and confident of course. He had noticed my birthday card on the table and asked how my birthday was going and told me I "look different, in a good way." Which... okay, brain, that could mean anything, but tell that to the swarm of butterflies I suddenly had in my stomach. And the look my parents gave me couldn't have been more different. I got "Someone's got an admirer!" expressed as a good thing and a bad thing at the same time by looking at either of their faces. God just kill me. I hope he didn't notice them.
I couldn't help it. I kept wondering--was he just being nice? Or was he eyeing me up? That half-second pause when he first saw me? The way he asked if I was back in town permanently, or "just visiting"?
Probably nothing. It's always probably nothing. I mean he didn't even realize I never left town because I'm out of his orbit. He probably said the exact same line to table five ten minutes before us. I mean, why would Scott Harper be checking me out? I'm not exactly the kind of girl you remember after high school when you didn't even know me in high school.
Still... it seemed like he remembered something.
I didn't leave my number (obviously), but I did write "thanks for making my birthday extra nice" on the receipt. With a little smiley face. God, it's like I'm regressing in age!
Anyway. Maybe nothing comes of it. Probably won't. But for the first time in a long time, I felt... I wasn't off the radar. Like I wasn't just blending into the background.
And that? That was the best birthday gift I didn't know I needed.
June 15, 2000 8:17 AM
Didn't sleep. Not properly, anyway. Two, maybe three hours, but it was one of those nights where you keep flipping your pillow over, hoping your brain will shut up for five bloody minutes and it just won't.
All I could think about was him. Scott Harper. Still feels a bit mad writing that down.
It was just him, all night. His smile, the way he looked at me, like I was actually a person and not just some background extra. When he said "happy birthday," it was like the whole room went quiet for a second. I swear my brain's got it playing on loop like some embarrassing messed-up love song.
And I know I'm being ridiculous. He's not into girls like me. He never was. In school, it was always the confident ones, the ones who wore crop tops without second-guessing themselves, who laughed loudly and tossed their hair like they were in a shampoo advert. Girls who just knew how to be looked at. I was more... background noise. Not invisible, but hardly the kind of girl someone like Scott would clock twice.
But last night... ugh. It felt different. Even if I was just imagining the whole thing.
And then, of course, my subconscious decided to have a field day.
I had a dream. Not just a dream--one of those dreams. The kind where you wake up and you can't even look yourself in the mirror without going red.
We were somewhere by the water, a lake or maybe the seaside, hard to say, but everything was warm and soft, the sky all hazy pink and gold. He leaned in, tucked my hair behind my ear (I know, I sound like something out of a dodgy paperback), and then he kissed me. Slow, like he had nowhere else in the world to be.
And then it all went a bit sideways in the best way, mind. My heart was pounding so loud I thought it might burst out of my chest. It felt real. Like he was touching me. Like Scott Harper was going to take me like I imagine he did the prom queen back in school.
He had me up against the tree before I could even catch my breath. One second I was standing there being all flirty, the next his hands were on my waist, then my hips, then my thighs. And hang on a sec -- when did my shorts disappear? I know I had them on. My heart was thudding so hard I could feel it in my throat. It felt real. Like Scott bloody Harper was actually going to take me, right there, right up against the tree, like I was in one of those DVDs dad thought he'd cleverly stashed behind the tax files in his office closet. As if I hadn't found those ages ago.
Then he slid his leg between mine, nudging them apart, and Christ, I could feel everything. I could feel rough hair on his thigh rubbing up against the softest part of me. And the stiff material of his shorts rubbing against my bare skin, while the bark behind me scraped my arse like a hundred tiny fingernails dragging across me, and urging me on. Like even the tree couldn't get enough of it.
I was wet, so bloody wet, I just knew I was soaking the edges of my knickers. When he pushed a bit more, and his thigh found the crease between my legs, I gasped. All I could do was bury my face into his neck and whimper. "Oh fucking hell," I finally muttered, and gripped his arms to steady myself. "For fuck's sake, you really are something, aren't you? Bet you've done this loads, haven't you? Got a proper routine and everything." Even in my own dream I couldn't be the confident one and had to think of other girls. "This the spot where you bring all the girls from school, then?"
"No, this is just for my birthday girl," he said, and that was it. Sod subtlety. I was trying to climb him like he was the tree behind me. I'd tightened my arms around his neck like I was trying to pull myself up, leg hitching round his waist without even thinking. Gave him a clear enough signal. And he got it.
His hands moved from my hips round to me bum, lifting me off the ground. The lovely thing about dreams is they don't have to make sense. And dreams being what they are, we weren't by the tree anymore. We were in the kitchen at his work, and he was completely naked as the day he was born, while I was still in my birthday dress with no knickers, and my legs wrapped around his waist.
He propped me on the cold steel counter, where I imagine they prep food, holding my waist with one hand, while his other tried to bunch up my skirt and give him access to my snatch. I swear, even in my dream the cool metal sent a jolt straight through me. I was absolutely wet. I could see me dripping on his knob before it even reached me. While he frantically guided himself to me, I gripped my legs 'round his waist, let go of his neck, and desperately tried to pull my dress from my shoulders so I could offer him my tits.
God, even my subconscious is bloody scandalous. What does that say about me? What's wrong with me? And honestly, is it bad that just thinking about it gets me going?
I know I'm not exactly stacked, but I'm well proud of what I've got. And when his mouth found my nipple, I swear I nearly exploded. Dunno what it is -- just the right flick or suck on my nipples and I'm halfway to bloody heaven. And in my dream, he knew exactly how to do it. That was it. I was gone.
And then I woke up to find my left hand on my right tit and my right hand... absolutely soaked between my thighs. Brilliant. It was just a dream. A filthy, over the top, no chance in hell fantasy. The worst part? He probably doesn't even remember me. Only said happy birthday 'cause the card was right there on the table, plain as day. Then had the nerve to ask why I was "back in town," like I'd just popped over for the weekend, when I've never left. I've been here since year nine when Dad's job dragged us back from England. I still say "lift" half the time instead of "elevator" and people look at me like I've just crawled out of a telly.
There was no going back to sleep after that. Here I am, sat in bed with pillow creases on my face and a spot forming on my chin, acting like some tragic heroine in a teen drama. It's daft. I know it's daft. But for a few seconds, in that dream, I felt like someone he might actually want. I'm dreaming about a guy who probably hasn't thought about me since he clocked out last night.
I know it's dumb. I know I'm building this up in my head because real life is so much duller than daydreams. But God, it felt good, just for a second, to believe I could be someone a guy like him might want.
God, I wish I could switch my brain off for five minutes. Or switch me off, really.
Anyway. The pool party for my birthday is tomorrow. I just hope it doesn't turn into a disaster. I invited more people this year, probably too many, knowing me, and I'm already cringing at the idea of Mum saying something wildly inappropriate in front of everyone. Or worse, Dad trying to be funny. He's got that look lately, like he's got some dreadful dad joke locked and loaded. Or worse, try to scope out one of my mates like he's still twenty-five and not someone's dad in socks and sandals.
Please, universe, let me have one normal day. Just one.
June 17, 2000 2:04 PM
Right, I'll say it--I was wrong. The pool party wasn't a disaster. Actually... it sort of ruled.
The weather was perfect. It was warm, and sunny, and not a single cloud about. People actually came too. More than I expected. I was sure it'd be the usual few--me, Kara, Mia, the ones who've stuck around since school, but we had a proper crowd. Music playing, people swimming, snacks everywhere. It was... awesome. Like real fucking awesome fun.
There were a few boys looking half decent in their swim trunks. Not that I was ogling. Much. And maybe, just maybe, I swam a bit too close to Alex at one point. Totally by accident, of course. Couldn't help it after I caught him eyeing me across the pool like I was the bloody birthday cake.
And by some divine miracle, my parents actually left it alone.
They did the whole "We'll be upstairs if you need anything, love" routine, and, shockingly, they stuck to it. I mean, mostly. I caught Dad peeking out of the upstairs window at least three times. I want to believe he was checking no one was sneaking booze or trying to backflip off the pool shed, and not that he was trying to scope out one of my mates. I pretended I didn't notice, though I know Kara did. She gave me this knowing little smirk like, Hey babe, your dad's being weird again.
Still. They stayed out of the way, didn't make any dreadful jokes or play embarrassing home videos like they've tried prior. Small wins.
But here's the bit that's completely thrown me: Kara saw Scott yesterday. She was at the mall with her sister and passed by the food court, and apparently, he was there chatting with one of his mates. And, get this, she swears she heard him say my name.
My actual name. As in, he didn't just vaguely recognize me from school, he knew who I was.
She didn't catch the full bit, just something like, "Yeah, she was at the restaurant the other night--looked really different. In a good way."
In a good way. God, I don't even know what that means, but I've been replaying that sentence in my head like it's a scene from a film. Over and over.
I keep telling myself not to be daft about it. It was probably just a passing comment. Doesn't mean anything. But still... I haven't stopped smiling since Kara told me. It's stupid. Completely irrational. But it made my stomach flutter in that ridiculous way you think stops after a certain age. Apparently not.
Maybe I'm not imagining things after all. Maybe that look he gave me, the smile, the way he paused when he saw me, it wasn't just polite small talk. Maybe there is something.
I don't know what happens next. Maybe nothing. Probably nothing. But something's different, and I feel it, even if it's just in me.
Nineteen's off to a weird start. But I think I like it.
June 20, 2000 11:42 PM
Kara is the absolute worst. And by that I mean the best. And also the worst.
We were at hers this afternoon just hanging out and naturally, he came up again. I swear I didn't bring him up, she did!
I mentioned I sort of wanted to pop by the restaurant again sometime soon. Strictly for the pasta, obviously. Not because Scott might be there. (Okay, maybe a tiny bit because of that.)
And Kara, being Kara, gave me that look. The one where she knows she's about to make me do something daft, and said, "If he's there, you have to actually say something to him."
I laughed, thinking she was joking. Like, what would I even say? "Hi, remember me? I once nearly inhaled my birthday dinner while staring at you like a complete airhead."
But she was dead serious. She leaned in, raised her one eyebrow as she does, and went, "Nope. I'm daring you. Proper dare. You have to say something. One actual sentence. And it can't be about breadsticks."
So now it's official. A Dare with a capital D. She even made me pinky swear, the menace. Honestly, I should be cross with her, but part of me is a bit grateful. I've been dithering over this for days and at this point, I either do something or I keep going in mental circles until I combust.
And look, realistically, what's the worst that could happen? He's polite, says something bland, and walks off. I survive. Probably. Best case? Well. Let's not get carried away.
Anyway, I suppose now I've got no excuse. I'll have to go. For the pasta. Completely for the pasta.
And maybe to stop being such a coward.
June 27th, 2000 11:14 PM
Right, so it's been a week.
A full week since Kara dared me to talk to him. Seven whole days. Seven full revolutions of the Earth. A thousand opportunities I've found to make excuses. Because I'm not the sort of girl who does bold things with her hair swept back and her eyeliner perfect.
I haven't gone back. Not once.
At first it was small things. Wednesday I felt weirdly bloated and just couldn't bear the thought of running into him looking like I'd been inflated like a party balloon. Thursday none of my outfits felt right. Everything suddenly looked childish or try-hard or like I was trying to cosplay confidence I absolutely do not have. Friday and Saturday I figured it'd be too busy to even see him.
Sunday I nearly went. Honest. I actually got as far as the car park outside, sat there with the engine running and Britney Spears playing on the radio, trying to psych myself up. I'd even done my best to have my makeup perfect. And then I saw a group of people come out, laughing, probably not even that interesting, and convinced myself I looked too desperate and drove off again like the world's most tragic undercover agent. Mission aborted.
Monday I was sure I had a spot forming right on my chin. The kind that announces itself hours before it shows up, like a storm cloud.
And today? Today I had no excuse.
None. I even wanted to go. I spent the morning half-dreaming about what I'd say if I saw him again. Practised smiling in the mirror like some tragic Hallmark extra. Tried to find that line between "cool and effortless" and "not totally deranged."
Then I chickened out. Again.
I keep waiting for the perfect moment, like I'll somehow just know when it's time. But maybe there isn't one. Maybe you just have to make yourself do the thing even when your hair feels wrong and you're convinced everyone in the room can smell your anxiety.



God, it's pathetic. Kara's going to murder me. Or worse, drag me there herself and force me to speak in full sentences while she hides behind the potted ficus giggling.
But here's the part I don't want to admit out loud: I think I'm scared that if I go, and if he doesn't remember me, or worse, does remember me but just doesn't care, that'll be it. That little flicker of maybe, the one I've been nursing like a half-lit candle, will snuff out completely. And I don't know if I'm ready to let it go.
Which is ridiculous, isn't it? I've been on dates before. I've flirted, had snogs, even gotten my heart mildly bruised. I'm not some insipid little wallflower trembling at the sight of a boy. So why does this feel different? Why does my stomach do backflips every time I think about seeing him again?
It's not like I'm in school and writing his name in glitter pen on the back of my math notebook.
So what is this?
And why the hell am I letting it get to me?
June 28th, 2000 6:52 PM
I did it.
I actually bloody did it.
I finally went today. Walked in, ordered food like a normal, functioning human adult, and even managed not to turn around and bolt the second the door shut behind me.
Okay, technically I ordered takeout so I wouldn't have to sit there awkwardly pretending not to scan the place for him. But I still went in. I didn't chicken out. And that has to count for something.
And then-- He saw me.
I was sitting on that little bench by the door, trying to keep my hands from fidgeting, when I looked up and saw him at the counter, glancing my way. Oh God, he saw me look at him. A second later, he was walking toward me like it was the most natural thing in the world.
And then he said, "Hey, you were here last week, right? For your birthday?"
I nearly forgot how breathing worked.
He remembered. Not just vaguely. He knew exactly who I was. I told him yeah, I'd come in with my parents. He smiled and said he thought so, hard to forget a pretty girl on her birthday.
I think my brain short-circuited.
Not just because he remembered, but because he said it like it was obvious. Like it wasn't even up for debate. Like of course he'd noticed me, of course he thought I was pretty, and now he was just casually stating a fact the way someone might comment on the weather.
I think I managed some kind of smile. Maybe even a thank you? God, I hope it didn't sound like a croak.
I've replayed that moment at least a dozen times tonight, each time wondering how I didn't spontaneously combust on the spot. It was just one sentence, but it's been echoing in my head ever since.
"Pretty girl on her birthday."
What in the world am I meant to do with that? No wonder every girl at school practically melted when he talked. It's like the whole bloody universe just faded out around him.
I swear I was instantly soaked through. My knees were going to be weak trying to stand.
And then, just like that, he asked me if I'd want to go out sometime.
No awkward buildup. No fumbling around it. Just straight up: Would I want to go out sometime?
And I said yes. Somehow. Despite my pulse trying to beat its way out of my neck, I managed to say yes.
He asked if this weekend worked. I said it did, probably too quickly, but he grinned like that was exactly the response he expected.
So now it's real. I have a date. With Scott. This Saturday. With the boy I've been spinning myself into emotional spaghetti over for the past week.
Let Kara try to mock me now. I will float right out of my skin before she gets the chance.
June 29th, 2000 1:41 AM
I can't sleep.
I thought writing earlier might help, but it only made everything more vivid. Like the act of putting it into words somehow stitched it into my skin. I keep thinking: I did it. And not only did I do it, but he asked me out. I have a date. With him. With Scott.
It doesn't feel real yet. My body is still humming. It's like I've just stepped off a rollercoaster and haven't stopped moving even though the ride is technically over.
I keep going back to that one line-- "hard to forget a pretty girl on her birthday."
I keep reliving every second of it, each tiny detail suddenly monumentally important. The way he leaned on the counter when he spotted me. The way his voice dipped just slightly when he said birthday. The way his eyes did that crinkly thing when he smiled.
And then my brain takes it further. Like, what if he'd taken me into the loo right then? I'm not one of the girls you'd see him date at school, and I'd need to prove I'm worth him taking out. How I'd do anything to make him chuffed, to please him so he'd keep coming back for more.
I can't stop fantasising about pressing against the wall, kissing him hard, giving him everything he bloody wants. I'd run my hands over his chest, whispering how much I want to make him feel good. Or that I'd want him to take the lead and tell me what to do, because I'd be dead keen to do whatever makes him happy.
I'd pull up my top just enough so he can see I'm ready for him, and with no bra, he'd see how excited and tight my nipples are for him. I'd be dead eager, doing whatever he fancies, kissing him, touching him, whatever it takes to keep that hungry look in his eyes. I'd make sure he's satisfied, making him feel like he's in charge, that I'm here just to serve him.
And I'd want him to know I'd do anything to keep him coming back, to make him smile, to hear him moan, and to do whatever I can to keep him hooked on me. I'd be totally his, letting him take whatever he fancies, just so he never forgets how lush it is to have me there, eager and obedient, ready to do anything.
Honestly, I'd give him everything, just to keep him mine in that moment, just so he knows I'd do anything to please him. If he wanted to pin my face to the wall while he took me from behind, I'd just arch my back to give him access. Or if he were to set me up on the basin, I'd show him how flexible I am so he can spread me as far as he likes, or he can pinch my ankles and put them by my ear. Whatever he wants. If he wanted me on my knees on that dirty floor, so he can use my mouth, I'd happily show him that while I may be gagging for it, I've overcome my gag reflex ages ago.
I swear, I'd give him everything, just to keep him mine in that moment. He'd know I'd do anything to please him.
Funny, isn't it? Before my birthday, I barely gave Scott a second thought. Just another fit boy at school with nice arms and a golden grin. I never understood why all the girls went daft over him.
And now? I can't get him out of my head. as I've been frigging myself repeatedly tonight. My sheets are absolutely soiled, and I don't know how my fingers aren't just wrinkled nubs by this point. My body's got a mind of its own tonight and clearly, it's decided it wants him. I've got no business thinking the things I've been thinking. Not after one conversation, one cheeky compliment, but try telling that to my traitor of a brain.
Part of me wonders what he's really like. I mean, really like. If that easy confidence is just how he is, or if it comes from what he's packing in his pants? I imagine he's got to be pretty good with it by this point. I shouldn't even be going there, but the thoughts won't stop.
And the worst part? Kara's always teasing, calling us "the Tart and the Tramp," like we're some kind of tragic comedy duo. I roll my eyes and act like she's full of it, but deep down I know she's not wrong. Not really. I try to think of myself as proper, but I know I'm everything she says. At least she owns it. She struts through life like she invented the word bold.
Me? I blush at my own thoughts and hide behind my diary even though I am a tart, just one who hasn't quite figured out how to wear it without feeling like she's doing something wrong.
And maybe I don't actually mind that so much.
June 29th, 2000 9:38 PM
Brilliant. Just bloody brilliant.
I was telling Kara about the date. Even she was squirming and trying to not be obvious about touching herself as we were talking. And of course he had to be within earshot. And my door open. Dad. Lurking in the hallway like he was roaming the corridors at work. I didn't even realise he was home until I heard him make some comment about "the waiter, really?" Like I'd just announced I was running off with a convicted felon.
He didn't even ask about him, or want to know who Scott is or what he's like. Just immediately launched into one of his lectures to Kara and I about how boys like that have no direction, how he'll still be living with his parents in ten years and waiting tables because he "lacks ambition." As if he knows a single bloody thing about Scott. Or about me, for that matter.
I wanted to scream. Or cry. I did both.
Who does he think he is, weighing in like that? He's never around. Always off working late, opening some branch, or flying somewhere "important." I've spent most of my life having dinner with Mum while he's talking to his bloody pager. And now suddenly he's got opinions about who I should and shouldn't date?
Just because he made it big doesn't mean the rest of us have to live life according to some five-year plan in a leather portfolio. Maybe Scott isn't some suit-clad prodigy with a corner office lined up, but he was kind, and funny, and he actually liked me. He remembered my birthday. He made me feel like I mattered. When's the last time Dad managed that? If it wasn't for the birthday card, he probably would've thought we had gone to dinner because mum didn't feel like making a proper meal.
God, I hate how much it got to me. I told Kara I didn't care, that he was being a dinosaur, but I do care. I shouldn't, but I do. Because no matter how hard I pretend it doesn't bother me, there's this stupid part of me that still wants him to be proud. Or happy for me. Or, I don't know, just present. Be around long enough to give me a hug.
He can't even find the time to hug me. Not really. Doesn't ask how I am unless it's about school or chores. We coexist under the same roof, like polite strangers at a hotel he's staying at. And maybe that's just how he is. Maybe some people don't know how to be warm. How does mum bear it.
But I wish he'd tried. Even a little. I think I needed that more than he ever realised.
Anyway. Kara says he's just being a protective dad, that all dads are rubbish when it comes to their daughters dating. But it doesn't feel like protectiveness. It feels like judgment from someone who's never taken the time to know me. I don't get why she always defends him. Her dad's not exactly a prize either, he's just around more, that's all.
Whatever. He can think what he likes. I'm going on that date tomorrow, and I'm going to have a bloody fantastic time, and if he had the faintest clue what I've got in mind for Scott, he'd absolutely lose it.
He doesn't get to decide what makes me happy.
June 30th, 2000 12:12 PM
I can't believe it's actually happening.
It's Friday. Date day. Scott's picking me up at seven and I've already changed outfits twice and it's only noon. Off to a stellar start.
I told Kara everything yesterday and she just stared at me, mouth hanging open like I'd grown a second head. Then she screamed. Actually screamed. Said something about me living in a teen rom-com and insisted I shave my legs "just in case." I told her I was already three steps ahead, full bloody wax and everything. She just cackled and called me something I can't remember exactly. Basically, she called me a right little minx.
Right. I already told you about talking to her yesterday.
I haven't even started on my hair yet, and I'm already buzzing. I keep pretending I'm chill, like this is no big deal, but then I catch myself smiling at nothing and sort of bouncing on the balls of my feet like a lunatic. At this rate I'll sweat off my mascara before he even knocks on the door.
He said it's a surprise where we're going. Which is both sweet and slightly maddening, because now I'm stuck trying to dress for every possible scenario. From a walk in the park to robbing a bank. (Kidding. Sort of.)
Honestly, he could take me to a car park and I'd still be over the moon. I just want to see him again. To talk. To maybe sit close. To maybe... kiss? Will he want to kiss me?
Okay. Deep breath. Time to make myself looking a proper smasher.
This is really, truly happening. I'm going on a date with Scott Harper. The Scott Harper. The one my brain decided to turn into a walking, talking teenage fantasy the moment he smiled at me.
And now he's coming to pick me tonight and I'm squealing in my head!
July 1st, 2000 7:54 AM
Just got home -- still in my bloody date clothes. My skirt's all creased, and my top smells like his cologne. Hair's flat, dirty knickers all twisted and not on straight in my rush to leave, and my mascara is halfway down my face. I look like what the American's call "the walk of shame" personified.
The date itself? Lovely. Sweet, even. He picked me up in what I think was his car -- too old to be his parents', considering where we live. I slipped out before mum could do anything mortifying. Dad wasn't home. Shocker. Scott walked me to the car and even opened the door. Said I looked like a proper vision. No, wait, "gorgeous." That's what he said. And the way he looked at me, it was like I'd stepped out of one of those posters boys keep on their bedroom walls -- I don't think anyone's ever made me feel that... womanly. Not girly, not cute. But like he was ready for a proper romp right then. I couldn't help feel that shameful throbbing already.
He didn't take me anywhere fancy. Thank God. Said he couldn't stand Italian on account of working with it every day. "Basically got spaghetti for blood." We ended up at this cute little diner pretty close to home. Red vinyl booths and jukebox and... Maybe it wasn't that cute, but a dive. But it didn't matter because I couldn't take my eyes off his smile. More specifically his mouth and what I wanted to do with it. In the end it didn't matter where he took me, because I was on a date with the boy I hadn't stopped thinking about, for what felt like ages. I barely touched my chips anyway. Didn't want to bloat, and nerves had me all twisted up. He asked a lot of questions about me. My accent, the words I use, why I say "mate" and not "friend". Said he'd never realised how pretty I was when we were in school. Asked why I hid it. I told him I didn't, he just never looked. I mean how does he expect me to answer that?
But he was lovely the whole time. Kept his eyes on me, even when I was talking rubbish. Laughed at my jokes. He kept brushing my foot or leg under the table with his now and then, like he couldn't help it. Every little thing made me melt. If I'd reach for something he would too like it was just an excuse to touch my hand, or more specifically me! I felt flutters every time.
We drove around after, windows down, music up until we pulled into a park and just sat there for a bit, talking. And then kissing! Laughing between snogs. It felt like something out of a film. If I had my way, it would've been the type of film I would've caught the belt for from dad. I didn't feel rushed or pushed, I wanted it. I was ready.
And then we went back to his. It was so close to the park, we were there before I even knew it. I never realised he lived so close to me.
When we got to the door, he just looked at me and said, "My parents aren't home." And I swear, something in my stomach flipped. That was the moment I knew. This wasn't just a bit of snogging on the sofa. Something was about to happen. And I was more than ready for it. I don't even remember how we got from the car to his room, it was hands and heat and him pulling me into him like he'd been thinking about it just as long as I had. His room was clean. Well, surface clean. Boy clean. We kissed for ages, all heat and hands and whispered bits in the dark. I wanted it. I really did. I let him undress me slowly. He was gentle, maybe too gentle. Sweet and thoughtful. But not... assertive. I kept waiting for him to take me. Really take me. But he was soft -- almost careful. Like I was something delicate. Which I'm not. I wanted to show him I wasn't just some girl from school he had to be nice to. I was his, if he wanted me.
I kept waiting for him to push me down and just take me, the way I'd imagined in all those late night daydreams. But instead, he kept touching me like we were... making love. I've had gentle, lovely sex before, but for some reason I thought he'd be the take-charge type. The kind who'd twist me however he fancied and leave me wrecked in the best way. I mean, there wasn't anything wrong with what he was doing, not at all. But I wanted to feel what some girls whisper about when a bloke grabs you like he owns you. I got soft lips kissing down my neck, when what I really wanted was urgent teeth nipping down at tits. I felt slow, careful caresses when what I needed was a proper grip.
I don't know why I just assumed he'd be rough. Maybe 'cos he's Scott bloody Harper -- the jock all the girls throw themselves at. Maybe 'cos he's bigger, stronger, and got more stamina than any of the other boys I've been with and looks like he could toss me about like a ragdoll. But instead, he took his time. He was soft and sweet, and for a moment, I let myself melt into it.
It's not like he was bad. Far from it. It was... nice. Like the fit boy I never thought I'd have a chance with actually adored me. Which, honestly, did my head in a bit. I wanted messy. I wanted a bit of rough. I wanted to feel used, in that way that makes your knees shake after. I'd imagined him pulling my hair, biting at my neck, flipping me over without asking. But instead, he was... tender.
And that threw me more than anything.
As we sat kissing, he had one hand tangled in my hair, but not tugging, just sort of stroking. The other slid down my thigh and just sat there giving it little squeezes. It was maddening. Lovely, but maddening. I kept shifting under him, trying to coax more, and hoping he'd get the bloody hint.
I even arched my hips up into him, trying to grind a bit before finally, his hands moved again -- everywhere except where I wanted them. After what seemed like ages of me squirming, he finally slipped his hand up under my top and brushed over my tit, over my bra. I nearly gasped when he started to get close to my nipple. But again, it was gentle and he stopped short. I swear I was seconds away from grabbing his hand and shoving it right where I needed it.
Still... it wasn't nothing. There was something about the way he looked at me, like he was properly chuffed I was there, letting him touch me. No one's ever looked at me quite like that before. Not even the ones who came back for seconds. The boy I let lose his virginity to me was close. But I reckon he'd have looked at my gran the same if she'd been doing what I was.
So I let myself enjoy it. Let him take his time. Maybe I'd built him up in my head to be this rough-handed, filthy-mouthed brute, when really... he was something else entirely. Maybe gentleness could be filthy too, if you let it linger long enough. Maybe he was doing this on purpose to wind me up.
Finally he started to lift my top off. Yes. Progress! I shot my arms up, dead eager, and didn't wait for him -- reached back and unclasped my bra myself. I wasn't going to hang about waiting, or worse, have him fumbling with those tiny bastard hooks.
He let out this low little noise, like I'd just done something unspeakably sexy without even trying. His eyes dropped to my chest, and bloody hell, the way he looked at me... His smile in that dim light, and the sound of his voice telling me how beautiful they were, reminded me exactly why I was out with him in the first place. I wasn't just a girl with her tits out, I was the girl. The only one that existed right then. His hands came up, finally, and he cupped both tits like he was testing their weight. And then, thank God, his thumbs brushed over my nipples.



I swear I felt it straight between my legs. My knickers were going to have to be peeled off. I suddenly felt mortified. What if he thought it was too much?
He didn't go straight in with his mouth, though. No, he was slow. He looked up at me, checking. And I could've screamed. He was so bloody close. I gave the tiniest nod, biting my lip, and he finally leaned in and wrapped his lips around one nipple, fingers closing 'round the other. And I was gone.
My head dropped back against the pillow, and my legs parted just a bit without me even thinking. I was so ready. So far gone. I could feel my knickers clinging to me, all sticky and twisted, and if he didn't do something soon, I was going to bloody explode.
He switched sides, giving my other breast the same treatment with the same soft touch. I threaded my fingers through his hair and gave it a little tug, trying to urge him lower. I needed more. If he didn't put something between my legs soon, I was going to howl.
When he started to pull away, I was ready to curse him, until I felt his hands grip the waistband of my skirt and tug it down. I could feel my pants going with it.
It wasn't graceful. I had to lift my bum a bit to help, and the fabric caught round my knees before he finally got it past my ankles. But then I was bare. Completely bare under him, just wearing my necklace and whatever makeup was left after all the snogging. I feel like I should've felt shy to have Scott looking at me, 'cos what if I didn't measure up to what he was used to, or what if he thought how wet I was, was gross, but I wasn't even a bit. Not with the way he was staring.
"Holy shit," he breathed, and I felt my whole body pulse at the sound of it. Like the sight of me had knocked the wind out of him. He ran his hands up my thighs -- proper hands, not boy ones -- and they didn't shake or hesitate, sliding straight to my centre.
He paused at the top of my thighs, thumbs brushing my slick folds where I was absolutely soaked. My hips bucked on their own.
"Is this all for me?" he asked with a low cock voice, like he already knew the answer.
It's obvious, innit? I thought to myself. All I could do was give a little nod.
That got a grin out of him. Then, finally, he started undressing. He peeled off his shirt, and tossed it behind him. I watched breathless, as he unbuckled his belt and slid his jeans down, the bare skin beneath making my mouth go dry. He was "going commando" just like the boys at school would say.
He was bigger than I expected. Not huge, but definitely not average. Guess his confidence really did come from what he's packing down there. A knob like that could properly wreck a girl.
He didn't waste a bloody second. He climbed up the bed and slid right between my legs and eased himself in, quick but gentle. I was soaked, no way he was struggling, not even with his size. His thrusts were quick, but they felt held back, like he was keeping himself in check. He kept leaning in to kiss me or rest his face close, whispering sweet nothings. Once again, I felt like he was being proper delicate with me.
Then it was over before I'd even settled into his rhythm. I thought what the fuck?! Suddenly he got all jerky, pulled out, and just ground against me until he came, spilling between us and pooling at the top of my mound.
I looked down. It happened. It was over faster than I expected. He was sweet about it, and kissed my neck and called me "gorgeous girl" and asked if I was okay. And I was. But also... I wasn't. It wasn't bad. It just wasn't... good. Not really. The few moments I had felt good, just short.
It was like my body was just feeling him start, and suddenly he was done. He kissed my shoulder after, said I was amazing, then rolled over and sighed like he'd just crossed a finish line after a track event. I didn't finish. Not even close. When he kissed my shoulder it's like he thought it was the most romantic thing in the world. I laid there, staring at the ceiling, wondering why I didn't feel... more.
After all the build-up, I decided there was no way I was letting the night end like that. At least if I did it myself, I'd get a taste of what I wanted. I glanced over at him lying there, and he turned his head with a smile that said I should be satisfied.
I rolled onto my side, grabbed his knob, and gave it a proper stroke. For fuck's sake, even if he was done, it wasn't. Still had a decent half erection going. When he moaned, I leaned down, took him in my mouth, and worked him back up to full hardness. Proper blowjob, no mucking about. I worked him from tip to base, stroked him, fiddled with his balls, and kept my eyes glued to his, while showing him exactly what I could do. I knew I was finally getting to him when his hands got all tangled in my hair again. He didn't push or grab, just rested there, and I buried my nose in his belly, where the cum from his orgasm was still sticky in his hair. I played it like he was making me take him proper until I had to come up for air feeling the strings of his earlier orgasm cling to my nose before finally breaking.
Finally it was my turn.
I freed him from my mouth with a few last kisses and strokes, even lapping at the bits still stuck in his hair. Now it was my turn to be on top, and I made those few feet the sexiest crawl I could manage in such a tight space.
When I finally got there, I didn't hang about. I reached down for a few quick strokes before settling him right where I was burning for him. His hands came to rest on my thighs, and as I started to lower myself, his grip tightened like he was trying not to lose it already. And bloody hell, he felt delicious inside me. He really did have an exquisite cock. Now I had it fully inside, I could feel just how much it actually filled me. And now that I was getting a proper feel of it, I gave a few slow grinds just to stir things up and adjust. I needed to steady myself before I properly lost it.
As I started to rock on him, I grabbed his hands and put them on my tits, told him to play with my nipples. He didn't argue. I could feel him pinching and rolling them, and the only thing that would've made it better is if I hadn't had to bloody tell him in the first place.
My pace was picking up now and I couldn't stop the moans and the streams of oh fuck, or oh Jesus, or fuck yes from coming out of my mouth. I reached between my legs to give myself a quick frig, just enough to tip me over. I didn't need this to drag out. I just wanted to feel even half as satisfied as he'd looked after getting his. When my fingers pressed to my mound, I felt his earlier cum slick in my palm. It's honestly one of the hottest feelings. The way my smooth pussy feels all slippery with a boys cum... My hand just glided over it like it was oiled glass.
I finally looked up at Scott, and his eyes were glued to me like he couldn't believe what he was seeing. Had no girl ever done this with him? Did they all just let him get his and roll over? The thought that I might be the only one who'd ridden him like a proper little tart nearly sent me.
I leaned forward a bit, bracing my hands on his chest as I rode him, slow at first, then picking up the pace. His hands stayed busy, cupping and squeezing, with his fingers brushing over my nipples. When he pinched them, he ended up tugging them every time I pushed back. I don't think me meant to, but I bloody loved it. He let out this low groan, and I felt it deep in my belly. God, I was close.
"Jesus, Lily," he breathed, and that was it -- the sound of my name in that voice, with me all wrapped round him like that, tipped me right over the edge.
The moment he said my name like that, I broke. It started with this tight little flutter deep in my belly, and then the whole thing just took me. My thighs clamped round his hips, and my back arched all on its own, head thrown back with ragged gasps and these daft little squeaks I couldn't hold in. Honestly, my voice goes so bloody high when I cum, I'm shocked it's not just dogs that can hear me.
I bit my lip, trying not to make a scene, but it didn't stop the noises slipping out. And that must've done it for him, 'cos just as I was trying to catch my breath and stop the shaking, I felt his grip tighten on my hips, like he couldn't take it anymore. He yanked me down hard while his own hips bucked up, and I swear I felt him get even deeper. Felt myself stretch just a bit more, like he'd swelled right at the finish. Then I felt him wash through me.
I don't even know how to describe the feeling of something so warm suddenly flooding inside me, other than proper satisfying. It's more than that though, it's like I'd earned something, and finally got my reward.
Then it was my turn to climb off and roll over. He just lay there quiet, probably still trying to catch his breath? I still had his seed that was going sticky on my smooth mound and belly from earlier, on my hand from it running through it and then onto his chest. Our sweat probably being the only thing from keeping it drying at this point. And now I could feel him starting to trickle out of me too.
Muttering a sorry, I fumbled off the side of the bed for a minute before coming back with my knickers. Didn't really know what else to use, but I felt a bit guilty making a mess and not wanting to ruin his sheets, and assuming his mum washes them. Taking care of him first, I wiped at his chest with a sheepish 'didn't mean to mess you up' smile, before finally down to his slowly deflating knob. I wiped as best I could, but started feeling like I was just smearing it around. I offered to grab a wet washcloth if he told me where the loo was, but he just said it was okay. He sounded... out of it, I dunno.
Finally I tried to wipe myself but couldn't find a dry spot on my soiled knickers, so I just put them on to stop any more leaks on his sheets. Then we just lay there. He fell asleep quick. I didn't really know what to do, still buzzing from my own orgasm, so I just stayed put until I reckon everything from the day and night finally caught up, and I drifted off too.
Then came the worst bit. I had to sneak out like a thief at sunrise with the remains of last night dried between my legs. I just couldn't face him in the morning after how I acted during round two, compared to how sweet he treated me on the first go.
I didn't know if his parents were home. I know he said they weren't last night, but they could've come home, or they could've been gone for the weekend. But as I crept down the stairs with my shoes in hand trying to be quiet as a church mouse, I caught sight of his mum. She was just coming up the stairs. Like the timing couldn't have been more perfectly awful. She was wearing her housecoat, holding a tea, and a look that went from shock to see me, to one that nearly turned me to dust. She didn't say anything, just stared like she could hear all of last night through the walls.
Like she'd already decided what I was.
And the worst part? I didn't even fight it. I felt it too. That shame, crawling across my skin like a rash. After all, I was the girl sneaking out of a house I'd never been in before last night at the crack of dawn after fumbling for satisfaction in some boy's bed. I was the tart. The slag. The exact girl Kara jokes about me being -- except today, it didn't feel like a joke.
All I could do was put my head down and try to rush past her with a mumbled "Sorry. Excuse me." I couldn't even do that. She stepped up the first steps and blocked me. When I looked at her she caught me with a wicked slap right across my jaw and accused me of being a right trollop. Said something like she wouldn't have a whore like me in her house with her baby. I'm not really sure. I was so humiliated. Knowing she's right made it worse... The horror is that I was also instantly more aroused than I had been all night. Pushing past I ran out of the house with tears from the stinging in my jaw, the feeling that my lip may be swelling and my knickers feeling sodden from him last night now sticky again from my fresh wet now.
But before I even made it to the door, I heard her storming into Scott's room, screeching about having someone like me under her roof -- said she's heard the type of girl I am.
What does that even mean?
Do I have a reputation now? Not just some cheeky joke between Kara and me -- but an actual thing people say? Are boys out there having a laugh, swapping stories, tossing my name around like I'm some guaranteed bit of fun?
Is that why Scott asked me out? Not because he liked me, not because I was special, but because he'd heard I was easy?
God. What if that's all this was?
I need to talk to Kara. She'll shriek, call me a tart and a maniac, ask for a blow-by-blow recap. She's going to get every detail. She always does. Because she's the only one I can be completely honest with about this kind of thing. She'll want to know if he went down on me (he didn't), if he used protection (he didn't), if I finished (I didn't), and whether I'd do it again (I don't know, and I don't know why). Say something filthy like, "You should've turned him over and showed him how it's done." (I did) and then I'll give her those details.
Maybe I'll just get Kara to finish what he couldn't. Wouldn't be the first time her mouth did more for me than anything Scott managed. She had definitely had some new tricks after my pool party....
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The phone chirped as Mr. Addams ended the call with a flick of his thumb.
"We're leaving in forty-five," he said flatly, never looking at her. "Put the Prescott files in my briefcase."
"Mmhmm," came the muffled reply.
"Make sure the calls are forwarded."
"Yes, sir."
"And confirm with the housekeeper that--"
"Yes, I've already--"
"Stop talking," he cut in, his voice had a hint of irritation. "Just nod or swallow. Either will do. You're against the clock, so hurry it up. You still have other things to do."
Mr. Addams looked down at Carmen as she stilled, then gave an obedient nod. She was on her knees under the desk. This was a routine they had established and her hands were currently resting lightly on his thighs, fingertips near the base of his cock. Her black blouse was unbuttoned halfway, and she had wrapped her lips around his cock once more with lipstick smudged into the crease of his tailored slacks near the open fly.
He shook his head, irritated by the small mess. The damage was done. Carmen's only option was to work harder to make him forget about the smear. She wanted him to be fully satisfied. As he returned to flipping through paperwork, she slid her hands inward, wrapping around him to help bring him to the orgasm he expected. Her lips sealed tighter, jaw relaxing, increasing her pace. One hand followed the motion of her mouth, her thumb pressing into the sensitive underside as she advanced and retreated. Her other hand moved lower, cradling his heavy balls through the slacks. He exhaled through his nose, a small sound of satisfaction.
"Forty-three minutes," he muttered, checking his watch without looking down. "You still have work to do before we go."
His tone remained flat, as always, but Carmen had learned to read his responses. She could feel him thickening in her mouth and knew exactly where to place her tongue, or where her fingers needed to rub for his specific pleasure. She could already feel him twitching in her mouth and hear his breath getting a little faster. The steady leak of precum coated her tongue with a familiar saltiness.
The desk made things difficult. If she angled him wrong, the desk bumped against the back of her head, but she maintained her rhythm without interruption. She simply increased the suction, and the flutter of her tongue, shifting her attention to his crown.
A desperate little whimper slipped from her throat as he bucked once, involuntarily. His breath caught in a grunt he barely suppressed, eyes squeezing shut for a moment. Leaning back, he gripped the arms of the chair as her tongue worked beneath the crown, teasing the ridge until she felt it. The warm, familiar release against the roof of her mouth where she'd angled him, then the rest as he emptied onto her tongue.
It wasn't his strongest orgasm, in fact, it was smaller than usual. She was glad nothing leaked, but she was still disappointed in her performance, knowing she hadn't done her best work. Without a word, he stood and then zipped his pants with efficient movements. She barely had time to wipe her mouth before he was already striding toward the door. Carmen began considering all of her own work she still needed to gather, knowing she had to be ready to continue her responsibilities as his assistant, a role she took seriously and worked hard to excel at, including these private moments.
"Do you plan to sit there all day?" he asked coldly. "I already told you I need those files before we leave."
Climbing out from under the desk, Carmen winced as her knees protested. That's getting more uncomfortable, she thought, brushing her palms against her knees as she stood. Before she could fully regain her balance, his voice called out again.
"And change your blouse, for fuck's sake. You've got something on it."
He rounded the corner and disappeared without waiting for a response.
"Shit." She looked down where a single wet spot marked the edge of her blouse, Either a trace of saliva or an errant drop of his cum. She'd thought she was careful, but it didn't matter. He'd already seen it.
Turning sharply, she exited the room and moved quickly to the closet in her own office down the hall, yanking the door open to find a clean blouse. As she changed, her mind returned to the mental list she'd started forming beneath the desk. Files. Forward the calls. Housekeeper. And now, wardrobe. The list went on.
Still so much to do and the clock was ticking.
Carmen reappeared 10 minutes later in a clean blouse, hair perfected and gloss reapplied. Mr. Addams sat watching one of the news channels, jacket on, and car keys in hand, while she started to address the items he mentioned and the dozen more he didn't, but that needed to be done before they left. Every time she walked through the room he was in, she saw him scanning his watch like it owed him time.
She didn't bother apologizing. He wouldn't acknowledge it anyway.
The drive out of the city was quiet at first. The low growl of the convertible's engine filled the space between them, punctuated only by the rhythmic click of the turn signal as James guided them onto the main highway.
They were heading to the country. Specifically, the house where his father had built, and he had grown up in. A sprawling, modest estate tucked between overgrown citrus orchards and a town that hadn't changed much since the he'd been born. James maintained it not out of sentiment but strategy. It gave him presence. History. A threadbare sense of rootedness he could leverage when dealing with people who still cared about things like bloodlines and land.
It was also where Mr. Dalton lived. Or rather, lingered.
James drummed his fingers on the steering wheel, eyes fixed on the road. "He called again last night," he said flatly. "Didn't ask this time. Just assumed I'd be bailing him out."
Carmen glanced over. "How much?"
"Enough that his tone was embarrassed," James said dryly. "So, more than last time, I'm sure."
He didn't bother to elaborate further. This wasn't the first time Mr. Dalton had dug himself into a financial hole, and it likely wouldn't be the last. Gambling, mostly. Sometimes it was cards, sometimes it was some scheme dressed up as investment opportunities or bad luck or the fault of someone else.
James didn't particularly like the man, but that wasn't the point. There was a history there. His father had believed in second chances, even third ones, and had extended them to Dalton like charity. James saw no point in rewriting that legacy unless it served a larger purpose.
There was also his land. Mr. Dalton's farm was no longer a working farm, but it sat in just the right spot to make it prime real estate for those that knew. Or at least it would be soon enough.
"You think he'll be at the house already?" Carmen asked.
James nodded. "He'll be there. Desperation always shows up early."
She smirked but didn't say anything more. James could be ruthless, but he wasn't careless. If Dalton was reaching out again, there was something to be gained. Be it leverage, favors, or perhaps simple control. Regardless of what it was, there was surely something in it for him.
James let his gaze drift to the side mirror, watching the city skyline shrink behind them.
"I'm not in the habit of saving drowning men," he said. "But I don't mind offering them a rope just long enough to hang themselves with if they're careless."
They left the highway just past the county line, the road narrowing into a two-lane that wound through sunbaked hills and long-standing groves. The citrus trees grew in orderly rows. They were well-kept but not pristine, and their fruit was fading with the season. A faded wooden sign simply read Los Olivos Road, its paint cracked but legible, the kind of marker you only noticed if you already knew where to look.
James hadn't slowed in years as he passed it. The iron gate at the base of the drive was already open when they arrived. James frowned slightly.
"He's here," he said.
The house came into view around the bend, three stories of faded white stucco, terracotta tile roofing chipped with age, and creeping ivy that no gardener had quite managed to tame. It looked grand and tired at the same time. A relic clinging to the illusion of relevance.
Carmen adjusted her sunglasses as James eased the car up the circular drive. Parked off to the side was an older Ford truck that hadn't seen a wash in months. Dalton's. One tire slightly underinflated and a rear bumper half-hanging from a rusted bolt.
Of course.
As the car came to a stop, James didn't move at first. He simply sat there, hand resting lightly on the gear shift, his expression unreadable.
"He needs you more than you need him," Carmen said softly, sensing the shift in his silence.
James gave a slight smile. It wasn't a warm smile either.
"He always has," he replied. "I don't need him at all. I just want what he's got. The only reason I tolerate him at all is because of a promise I made to my father."
He stepped out of the car, straightened his jacket, and walked toward the front door. Carmen gathered her bag and followed a few steps behind. Her heels were never a good idea on the light gravel, but you'd rarely find her in anything else.
James opened the door, stepping in and immediately scanning the room for Dalton.
Inside, the air was cool and dim. Curtains half-drawn, the smell of old wood and lemon polish still clinging to the place, just like his memories. The ticking of a grandfather clock in the next room was the only sound.
Footsteps. And then, from around the corner, came the man himself.
"Jimmy," Mr. Dalton said with forced warmth, spreading his arms wide like he'd just seen a long-lost son. His hair beginning to gray, his belly straining the buttons of a shirt that looked like it had once belonged to a thinner man. "You're a sight for sore eyes."
James didn't flinch at the nickname, having grown accustomed to him using it since childhood. He simply offered his hand.
"Mr. Dalton," he said. "May I presume you've gotten yourself into trouble. Again."
Dalton's smile wavered for a split second before he covered it with a chuckle. "Well, you know how it goes. Markets are unpredictable. Things turn faster than you can react." Even from where he stood, James could smell the faint odor of whiskey.
James glanced around the room. At the heavy chair that had once belonged to his father, the small rocks glass with only a couple of ice cubes remaining in it on the table, and at Dalton's scuffed boots leaving dust on his floors.
"Yes," he said. "Unpredictable things tend to happen when you gamble money you don't have. From the look of things outside, I'd guess you've also seemed to lose the money for the gardener you were so adamant could take care of the grounds as well."
Dalton laughed again, more nervously this time. "Come on, Jimmy. No need to be sharp. We'll talk it through. There's opportunity in all of this, I swear it."
James offered a smile. It was a well-practiced smile designed to give those that needed it a sense of calm, or show his deep interest in what they had to share, when the reality was he was frustrated.
"I'm sure there is," he said. "Let's hope you're still worth the investment."
Dalton opened his mouth again, likely to launch into some half-rehearsed pitch, but James raised a hand letting him know it was better to stay quiet.
"Why don't you head home for now?" James said, his voice light but unmistakably final. "I've only just arrived and haven't even had the chance to settle in."
Dalton blinked. "Oh... sure, of course. I just thought--well, I figured we'd sit down, go over things. It's not a small ask, I know that."
James placed a hand on Dalton's shoulder, firm but friendly. "And that's exactly why it deserves a clear head and the proper time. I'll come by later. We'll talk then."
The touch, though brief, made Dalton flinch slightly under its weight. Whether it was shame, deference, or just the growing realization that James wasn't his father--it didn't matter. The message had landed.
"Alright," Dalton said, forcing a smile that didn't quite reach his eyes. "I'll make sure Betty has coffee on. You still take it black?"
"I do," James replied, stepping back and slipping his hands into his pockets. "But tell her not to fuss. I won't stay long."
Dalton gave a small, respectful nod, then shuffled out the front door, the sound of his worn boots trailing across the hardwood. A few moments later, the groan of his truck's engine confirmed his departure.
Carmen had been standing slightly behind James for the exchange. She raised an eyebrow. "That was gentle... 'Jimmy.'"
James turned his head slightly, just enough to glance at her over his shoulder.
"He's one of the few left who still gets to call me that," he said. "But it's wearing thin. And nor are you one of them."
Carmen smirked but wisely let it drop. There was a line with James. It could be fluid, but it was always present. She knew he hated the nickname, but used it to lighten the mood when she knew she could get away with it. And there was no denying his irritation with Mr. Dalton.
He moved toward the study without another word. Carmen followed, watching as he set his keys on the corner of an antique side table and removed his jacket, shrugging it from his shoulders and giving it a sharp tug at the cuffs.
"Grab the Prescott files. I want to take a look over them before going to Bob's to discuss how much money he's asking for now."
A little while later, as the sun began to dip behind the orchard line, James pulled onto the long gravel driveway at the edge of Dalton's property, leading to the old farmhouse just visible beyond a cluster of eucalyptus trees and a crooked fence that hadn't seen paint in years.
He took in the property as he slowed going up the driveway. A few chickens milled near the porch, and an old swing creaked lazily in the warm breeze. The place hadn't changed in decades, except for the value that James saw in the land it sat on.
"Still think he's sitting on a goldmine?" Carmen asked from the passenger seat, not looking up from her phone.
"I wouldn't call it a goldmine," James said as he shut off the engine, "but if the Senate Bill passes like everyone expects, this land finally gets a second life. The real question is what it'll be worth and who's smart enough to profit from it. If he had any sense, he'd recognize what he's sitting on and stop bleeding money into garbage investments. All he has to do is wait. Just this once."
He stepped out, the door shutting and Carmen following behind, careful where she walked in her heels as they approached the front steps.
The screen door creaked open before they could knock. Betty stood there in an apron, wiping her hands on a dish towel. Her smile was genuine, if tired.
"James," she said warmly. "It's good to see you again. You look just like your daddy standing there."
James gave a small, practiced smile. "So I've been told."
She leaned forward to give him a brief hug, which he tolerated, then stepped back to let them in. The house smelled like coffee and mildew, a familiar combination that hadn't changed since childhood visits.
"Bob's in the back, probably pretending to fix something," she said with a slight roll of her eyes. "Coffee's on the counter. Help yourselves."
"Thank you, Betty," James said, removing his sunglasses as he stepped into the living room. "I won't keep him long."
"Keep him as long as you like," she called over her shoulder as she disappeared into the kitchen. "Lord knows he needs someone to talk sense into him."
James exchanged a glance with Carmen, then made his way through the narrow hallway toward the back porch. As they exited through the rear hallway he could see the barn-style workshop ahead with its side door half-open and swaying in the breeze.
Then came the sound.
Smack.
A pause.
Smack.
Followed by a muffled whimper.
James stopped at the edge of the porch, his brow tightening. Carmen paused beside him, her expression caught between confusion and discomfort.
"Is that...?" she started.
Another smack. Then another.
Neither of them moved for a moment. James tilted his head slightly, listening. The sound was unmistakable now. It was the sound of someone be punished, quick and controlled, punctuated by sharp yelps and soft cries.
Then, came Dalton's raised voice.
"Get in your room! And I don't want to see your face again until supper's ready!"
A moment later, the workshop door banged open the rest of the way as Jeanie burst out. She was moving fast, barefoot, one arm clutching her pants as though holding them up, tears streaking her face as she ran toward the house without looking.
James didn't move.
Carmen did. She instinctively stepped aside, allowing the girl to pass. Jeanie rushed up the back steps, flung the screen door open, and disappeared into the house.
Then Dalton stepped out of the workshop, tugging his belt back through the last loop of his jeans, flustered and red-faced, before noticing James and Carmen. He froze where he stood.
James was still standing there. Hands in his pockets. Watching.
For a moment, nobody said anything.
Then Dalton cleared his throat and tried to muster a grin. "Hell, I didn't think you'd be here already."
James didn't smile. He simply said, "We were just admiring your parenting."
Dalton looked like he might try to laugh from discomfort, but wisely didn't.
Carmen stood just behind James now, arms folded, gaze flat and unreadable.
James took a slow step down from the porch. "Still feel like talking business, Bob? Or should we come back another time?"
Letting out a short breath, Dalton rubbed the back of his neck as he stepped fully into view. Realizing he was still holding the ends of his belt, he quickly fumbled to finish hooking it back into place.
"Look, I came straight home after leavin' your place," he started, his tone shifting toward defense. "Not even fifteen minutes ago, I went down to check the mailbox and found her at the end of the drive with this boy, Tommy, from a few farms down."
James raised an eyebrow but said nothing.
"They were carryin' on like a pair of damn animals," Dalton muttered. "Hands all over her backside, not a care in the world. I about lost it. Dragged her straight to the workshop and lit her up."



Carmen shifted slightly behind James, crossing her arms tighter.
James remained perfectly still, his gaze steady on Dalton. "You spanked her because she was kissing someone?"
Dalton stiffened. "I disciplined her because she was actin' like a tramp, livin' under my roof. She knows better."
There was a long pause before James spoke again, with a cool voice. "If my math's right, based on when I remember you guys having her... she's not a child."
Dalton looked uncomfortable now, eyes darting toward the orchard line like maybe an answer might grow there.
"She's nineteen," he admitted. "But she's still livin' in my house. Still my responsibility."
James's jaw worked slightly, his expression unreadable. Then he glanced back toward the door Jeanie had disappeared through, the screen tightly shut behind her.
"Interesting," he said finally.
Dalton tried to pivot, gesturing vaguely toward the workshop. "Listen, I didn't bring you here for all this. I don't need to explain how I run my house and what my daughter can or can't do while she lives here. I got numbers," he said pointing toward the house. "Real ones this time. I swear it. If you'd just be willing to help me out with coverin' a few loses, I'm sure I'll be able to pay you back for everything in no time."
James raised a hand again, same motion as before. Simple. Final.
"Let's walk," he said. "Leave the paperwork for now."
Dalton hesitated, then nodded, nervously checking his belt one last time before following James down the steps and away from the house.
Carmen watched them go, then turned to the back door, where Jeanie had disappeared moments ago.
"Fucking hicks. I hate the goddamn country," she muttered as she prepared to head inside and make small talk with Betty while waiting for James to finish with Dalton. In her eyes, the dullard was nothing more than an anchor to a past James needed to let go of, along with the house he no longer cared for, yet kept dragging them out to the country.
Dalton trudged beside James down the narrow path that cut along the edge of the orchard. For a while, neither man spoke.
James didn't mind the silence. He knew Dalton and knew if he waited long enough, the man would start rambling and eventually hand him the rope. The only question was: what would James need it for today?
It was inevitable. Dalton would offer something, an excuse, a plea, a mistake. The only thing James had to decide was whether it was worth anything.
Finally, as if on cue, Dalton broke the silence.
"I know how it looked," he said, still keeping his eyes forward. "But you gotta understand, she ain't... right. Not like other girls her age. She don't think things through. Ain't got the sense God gave a mule."
James kept walking, hands tucked neatly into his pockets. "So you used a belt on her for that."
Dalton frowned, voice stiffening. "I disciplined her. It's different. It's the only thing that gets through. I've tried talkin'. I've tried rules. Hell, I've tried Betty talkin' to her. But she's too soft, and Jeanie don't listen. Not to any of us."
James said nothing.
"She's too innocent," Dalton went on. "Got no edge. Acts like she's livin' in some fairy tale. Then she goes and starts actin' out in public like that, gettin' handsy with some dirt-stained farm boy who probably can't spell his own name."
They reached the edge of a small clearing where a few rusted implements leaned against a sagging shed. James came to a stop and finally turned to face him.
"Ever consider she's that innocent because you shelter her too much?" James asked, the remark more of a throwaway than a challenge.
Dalton shook his head. "Nah. I protect her because she'll do anything anyone tells her. Always has."
"Bob," James said, using the name deliberately now. It was a name generally reserved to express his wanning patience. "Let me explain something to you, so there's no confusion."
Dalton looked up, uneasy but attentive.
"I don't care how you run your house. I don't care what your daughter does, or who she does it with. I'm not here because I want a lesson in parenting. I'm here because you've got debts you can't cover, and I'm still trying to figure out why that's my problem."
Dalton swallowed hard.
"You came to me because you thought my sense of obligation would outweigh my common sense. And maybe it will," James added, voice even. "But that depends entirely on how useful you are to me. Let's face it, I'm not my father, and I'm not exactly known for my charity... outside of you."
"I can be useful," Dalton said quickly. "I swear, I've got ideas. I just need a little help gettin' my head above water. Then I can start makin' something work. I'll sell if I have to. Long as the price is right," he said raising his arms towards the unattended orchard.
James stared at him for a long moment.
"You mean sell the farm?" he asked, glancing around. He hadn't expected Dalton to offer it up so easily. And for once, the man showed a flicker of practical sense. At least he was thinking about value.
"Yeah. My farm," Dalton said, a little louder now. "That's how sure I am of what I've got in the fire. Instead of borrowing the money, I'll sell you my land... if you'll just let me live on it. I'll even pay rent!"
James didn't flinch. "Do you even know what this land's worth, Bob? What would I want with a few dusty acres, with a nonworking farm on it, out in the middle of nowhere?"
Dalton shifted his weight, eyes dropping to the ground. His silence said more than any answer could.
"It's gotta be worth somethin' to ya," he finally offered. It had the tone of someone pleading more than trying to convince. "You know that your father always took kindly to me. Tried to help me out and teach me how to do better with my money. I swear, I've learned, I just need a little help is all."
James gave a faint smile.
"My father gave you more chances than most," he said, his tone measured. "You met him at just the right time at church. He believed you were the kind of man who just needed the right break, like he got."
He let that hang in the air.
"I don't share his optimism. Not after this long."
Dalton's face twitched, but he didn't interrupt.
"I'm not in the business of rescuing men who can't swim, Bob. But I respected my father, and he believed he saw something in you. So maybe I can help you. Maybe I buy the farm. But if I do, it won't be just for your sake. You're not using ninety percent of this land. The only way it makes sense is if I break it up. Sell off what you're wasting, try to recoup some of the cost."
James stepped forward, voice tightening slightly.
"Do you have any idea what that takes? The time, the paperwork, dealing with local governments for approvals, zoning, easements, finding someone willing to clear out the overgrowth and put actual work into land you've let rot?"
He gestured back toward the orchard, the house, the sagging structures behind them.
"This isn't just money, Bob. It's strain. On me. On Carmen, who'll be the one coordinating all of it, by the way. You're asking for more than a favor. You're asking me to carry your burden and let you stay put while I clean up your mess."
James stared at him for a long moment, letting the weight of his next words settle.
"If I did this for you, that would be it. No more loans. No more second chances. You don't call me next time you gamble away your dignity. Because the truth is, if I can't count on you to pay me rent, what am I really buying?"
Dalton's jaw tightened. "I get it, alright? I've screwed up plenty. But say what you will, I've never missed a mortgage payment. Not once. Even if I had to refinance it half to death, I made sure the damn thing got paid."
James gave a curt nod, unimpressed. "That just means you're good at buying time. Doesn't mean you've ever solved the problem."
Dalton opened his mouth like he wanted to fire back, but thought better of it.
James turned, beginning the walk back toward the house with Dalton in tow. After a few paces, he spoke again without looking over his shoulder.
"Lose the belt."
Dalton blinked. "What?"
"If you're going to punish Jeanie, and I know you will, lose the belt," he clarified.
Dalton frowned, incredulous. "Come on, James. The belt's the only thing that gets through to her," he protested.
"Use your hand instead," James offed, flatly.
"My hand? She's a bit old for that don't ya think?" he replied in surprise.
James stopped walking and turned just enough to meet Dalton's eyes.
"She's also a bit old to be getting belted like a child," he said coolly. "Especially where someone else might see the aftermath."
Dalton's brows pulled together. "She listens when it stings. Always has."
James took a step closer. "And what happens when it leaves a mark you can't explain? A welt on her back? A bruise on her thighs? You think that Thompson boy keeps his mouth shut if she shows him what you did? You think Betty doesn't talk to someone at church?"
Dalton's face twitched, and he glanced away.
"I'm not telling you how to discipline your daughter," James continued. "I'm telling you how to avoid problems that become my problems when you're living on land I own."
He let that sit in the silence between them, then added with finality: "Use your hand. Don't leave marks. If she cries, fine. But if she limps, we're done."
Dalton didn't answer right away. He just nodded once, stiffly.
James turned and resumed walking without another word.
The two men stepped onto the back porch and pushed through the screen door. Inside, the house had quieted. Carmen sat at the edge of the couch, legs crossed at the calves, a teacup in hand as she made polite conversation with Betty, who hovered nearby with a fresh pot of coffee and a tray of cookies no one had touched.
Across the room, Jeanie sat tentatively at the far end of the couch, as though favoring one side, shoulders hunched, eyes on her lap. Her face was clean but still pink, and her dark hair had been brushed behind her ears. The moment the screen door clattered shut behind Dalton, she glanced up with eyes wide, then bolted to her feet.
Without a word, she rushed past the coffee table, her socked feet barely making a sound on the hardwood. She disappeared down the hall and into her room, the door shutting firmly behind her.
James watched her go, before glancing to Dalton once more.
Then he offered Betty an impressively warm smile, considering the tone his voice had carried only moments before.
"I'm afraid we'll have to cut the visit short," he said, slipping his sunglasses from his jacket pocket. "Business calls."
"Oh," Betty said, flustered but smiling. "Well, of course. I understand completely."
"Thank you for the trouble of making coffee," James added, all charm now. "I'm sorry I didn't get the chance to enjoy it. You always make the best. Must be a skill learned living out here," he flattered.
Betty beamed, clearly pleased "It was no trouble at all."
James turned to Carmen, who was already setting her cup of tea down.
"Let's go," he said simply.
Carmen stood and smoothed her skirt. "Back to civilization," she muttered under her breath.
Dalton lingered behind them, still near the door, the earlier exchange weighing visibly on his face.
James didn't look back.
Steering the car down the long driveway, the tires crunched softly beneath them once more. The sound was a relief to Carmen, thankful to be out of that house.
James said nothing at first, eyes fixed on the road ahead. Carmen sat quietly, scrolling through her phone, waiting for the usual cue to head back home.
"You're not turning toward the freeway," she said, glancing up. She'd held out hope they were headed back to the city, but that hope was already fading as fast as it began.
"We're staying the night. And even if we weren't, we'd still need the Prescott files from the house," James replied.
She raised an eyebrow. "You'd rather sleep in that dusty old place than go home? I can have someone print up fresh files and on your desk at home, before we're even get there."
"I hate making the round trip in one day more than I hate staying the night."
Carmen sighed and tossed her phone into her bag. "Fair."
There was a pause, just long enough to settle into the hum of the road, before James spoke again.
"He offered the land."
Carmen turned her head toward him. "He what?"
James shook his head slightly, still watching the road. "Didn't even take prompting. Just blurted it out like it was the obvious solution. I figured I'd have to back him into a corner over the next few weeks. But he handed it to me."
She laughed under her breath. "He must really be drowning."
James's hand slipped off the wheel and onto her thigh, fingers splaying slowly across the bare skin just beneath her hem.
"He has no idea," he murmured. "No clue the state's pushing through the highway expansion. And if the latest version of the map holds, the offramp lands squarely on his house."
His hand slid higher, pushing her dress upward in deliberate, measured movements.
"I might only get fair market value when they invoke eminent domain on the house. But the rest, the parcels around it after I break it up? I'll own every inch of what people actually want."
Carmen's breath caught as his fingers pressed against the thin fabric between her legs.
"Gas stations," he said. "Franchise dining. Maybe a motel, if I can find some overly eager investor who believes this town's worth stopping in now that a freeway will be there to support it."
She let out a quiet sigh, hips shifting toward his touch.
James kept his eyes on the road. "And he thinks I'm doing him a favor."
His fingers moved with more intent now, with slow deliberate strokes, moving firmly over the smooth skin.
A soft moan slipped from her lips. "And what makes him think that?" she asked, trying to stay focused.
"Because I made sure he understood exactly how much of a burden helping him would be. All the work it would take just to make the land worth my time. And I told him this favor is big enough that once it's done, he doesn't get to ask for anything else. He's used up his credit."
"Of course you're hard," Carmen murmured, glancing over at the obvious strain beneath the light fabric of his slacks. "You're practically stealing the man's home and turning it into a shopping center."
"I'm repurposing it," James said coolly. "Wasted land is still wasted whether it's in his hands or someone else's. It's just me giving him the money for the land instead of the state," he finished, ignoring the fact that he was devaluing the land before he'd ever even made an offer.
He pressed deeper.
"Now," he said, his voice carrying a distinct edge of excitement, "why don't you be quiet and let me enjoy this drive."
His gaze stayed fixed on the road ahead. His right hand continued its subtle manipulation of her through the fabric of her panties. The faint, pleased line of his mouth told her he was in a good mood, a rare window when he was more giving. Grateful, Carmen took the hint it was time to stop talking.
His fingers, already working their precise friction, shifted. She felt the subtle drag of fabric, then a cool breath of air as he nudged her silk panties to the side. His touch, now directly against her, continued its rhythmic pressure. He wasn't a man who liked having to ask to be accommodated, and she was more than willing to welcome his skilled touch.
With quiet efficiency, Carmen slipped off her left heel, the soft leather sole catching silently on the floor mat. Her hand went to her purse, retrieving a small, embroidered linen handkerchief. She carefully folded it, then slipped it beneath her, protecting the expensive leather of the passenger seat from any potential dripping. Next, she drew her left knee up, tilting her pelvis and allowing her leg to splay away towards the center console. This subtle adjustment opened her thighs wider in the confined space, offering him even easier access.
Carmen stayed quiet, her breath shallow, barely audible over the hum of the car engine. Her eyes were fixed straight ahead on the passing asphalt, though her focus was entirely on the intense sensations building between her thighs. James hadn't said a word since telling her to be quiet, his attention split between the road and her. She wasn't going to test his mood by speaking again. This careful silence was part of their understanding.
His hand, a steady presence, continued its work. His thumb and forefinger moved with precise purpose, just enough to keep her strung tight, never quite letting her tip over into climax. Every time she thought he might let her finish, his touch eased off, subtly lessening the friction. Every time her hips shifted, an involuntary, desperate attempt to chase the building pressure, he stilled her with nothing but the subtle flex of his palm against her mound, or the barest tightening of his fingers inside her as they held still.
It wasn't about playful teasing. It was about control. Precise and measured, exactly like him.
She gripped the edge of the leather seat cushion, her knuckles white against the dark material. Her inner thighs trembled, a deep, persistent tremor that ran through her core. She focused on her breathing, exhaling slowly to keep her body from seizing up, fighting the sharp intake of breath she longed to release.
He must be really excited about this real estate deal, she thought. It was the only reason she was getting this kind of focused attention, this direct indulgence, without having to earn it through prolonged effort or negotiation. This wasn't affection. It was a precise release for him, a beneficial windfall that also offered her significant pleasure. And Carmen wasn't about to ruin it with a sound or a sudden movement.
By the time the car pulled into the drive and coasted to a stop near the front of the house, she was flushed, pulsing, and barely composed.
James turned off the ignition and opened his door without a glance in her direction.
"I expect you in the bedroom," he said casually as he stepped out.
The door shut behind him.
Carmen let out a slow, shaking breath and adjusted her dress, forcing her legs to move. She reached for her purse, still trying to collect herself as she saw the front door open and close.
She didn't waste any more time.
The moment she stepped through the door, Carmen made her way up the stairs with purpose. James hadn't waited for her to catch her breath in the car, and he wouldn't be waiting for her now. If she wasn't where she was supposed to be when he got there, she had no doubt that the little twit of a farm girl wouldn't be the only one who got punished today.
Inside the bedroom, she reached behind her, unzipped the dress, and shimmied it down her body with a practiced roll of her hips. The fabric clung for just a second at her curves before slipping past. No bra to remove, she hadn't bothered. The D-cup implants James had paid for sat high and perfect. Her nipples were already tight, part anticipation, part the lingering aftershock of his fingers teasing her on the ride back.
She stepped out of the YSL dress and set it on the chair, smoothing it carefully to avoid any wrinkles. Then she slid out of her panties and laid them neatly on top. Climbing onto the bed, she positioned herself in the center. Nude, back arched just slightly, one leg bent to open her hips. She made sure to assume an inviting pose for when James came into the bedroom.
Meanwhile, James sat at the desk in the study, the glow of his laptop screen lighting the sharp angle of his jaw as he typed.
Pull parcel maps for Dalton's acreage. Overlay DOT projections--Offramp 144 in particular. Prep draft options for commercial site planning on adjacent lots. Focus on traveler-focused businesses. Assume acquisition is moving forward. I'll confirm an estimate of the timeline within the week.



He read it once. Made a small correction. Then hit send.
He closed the laptop, stood, and made his way toward the bedroom, unbuttoning the top buttons of his shirt as he walked.
When he reached the doorway, James paused just long enough to take her in, exactly where she should be: waiting, bare, and ready. He stepped inside without speaking, leaving the door open without a second thought. It was his house, and privacy was something he observed only when business required it.
Carmen lay composed and still, her light brown hair, medium length and slightly tousled, falling softly around her shoulders as if she'd barely touched it after stripping down. Her figure was fit but unmistakably curvy, hips angled just right, breasts full and high, her nipples still drawn tight in anticipation.
James set his watch on the dresser with a soft click, the sound resonating in the quiet room. He undid his cuffs, the crisp fabric giving way, then let his shirt fall open, revealing a glimpse of taut muscle and pale skin as he moved toward her. His steps were purposeful.
His hand slid up her leg. Carmen felt the warm press of his palm against her inner thigh, the firm trail of his fingers as they ascended. It was a familiar, possessive gesture, a prelude to the immediate, demanding pleasure he sought. In the next moment, he was between her knees, kneeling, then lowering himself. His mouth covered her without warning. There was no slow build-up, no gentle teasing meant to draw out her anticipation. He didn't pause to gauge her response, or check if she was ready.
Instead, there was an immediate, overwhelming heat and pressure. His tongue moved with the same unwavering precision he used to dissect a complex deal, probing and circling, but here, it was infused with an almost brutal roughness. Carmen's mind, still slightly dazed from the car ride and the swift transition, conjured a vivid image: she imagined the sensation was just as rough on her now as it had been verbally on that dumb farmer, he'd guilted into giving up his land for cheap, a comparison that highlighted the raw, unyielding nature when he wanted something.
Carmen gasped, a sharp, involuntary sound that hitched in her throat as her back arched, pulling her body into a desperate curve against the mattress. This wasn't his usual, calculated pace, the slow, deliberate rhythm designed to keep her on a tantalizing string, drawing out her pleasure alongside his. There was no sense of him taking his time. He was using it, using her body, her responsiveness, as a direct outlet for his own immediate need. And as good as it felt, a profound, undeniable heat rising from deep within her, there was no mistaking the singular purpose. This wasn't for her pleasure, not primarily. It was for him. She was a tool in this moment, something convenient, functional, and undeniably necessary for his release.
He's worked up, she thought, a dazed observation cutting through the intensity of the sensations. Really worked up. That level of raw, unrestrained urgency wasn't normal for him. James was always meticulously composed, even in their most intimate moments. This was different. He didn't seem to care how fast her body responded, or that she was already panting, desperate for air, one hand clutching the bedding in a white-knuckled grip, the other hovering just above his dark hair. Her fingers twitched, uncertain, like she didn't know whether she was allowed to touch him, to offer comfort or encouragement, or if any deviation from her stillness would break the spell. But he gave no indication. He just kept going. He didn't stop, didn't slow, didn't even look up from his concentrated efforts.
When he finally pulled back, the air in the room seemed to rush back in, filling the void his presence had created. His breath was steady, like he'd just finished a menial task, not like he'd been going down on her.
Standing, he reached for something to wipe his mouth. He didn't ask, didn't glance around, just grabbed the YSL dress from the nearby chair and ran the fabric across his lips and chin.
Carmen's stomach tensed. She watched him do it, jaw tight. The dress had cost more than some people's rent. But she didn't say a word. It was his money that bought it. It would be his money that had it cleaned or replaced.
He dropped it back on the chair like it was nothing, then started unbuttoning his shirt the rest of the way. Belt next. Then trousers. Folded over the back of the chair, just like she had before he discarded it like the rag he used it as. Nothing in his movements said rush, but the heat in his expression told her this wasn't over.
He climbed onto the bed without a word, positioning himself between her legs. With a smooth, practiced motion, he guided himself to her entrance, his gaze fixed on the point where their bodies met. There was no warning, no asking; simply the inevitable advance of his body.
He pushed inside her slowly at first, just the head, a deliberate pressure that stretched her. Carmen's breath hitched, her body already anticipating him. Then, with a single, deep thrust, he drove the rest of the way in, a powerful, complete invasion that left her gasping. She bit her lip hard, a physical effort to hold back the sound that threatened to slip out, from the sheer, overwhelming intensity of it. The sudden stretch, the heavy weight of him, the absolute fullness that filled her completely. It was so good, there was no denying the stark, exhilarating shock to her senses.
He didn't pause once he was inside. He didn't look up from where he was embedded within her, his concentration absolute. He just started moving with deep, steady strokes, each one claiming her fully. His breathing remained low and even, a continuous, controlled sound. It seemed as if he were working through something entirely internal, something that had nothing to do with her body or their shared act, and everything to do with the raw, potent energy burning through him. From him feeling a sense of taking back everything Dalton had leeched from him and his father over the years.
She clawed for something to hold onto, the rumpled sheet beneath her, the cool, polished wood of the headboard, anything solid, just to ground herself against the overwhelming wave of sensation building fast. And still, he didn't say a word, his focus absolute.
Carmen reached up, her fingers digging into his forearms. They were solid, corded with muscle, planted firmly on either side of her head. It wasn't a gesture of affection; it was pure survival. She needed the leverage, needed to brace herself just to hold steady against the rhythm he was driving into her. Each thrust felt heavier than the last, like he was trying to bury something deep inside her. A profound, almost primal act of possession.
His skin was warm under her digging fingers, the muscles of his forearms tight with a powerful control he wasn't bothering to use to temper his movements, only to maintain his driving force. This wasn't romantic in any sense of the word. It wasn't careful or tender. But god, it was rare. This raw, unfiltered intensity from James, a stark contrast to his usual precise, measured demeanor.
This kind of intensity... James didn't offer it often. When he took her, it was usually about reminding her where the power was, about his influence, his presence, his authority. Every movement was deliberate, every finish purposeful. But this? This was something else and she didn't dare ruin it by speaking.
Her breath caught again as he shifted, angling slightly deeper, his pace relentless. Her grip tightened on his forearms, her knuckles white. The bed creaked beneath them with each powerful thrust. Her inner thighs burned from holding position, the friction a constant ache. But she didn't care. If this was how he needed to get it out, she'd take it. Whatever was driving him now, rage, ambition, maybe even raw satisfaction from the deal that had landed in his lap, she was lucky enough to be the outlet.
The pressure was building fast, but it wasn't just the rhythmic friction of his body inside hers, it was him. The way his jaw clenched, the barely perceptible, guttural sounds slipping past his otherwise controlled breath, the sheer, undeniable force behind every thrust. It wasn't calculated anymore. It wasn't orchestrated. He was completely lost in the moment, utterly consumed.
He was in it.
And that did something to her. The realization, this rare crack in his controlled demeanor, this moment where even James wasn't in full control, pushed her over the edge. Her body tightened around him, an internal clenching that gripped him with unexpected force. The orgasm hit her, a sharp, hot jolt that emptied her lungs. A raw, choked cry tore from her throat, finally escaping, as her back arched hard against the bed. Her fingers dug deeper into his forearms, trying to anchor herself against the powerful wave.
That did it. The way she clenched around him with a sudden tightness, was too much for him to simply absorb. It was heat and pressure and something raw, a primal force that gripped him deeper than he anticipated. She wasn't just reacting to him; she was actively pulling it out of him, milking him with every involuntary spasm of her release, drawing his own climax closer with her desperate, uninhibited pleasure.
James swore under his breath. "Fuck," it was a low, guttural sound, as he pulled out fast. He shifted, climbing higher up her body until he hovered over her waist, his weight braced on his knees as he straddled her. One hand gripped her side, firm and possessive, holding her steady. Carmen's eyes, wide and fixed on him, watched as he stroked himself once, twice, then finished with a low, ragged grunt.
Even as the heat of his cum splashed across her breasts, a sudden warmth that spread rapidly, Carmen was still consumed by her own fading pleasure. More of it shot upward, tracing a hot path along her neck and splattering lightly on her chin. It was copious, a hot, thick liquid that began to trickle down from her chest, a warm rivulet finding the curve of her ribs. A few drops trailed lazily off her shoulder, cooling slightly as they met the air. In a desperate, futile attempt to prolong her own shuddering orgasm, Carmen pinched her thighs together, squeezing tightly even as his release coated her skin. Her hands came to her breasts, pressing them together in offering, while also pinching her own nipples.
She shuddered beneath him, dazed and trembling, still pulsing in the aftermath. The hot, sticky weight of his release settled on her skin, a tangible mark of his urgent need and the powerful moment they had just shared.
The kitchen smelled faintly of scorched coffee and wood polish, sunlight filtering through yellowed curtains that hadn't been changed in a decade. James sat straight-backed at the table, a crisp button-down rolled to the elbows, gold watch catching the light as he methodically arranged the paperwork in front of him.
Across from him, Dalton hunched in his chair. His shirt was wrinkled, the collar permanently softened from years of wear. He looked at the documents like they might bite.
The clear divide between the two men only reinforced Carmen's quiet disdain. James sat crisp and deliberate. Every movement was done with purpose. Dalton looked like the furniture. Aged, sagging, and more in the way than useful. She watched from her seat along the wall, silently judging the frayed seams at his elbow, the sweat-darkened rim of his cap left on the counter. It wasn't just poverty. It was surrender. The kind of smallness that settled in and made itself comfortable.
He looked as though he believed James owed him something.
"These are the terms," James said, tone even. "You and Betty get to stay in the house. Full use of the garden. These several acres here," he tapped the highlighted portion of the parcel map with a capped pen. "Everything outside of that is mine to do with as I please. If I want to parcel it off, sell it, lease it, develop it, doesn't matter. It's not your concern anymore. You get to live here. That's the part you should focus on."
Dalton's jaw worked, his teeth clenched on the inside of his cheek. "And the rent?"
James slid a second sheet across the table. The number was modest, but not insignificant. The rent itself didn't matter, not really. James's goal was much bigger than a monthly check from Dalton. The real value lay in what the land would bring when the highway came through. The rent was perfunctory, a formality to maintain the illusion that James was getting something now, while quietly securing everything that would matter later.
"That's monthly," James said. "Fixed for the first year. Adjusted annually based on regional markets. You're not paying to own it. You're paying to stay on land you no longer have to manage. I'll cover taxes, maintenance on outlying buildings, fencing, or what remains of it."
Dalton nodded slowly, eyes still on the paper. "And if I fall behind?"
James's face didn't change. "Then I'll do what any landlord does. But I imagine you won't." He paused, his eyes staring at Bob's. "You've never missed a mortgage payment, right, Bob? Or am I remembering that wrong?"
Dalton gave a dry chuckle. "Yeah. Right."
James leaned back, folding his hands. "I'm not your father, Bob. Or even my father. I'm not offering charity. This is dignity. A clean arrangement. You stay, you get the capital you're looking for, and you finally stop bleeding me out. Who else is going to buy a rundown farm around here?"
From her seat near the wall, Carmen didn't bother hiding her disinterest. She'd heard James use that tone before. Measured, and benevolent on the surface, while he slowly drove the blade deeper. Dalton never noticed. He was too busy clinging to the word dignity like it meant something to him.
She glanced at the man across the table, red in the face, collar limp, posture practically folded in on itself. The kind of man who thought patching a leaking pipe was fixing a house.
Pitiful, she thought. The fact that James even offered him a way to stay was more kindness than he deserved.
Dalton looked like he might object, but the words never formed. Instead, he gave a slow nod.
"Let me talk to Betty."
"You've got forty-eight hours," James said. "After that, the offer's off the table and so are the handouts. Frankly, with the amount of work I'm already doing to help you sell your own house, I ought to be deducting it from the purchase price."
They sat in silence for a moment, the only sound the hum of the refrigerator. Dalton reached for the paper again, as if staring at the terms would make the legal jargon make sense.
Light footsteps echoed from the hallway, soft against the worn floorboards. James didn't turn, but his eyes lifted toward the periphery of his vision.
Jeanie stepped into view, carrying a laundry basket against one hip. She hesitated a split second when she saw James, gave a small nod, and continued through the kitchen without a word. Barefoot, in loose jeans and an oversized t-shirt that hung past her hips. Nothing suggestive, just simple and modest. Worn more for coverage than anything else.
James didn't speak to her, but his eyes followed. Just a moment longer than he normally would have.
Carmen noticed. She gave the girl a quick once-over, wet hair pulled back, clothes shapeless, no makeup, and filed her opinion without hesitation: plain. Nothing but a soft, naive thing dressed like a farmhand's daughter, which is exactly what she was. There was no denying she had a pretty face, even without makeup. But pretty fades. Stupid sticks. And in Carmen's experience, girls like that didn't last long around men like James.
Dalton cleared his throat. "I'll let you know," he said.
James stood, already stacking the papers back into the folder. "Forty-eight hours, Bob." He left without another word.
Dalton stayed seated at the table, hands resting on the folder like it might float off if he let go. A moment later, Betty stepped into the kitchen. Her eyebrows were slightly furrowed as she glanced at her husband, then at the papers spread across the table.
"So?" she asked, hopeful. "Did he offer something fair?"
Dalton leaned back, a rare glimmer of satisfaction in his voice. "It's goin' through. Whole thing. We keep use of the house, a couple acres, and he's taking the rest. Rent's decent. Terms are clean."
Betty's brows lifted in surprise. "Well, that sounds better than I expected."
"It is," he said, nodding. "More than fair, honestly. I thought he'd lowball us, maybe tuck in some clause I'd regret, but no. Straight deal. Clean terms. And there's even enough left over to finally put something into that feed operation I've been planning."
He knew he was overselling it, but Betty didn't need the details. Half of it was still in his head anyway and she wouldn't follow most of it, not the way he saw it.
She stepped in closer, hands still clutched each other. Her voice softened. "You really think this'll turn things around?"
Dalton smiled. It was small, but real. "Yeah. I do."
She let out a breath, slow and steady. Then she smiled too. "Then I'm glad."
Dalton gave her a nod, the tension in his shoulders easing. Betty glanced down at the papers, then toward the hallway. "Jeanie came in earlier, soaked to the bone. No regard for James sittin' out here."
Dalton's expression shifted, jaw tightening again. "She shouldn't've come through like that while we were meeting." He gestured loosely toward the hall. "Drippin' wet, lookin' half-presentable--she knows better. This wasn't some social call. Man like James sits at our kitchen table, talkin' terms, and she strolls in like that on laundry day."
He exhaled sharply through his nose. "He's important. Deserves respect. She needs to carry herself better when business is bein' handled."
There was a pause, then his voice dropped. "I'll speak to her."
Betty didn't move at first. She just stood near the doorway, hands loosely clasped in front of her, eyes on him. "She didn't mean anything by it," she said softly. "Didn't even know he was still in the kitchen."
Dalton gave a short nod, though his jaw was still tight. "I know. But she needs to be more mindful. Can't be walking through like that when we've got company, especially a man like James. It's business."
He leaned back a little, still staring at the table. "She's nineteen now. Time she started acting like it. Doesn't look like a little girl anymore, and it's not right, her comin' through soaked to the skin. Might give the wrong person the wrong idea."
Betty offered a faint smile, more out of habit than conviction. "She just wasn't thinking," she murmured. "Still gets caught in her own head, same as always."
After a quiet moment, she added gently, "I'll remind her to be more careful. It's better coming from me."
Dalton didn't respond, but his shoulders eased just a touch.
"She's lucky," Betty said quietly. "He's a kind man. Didn't seem bothered."
There was another pause.
"But I'll speak to her, just the same."
She turned to leave, her voice soft as she disappeared down the hall. "Whatever you think is best, dear."
Dalton stayed seated long after Betty's footsteps faded. The house had gone quiet again, save for the faint ticking of the wall clock and the same low hum of the old fridge. His eyes rested on the papers in front of him, but he wasn't reading.
He was thinking about Jeanie.
Not the little girl who used to follow Betty around the kitchen, asking questions about pie crusts and egg yolks. Not even the awkward teenager who blushed when spoken to and never looked anyone in the eye for long. No, he was thinking about the young woman who'd walked through the kitchen earlier. Soaked to the bone, clothes clinging, either unaware or unconcerned that a man like James was still sitting at the table. That kind of carelessness wasn't just foolishness wasn't to be tolerated. She should've known better.



Dalton leaned back in his chair, the wood creaking beneath him. He'd always handled things the same way. The belt. Consistency is key in his mind. A man had to keep order, especially with his own daughter and under his roof.
But James had said something earlier, like it wasn't up for discussion.
"You want to discipline a grown woman under your roof, fine. But be smart. Use your hand. Don't leave marks."
Dalton hadn't responded then. Just kept walking. But the words stuck. Rolled around in his head ever since.
He didn't like the idea of changing course. But James wasn't a fool and maybe he had a point. Maybe it was time to try something different.
Jeanie wasn't a child anymore, not by age, not by the way she looked. She needed to be more aware of that. Needed to learn how to carry herself properly. She was a good girl, mostly. Quiet. Helpful. Never made a fuss. But she was still young. Still unformed. Still in need of shaping.
If she was going to keep living under his roof, under his care, then she needed to understand where the lines were, and what happened when she crossed them. Today had made that clear, with James having watched her cross the kitchen.
Dalton leaned forward, elbows braced against the table, his palms flattening against the worn wood. He hadn't used his hand in years. Not like that. But maybe this would make it stick.
The belt wasn't working. Hadn't been for a while. She kept making the same small mistakes, careless ones. Walking into a room without thinking. Speaking without measuring her tone. Acting like the world still bent around her just because no one had told her otherwise.
Maybe she needed something more direct. More personal. Something she'd remember.
He stood, the chair legs scraping softly across the floor, and made his way to the back door.
Jeanie was still by the clothesline, reaching up to hang a damp sheet. Her shirt clung in places, hair pulled back but still wet from the shower, the humidity not letting it dry.
"Jeanie."
She turned quickly, eyes alert. "Yes, sir?"
He gave a short nod. "Come with me."
She hesitated only a moment, then followed without a word.
He led her around the side of the house, toward the old barn-like shop, the same one James had seen her come out of months ago, cheeks flushed and eyes red, back when he first learned Dalton still believed in firm correction.
Dalton opened the door, stepped inside, and waited for her to follow. She did.
Once the door shut behind them, she stood quietly, hands in front of her, head slightly bowed.
"You know what this is about?"
She glanced up, then shook her head. "No, sir."
"Walkin' through the kitchen soaked like that, while James and I were talkin' terms. You didn't stop to think how that might come across?"
"I didn't know anyone was still in there," she said softly.
"That's just it." His voice was flat. "You didn't know. You didn't check. You're nineteen, Jeanie, you don't look like a child anymore. A girl walks through like that, it can give a man the wrong idea."
Dalton pulled the old chair forward and sat, the wood creaking beneath his weight. He looked at her a moment longer.
She stood still, just a few steps away, barefoot, skin still faintly glistening from the moisture between her shower and the humid air. Her damp hair was pulled back in a low twist, small dark strands clinging to the sides of her neck. The oversized t-shirt hugged lightly where the fabric hadn't fully dried, along her sides, across her chest. Her jeans, rolled at the ankle, were a little rumpled, clinging at the calves.
She didn't look like a little girl anymore. Not with that figure. Not with the way she filled out that shirt even through its baggy nature.
And that was the problem.
"Come here," he said, patting his thigh.
Jeanie's eyes flicked up, then quickly down again. Her heart skipped. The tone was firm and familiar, and carried the same authority it always had, but something about it felt different this time. She took a slow step forward.
She hadn't seen the belt. Hadn't heard the sound of it sliding from the loops like usual. There was always that sound. Her hands tightened in front of her. Maybe he was going to lecture her first. Or maybe the belt was behind the chair, waiting. She didn't ask. She never asked.
Dalton watched the way she moved in small, careful steps, like she was trying to make herself smaller. That same timid posture she'd had since she was a younger. Still obedient. Still quiet. Yet, the stark reality of what had changed arrested his attention. The simple shirt she wore, once comfortably loose, now clung to her chest with an almost startling intimacy he'd never felt before, outlining the undeniable rise and fall of her breasts. The material stretched, pulling taut across a more developed form, revealing the subtle undulations of a womanly figure that had blossomed beneath the unassuming fabric.
She stopped just in front of him, hands folded, shoulders tight. Her eyes lifted for a moment, hesitant, confused, then dropped again when he didn't say anything more.
"Belt doesn't seem to be gettin' through anymore," he said, voice even. "So we're tryin' something different."
Jeanie blinked, her lips parting slightly. She hadn't been spanked like that in years, not since she was much younger, before the belt became the norm. Back then, it felt closer. More humiliating. This felt like going backward. And somehow worse.
Her eyes dropped to his lap, then darted away. Her chest tightened, but she didn't protest. She never did. Dalton leaned back slightly, settling in as he waited. She stepped forward again and began to lean over, preparing to brace one hand on the floor to steady herself.
"Jeanie."
She froze. His voice wasn't raised, but it had that edge she knew to be corrective, final. He nodded toward her waist.
"You know better. A spanking don't do any good through denim."
Her breath caught. For a moment, she stayed still, then slowly straightened. "Yes, sir."
Dalton's gaze intensified, locking onto her every subtle movement as her fingers, slender and trembling just a fraction, found the small, metal button of her jeans.
Her fingers fumbled, a slight tremor she couldn't quite disguise, as they brushed against the button
She could feel his eyes on her, a burning intensity that made the hair on her arms prickle. This moment, this precise stripping away, always knotted her stomach with a sick anxiety. She kept her gaze glued to a fixed point on the floor, a desperate attempt to ignore the feel of his attention.
After watching her thumb the button through the hole, followed by the zipper, Dalton saw the subtle clench of her jaw. The way her shoulders tensed, even as the denim began its slow, surrender. A hushed rustle filled the sudden silence, and she flinched internally as the fabric glided over her hips, a cool caress against her skin. It snagged, briefly and exquisitely, at her thighs, and a wave of heat rushed across her face bringing a blush, completely unrelated to the room's temperature. Then, with a soft exhalation of cloth, it pooled around her ankles, leaving her vulnerable to the depths of his unwavering stare.
Her underwear was a plain, pale blue cotton. It was modest like everything she wore. She prepared to settle her weight across his lap, palms on his thigh to brace herself as she lowered, ready to reach towards the floor to support herself, her breathing shallow.
Then she heard him again.
"No, ma'am."
Dalton's hand pressed lightly against her back, stopping her descent. "Don't think you're keepin' those on just 'cause I'm not usin' the strap. That ain't how this goes."
She froze again, a sharp, disorienting jolt tightening in her chest. Being bare for a correction was her normal state, always bare, but this? This was an entirely uncharted territory. An unsettling intimacy she hadn't prepared for. No workbench, no sterile distance, no bracing for the predictable impact of leather. Her imagination seized, already recoiling from the scandalous realization she was about to be draped across his lap, her bare skin meeting the rough weave of his trousers, a shocking, unbidden closeness. And then, the true tremor of hesitation: the knowledge that it would be his bare hand, a correction utterly unlike any she had known.
She swallowed. "Yes, sir."
Her fingers moved to the waistband, and she slipped them down with minimal hesitation. Delaying her punishment only made it more severe. The cotton slid past her hips and thighs, settling at her ankles, tangled with the denim still pooled at her feet.
Her breath caught, an almost imperceptible hitch as she processed the gravity of the next step. His lap. The words echoed in her mind, marking this as an entirely new threshold. The weight of that realization settled on her, slowing her every intention. Slowly, she began to move forward, her clothes around her ankles, a clumsy impediment, tugging with each small shift of weight as she began to lower herself across his lap once more. Her palms now pressed to the floor, a desperate anchor, as her cheek turned toward the boards. As she leaned in, her shirt bunched up along her waist, high enough that the rough weave of his pants pressed directly against her bare skin. It felt like an abrasive shock across her abdomen, one of the seams biting slightly into her hip as she finally succumbed and settled.
Dalton placed a steady hand at the small of her back. She didn't flinch. She was used to the waiting part, the stillness. But never like this, never with the stark, physical reality of her body pressing into his, anticipating the touch of his bare hand.
Her shirt had ridden up higher than he'd expected, a quiet unveiling of more of her back. The soft line of her waist narrowed, a forbidden invitation, before flaring into full, bare hips. He'd seen her like this before, more than once. She was always bare when corrected. Always obedient. But across his lap like this, it registered differently, a shift from a familiar form to something newly, powerfully intimate. She wasn't a girl anymore.
She'd undeniably filled out, and now, in this position, he could feel it. See it. A warmth bloomed under his palm, a silent acknowledgment of her womanly curves. Then his eyes snagged, arrested by something else entirely. Right there, where her thighs eased into the curve of her ample backside, he saw the dark, soft line of her pubic hair. It was natural, not too sparse, just thick enough to obscure, but not fully hide, the womanhood within.
Of course, he knew it was there. He'd caught glimpses during previous corrections, but never quite like this: so undeniably close, presented with such vulnerable clarity. She wasn't one of those loose girls who shaved themselves bare, he'd never approve of such a thing, and as long as she was being disciplined, he'd always know. But he'd never been this acutely aware of it before. This close, or from this intimate angle, with her stretched out across his lap, open, still, trusting. A confusing mix of his firm discipline and a forbidden appreciation stirred within him, a pull he knew he shouldn't be feeling.
He cleared his throat, low in his chest, and adjusted his hand on her back. This wasn't about that. It was about teaching her something. A lesson. One she wouldn't forget.
He let the silence stretch, drawing out the moment for several long seconds, just enough time for her mind to begin racing, for the quiet anticipation to build into a knot in her stomach. Then, with a slow, deliberate movement, he raised his hand.
The first swat landed flat and loud across the very center of one of her cheeks, a sudden, startling impact that sent a sharp jolt through her. Her body instinctively lunged forward a little, but her hands, pressed firmly against the floorboards, caught her before she could fully lose balance.
Jeanie's breath hitched, a tiny, ragged gasp escaping her lips. It hurt, yes, but not with the familiar, slicing pain of the belt. This was different: a broader, deeper ache that radiated across her skin with a dull throb instead of cutting sharply through it. She didn't know what she'd expected from his bare hand, it'd been to long since she'd felt it to remember, but it certainly wasn't this unsettling, pervasive sting.
She remained silent, save a tiny whimper she chocked down. No words escaped her. All she could do was brace herself, every muscle tensing in preparation for the next impact.
The second strike came a mere second later, a rhythmic smack, followed by another, each one steady and firm. The sting settled in fast, a familiar fire, and with it came a radiating warmth that spread quickly across her behind and deep into the backs of her thighs. She could already feel her skin flushing beneath his hand, turning a mottled, angry pink, before turning red, with each repeated blow.
Dalton noticed the subtle give of her flesh with each strike, a soft, responsive cushioning that seemed to bounce back almost immediately. Every blow left a faint, blossoming red outline on her skin, and he could feel the heat steadily building with each repetition. She wasn't crying, not a single tear, but her breathing had unmistakably changed. It was shorter now, coming in unsteady gasps that hinted at the effort it took to hold still.
He shifted his free hand on the small of her back, a firm, reassuring pressure meant to keep her from squirming. That's when something else hit him, a faint scent, almost imperceptible beneath the familiar smells of soap and sweat. It was something warmer, subtly sweet, a hint of something primal. He didn't dwell on it, just registered it as a fleeting impression. Her skin felt heated beneath his palm; her entire body taut with tension. He chalked it up to anticipation of the next spank and didn't question it further, his focus unwavering on the task at hand.
Another swat landed, this one with a little more force. She let out a sharp expulsion of breath, a sound that was nearly a gasp but cut off before it could fully form. Her face burned, a flush of heat mirroring the intense sting now radiating across her bottom.
Jeanie didn't understand what was happening. The pain was real, yes, but something else, something slower and unwelcome, had begun to bloom beneath it. A peculiar weight settled low in her abdomen, and a tense constriction wound up in her chest. A deep, unsettling warmth seemed to seep into her limbs, entirely unrelated to the sharp sting of the punishment. Without thinking, her thighs pressed together, a subconscious attempt to contain the escalating sensations.
Another swat landed, a crisp, resounding slap that made her body jerk with the impact. Then another followed a breath later, a solid thud against her skin. Each strike left a distinct imprint, the sting intensifying and radiating outward.
She knew she was supposed to be focusing on the lesson, on the reason she was here. But her thoughts had scattered, drowned out by the sheer, overwhelming tide of sensation. Her skin tingled, alive in a way she'd never experienced. Each blow brought a fresh wave of heat that spread like wildfire, but it wasn't just pain anymore exactly.
She bit her lip, the small pain a desperate effort to ground herself. Her body was reacting in ways she didn't understand, responding to the relentless impacts with a strange, unfamiliar energy, and the sheer confusion only made it worse.
Dalton brought his hand down again and watched her flinch, not just from the contact, but from anticipation. The skin beneath his palm was warm now, blotched red in uneven patterns across both cheeks. A few more and it would deepen.
She hadn't protested once, but her breathing told him what he needed to know. It was shallow, hitched, strained. She wasn't tuning it out this time.
Good, he thought. Maybe now it's sinking in. Too many times she'd nodded, apologized, promised to do better, and then ended up back in the same place. But this... this had her full attention. She'd remember this, the feeling of it, the lesson embedded in each sting.
He landed another firm swat, and he felt her entire body clench in response. She was quiet, she always was, but he recognized the signs. The subtle tremor in her frame, the way her breath hitched. She was feeling it, truly feeling the impact. And maybe, just maybe, she was even starting to think what she had done in the first place.
Across his lap, Jeanie fought to stay utterly still, her hands pressing harder into the unforgiving floorboards. Her legs twitched once, an involuntary spasm, her thighs drawing together again in a desperate, futile attempt to contain the escalating sensations. The sting from the blows had blurred into something hotter now, a deep warmth that felt layered and pulsed across her bottom. But it was the confusing flutter low in her stomach that disturbed her most. A relentless tension that only seemed to coil tighter with each passing moment, refusing to subside.
Her breaths came too fast, too shallow, catching in her throat. She felt profoundly exposed, and not just because she was bare. It was something deeper, a raw vulnerability that went beyond the physical act. Something more intimate. And worse, something she couldn't quite name, a strange sense that perhaps, beneath the pain, it wasn't entirely unwelcome.
Jeanie bit down on her lip, hard, the pain a desperate attempt to regain control, to drown out the confusion. Anger flared within her, directed squarely at herself.
Another swat landed, firmer than the last. She gasped, and this time the sound slipped out, too soft to be called a cry, but real all the same. A whispered testament to the overwhelming surge of feeling.
Dalton paused, his hand resting against the mounting heat of her skin, feeling the faint tremble that now ran through her body. Her breathing had turned ragged, a frantic counterpoint to the quiet room. He gave a firm nod to himself. She'd remember this. Finally.
But then his gaze sharpened, catching something in her posture that gave him pause. The gasp had been small, yes, but sharp, and a different sound than the others. Her breathing had been unsteady before, but now it was verging on panicked. When he looked down, truly looked, he saw her knuckles had gone stark white where her hands pressed desperately into the floorboards. Her whole body was trembling, a deeper, more violent tremor than he'd felt just seconds ago.
He hesitated, the unspoken question hanging in the air. He'd been measured. Careful. He knew the precise amount of force he'd used, every controlled strike. But something in her stillness now felt different. Off. A cold knot formed in his gut. Maybe he'd pushed too far.
She wasn't crying, but she was close, her body a hair's breadth from breaking. Her legs were rigid, locked tight against the floor. The small of her back rose and fell in quick, shallow bursts beneath his hand, a frantic rhythm. The tension in her body no longer felt like submission. It felt like something knotted and frayed, pulled to its absolute limit.
Had he misjudged it?
He let out a slow breath through his nose and sat back slightly, the movement easing some of the pressure on her. "Alright," he said quietly, his voice a low rumble. "That's enough." His palm lingered for just a moment longer, the heat of her skin branding his, before finally lifting away.
Jeanie didn't move. She couldn't. Her muscles, strung taut from the punishment, refused to obey. The relief should have washed over her first, a cool balm after the storm, but it didn't. Instead, all she felt was a pervasive, burning heat behind her eyes. Hot tears being held back, in her chest, a tight, aching knot, and deeper still, where she didn't want to acknowledge it, a shamefully unfamiliar warmth that pulsed through her. Her thoughts blurred, swimming in a disorienting mix of shame and utter confusion. She didn't know what had just happened inside her, only that she wanted to crawl out of her own skin, to escape the bewildering sensations that lingered.



She kept her face desperately turned away, looking towards the floorboards. She was terrified that if he saw her expression, he'd know. Know that something wasn't right with her. Know that she wasn't right.
Dalton's hand hovered for a second longer, a lingering warmth above her back, before finally withdrawing completely, leaving her feeling utterly, disturbingly alone with the aftermath.
"You can fix yourself up," he said, quieter now.
Jeanie slowly pushed herself upright, her weight shifting carefully off his lap. She took a small, uncertain step to the side, but didn't immediately reach for the tangled heap of her clothes around her ankles.
She simply stood there, hands at her sides, head bowed, as if waiting for her scattered thoughts to catch up with her body. The heat still radiated across her bottom, a deep, persistent warmth that was more than just soreness now.
Dalton watched her for a moment in silent study. She looked off-balance, more than just chastised. She seemed unsteady, almost fragile. He let out a quiet exhale. It had been years since he'd used his bare hand. Maybe it had, indeed, been too much.
Without a conscious thought, he leaned forward, his arm extending toward the floor. "C'mere," he murmured, his voice softer this time, a low invitation.
She didn't stop him. A subtle stillness held her, a silent acknowledgment of his gesture.
He leaned further, his fingers brushing against the fabric pooled around her feet. The panties, a pale blue cotton, were still tangled in the denim, soft and delicate. He separated them gently, his touch light, then hooked his fingers beneath the waistband. With deliberate care, he guided them upward, working the soft material past her ankles, then over the smooth curve of her calves.
As the cotton rose along her thighs, his eyes followed instinctively, drawn by the movement. That's when he saw it. There was a single, glistening drop, perfectly clear, tracing a slow, trailing path down the inside of her left thigh, a silent testament to the raw aftermath. He didn't react, didn't pause his movement, but he saw it.
And his mind, stubborn and unyielding, simply refused to acknowledge what it meant.
He said nothing, keeping his movements steady, raising the pale blue panties the rest of the way. He eased the soft fabric over the curve of her bottom. She tensed slightly as they passed over the most tender skin, and he adjusted his grip, more pressure on the waistband, gentler elsewhere, a deliberate touch. Once they were in place, he adjusted the band carefully across her lower back, then slid his fingers along the leg holes, first the left, then the right, ensuring everything was flat, proper, covered.
He shifted, about to reach for the denim, but before he could, she stepped forward just enough to pull away from his touch. Bending at the waist, she retrieved the jeans herself, her face still carefully turned away from him.
"Thank you, sir," she said, quiet but clear, the words a low murmur in the quiet room.
Dalton sat upright again, his hands resting on his thighs. He gave a small nod, but didn't speak. Jeanie pulled her jeans up with careful hands, wincing faintly as the waistband brushed over the heat still lingering on her skin. She buttoned them quickly, not bothering to tuck in her shirt. It hung loose, twisted from where it had ridden up, but she made no effort to fix it.
She turned toward the door. Her footsteps were light and unhurried on the wood, and she didn't look back.
Dalton didn't move. He just watched the door swing shut behind her, the quiet latch clicking into place. The shop felt still. Too still. He ran a hand over his face and let out a slow breath through his nose. His palm was warm. He could still feel the residual sting from where it struck her repeatedly, and that bothered him more than he wanted to admit.
It wasn't supposed to be like that. This was meant to be clear: action and consequence, a misstep and a correction. Nothing personal. Nothing complicated.
But now, sitting in the silence, he glanced down at his hand again and wondered if the belt had been better after all. It was cleaner, created distance, left no room for confusion. She hadn't fought him, hadn't even flinched, but the look on her face as she left hadn't been the look of someone who'd simply been corrected. It had been something else.
And that unsettled him.
She was dressed appropriately, all things considered, but that didn't mean she liked it. A fitted white blouse, light enough for the heat but still pressed. Khaki pants, structured and cropped just above the ankle. Designer, of course. Everything was. Even the boots were leather, soft and spotless when she left the house. Now dust clung to the toes, and the backs were already scuffed from the walk. She hated this place, but she didn't complain. Or at least not out loud.
James walked twenty feet ahead, sharp in a white shirt as well, sleeves rolled just so. Clipboard in one hand, a faint crease between his brows, he let Dalton drone on about well rights and boundary lines without interruption. Carmen trailed behind. Not so far that she couldn't hear, but far enough to be left alone.
She'd worked under men like Dalton before. Talkers. She could spot one in the first five minutes. And she'd watched James dismantle them just as quickly. He didn't interrupt, didn't argue. He simply let them keep talking until they realized, too late, that they weren't leading the conversation anymore. He'd always had that effect even before his father passed.
Back then, she'd just started as his assistant when he came to work in the office. She was taking calls, managing schedules, fielding glances from executives who couldn't quite grasp why someone that pretty always seemed one step ahead of them. She remembered the first time he invited her out, in a casual, non-flirtatious kind of way. The second time had been clearer. By the third, she knew exactly where it was heading. She hadn't been sure about him at first, or about what it would mean. James never made promises. But he never made her guess either.
The earrings came after. The travel. The corner office. And, eventually, the freedom to stop caring what anyone whispered behind her back.
Carmen adjusted her sunglasses and stepped into the narrow sliver of shade cast by a tired-looking tree, arms loosely crossed. James was still speaking to Dalton, gesturing toward a break in the tree line, letting Dalton believe the idea might've been his. That was James's way. Control didn't shift to him with force. It just slipped toward him, quietly, like gravity.
She tilted her head slightly as he bent over the map. His voice was low, but she didn't need to hear the words. She knew the speech by now. She didn't love being dragged out here but she never got tired of watching him work.
They walked back up the long gravel drive, the house coming into view one cracked tire rut at a time. Dalton talked the whole way, going on about easements and neighborly disputes, barely noticing the heat.
Carmen noticed.
The sun had turned harsh, baking everything it touched. Sweat gathered beneath her blouse, and the backs of her knees stuck uncomfortably inside her khakis. She didn't say a word, but every step reminded her how much she hated being here.
James walked ahead of her, as usual, clipboard still tucked under one arm, nodding occasionally as Dalton rambled. He looked unbothered. Always did.
As they reached the bend before the house, a clatter rang out from the far side. The sound of metal latches hitting. Carmen glanced over just in time to see Jeanie crossing the side yard with a tin of feed under one arm, heading for the chicken coop.
She was moving with the steps of someone that'd done this walk a thousand times before. Head down, trying not to be seen. Her dress was light and loose, hair pulled back, nothing unusual at first glance. Still, Carmen caught the moment James noticed her. He didn't stop walking. Didn't say anything. But his head turned to follow her for a second longer than needed before returning to the path ahead.
Carmen kept moving, but her mood was souring fast. The sweat, the dust, the cling of clothes that weren't meant for this kind of heat, and it was all wearing thin. She wiped the back of her neck with the edge of her palm and glanced at James again, still walking ahead, cool as ever.
What the hell could he possibly see in a farm girl so immature her father still had to take a belt to her?
Jeanie was quiet, sure. But so were most doormats. There was nothing polished about her. Nothing intentional, just a plain, soft thing with her eyes always down and her hair always pulled back like a child. She probably didn't even own mascara.
Carmen squinted into the sun and shifted her sunglasses higher on her nose. It wasn't jealousy, at least not the kind she'd ever admit to. It was confusion. Frustration. It came from watching a man like James take even half a second longer than necessary to notice someone who, by all accounts, should've been invisible.
Whatever it was, she didn't like it. And the heat wasn't helping.
Jeanie scattered the last of the feed into the pan, moving quickly. The chickens clucked around her feet, but she barely registered them. She still had the water to check, and she didn't want to be in the way when they came back.
She heard footsteps on the gravel and glanced up. They were close now, Mr. Addams, her father, and the woman. Carmen.
Jeanie dropped her eyes and wiped her hands on the sides of her thighs, heart picking up. She turned slightly, not enough to look like she was staring, but enough to see them as they reached the porch.
James had the same calm about him as always. She could never read him. He was too much for her to understand. And Carmen was... striking. Tall, put together, her white blouse still crisp like she hadn't been sweating at all.
Jeanie shifted her weight, trying not to fidget. She didn't want them to see her. But she still watched, just a little longer. She bent to set the tin down by the fence, brushing her palms off on her thighs. The sweat was making her dress cling again, and she tugged at the fabric absently as she stood.
Carmen stepped up onto the porch beside James, sunglasses in place, her posture untouched by the heat. Even her hair looked perfect. Jeanie didn't know women like that. Didn't even understand how someone could move like that in the sun without sweating through their clothes.
She looked like she belonged in a magazine. Jeanie felt as though she looked like she belonged in the dirt.
Her thoughts hovered somewhere between embarrassment and curiosity as she turned back to the coop. She bent again to check the latch.
James stepped onto the porch behind Dalton, eyes still on the notes clipped to his board. He'd already seen what he needed to see. Jeanie had been by the coop, moving quick but deliberate as she tried to disappear into the work.
He didn't miss much.
A breeze picked up from the south, sudden and dry. It cut across the yard, lifting dust and the hem of Jeanie's dress along with it in one motion. Just a second, maybe less, but enough. The fabric flipped high at the back, catching the light and revealing a flash of skin just below the curve of her butt before it dropped back into place.
She reached for it, smoothing it down instinctively. She didn't look up, or know he was watching. But Carmen did.
She caught the flick of his eyes before he turned away. There was a kind of pause that was barely noticeable unless you knew him. And she knew him better than most.
She followed his line of sight just in time to see Jeanie smoothing her dress down, the breeze already gone. A second too late to stop the view it had offered. The girl probably didn't even realize.
Carmen adjusted her sunglasses, the plastic frame warm against the bridge of her nose. She said nothing, but her jaw tightened as she watched Jeanie walk back toward the coop like nothing had happened.
Was that what this was now? A little stumble at the hem and James suddenly couldn't help but look?
She wanted to believe it was nothing. That he hadn't even noticed. But she'd seen the flick in his eyes. The subtle turn of his head. James didn't stare. He didn't gawk, but he observed and Carmen knew the difference.
She turned her attention back to the door, one step behind him, her lips pressed together.
Dalton pulled the screen door open with a creak and disappeared inside, still talking, his voice trailing off into the kitchen.
James didn't follow right away. He stayed on the porch, scanning the line of fencing along the edge of the property. Carmen stepped in beside him, her heels tapping once against the boards before she came to a stop.
"You saw the eastern boundary?" she asked, keeping her voice low.
James nodded, eyes still ahead. "It's worse than I expected. Post line's crooked and at least twenty feet short of where the easement map says it should be."
Carmen didn't look surprised. She reached into her satchel and pulled out a folded copy of the boundary map, handing it to him. "I marked the discrepancy. County assessor's notes confirm it."
He took the paper and gave it a glance, but his focus had already started to drift. The movement of his hand slowed, eyes drifting across the page without really reading.
It had been months ago when he and Carmen had come out back to stretch their legs when they heard it: the unmistakable sound of a belt striking flesh. What followed had been harder to forget. Jeanie running past them, red-faced, clutching her pants, eyes wet and focused on nothing but escape. Then Dalton had stepped out of the shed, still threading his belt through the loops, looking more irritated than ashamed.
James remembered the way Dalton had tried to play it off, muttering something about a boy from down the road and how a good whipping was the only thing that got through to her. He hadn't asked for James's opinion, but James had given it anyway.
Now, standing on the other porch, with the same dust hanging in the air, the memory clung to him heavier than it had at the time.
"Odds on she's still getting whipped," he said, almost to himself.
Beside him, Carmen didn't answer at first. She was quiet for a moment, sunglasses still in place, gaze fixed on the distance. "She's obedient," she said eventually.
"She's nineteen," he replied, voice flat.
"She lives in his house. That's how he sees it."
James didn't respond. He folded the map, tucking it back under the clipboard, then let his eyes drift once more toward the side yard where the chicken coop sat. Jeanie wasn't there anymore. But he still pictured her.
The screen door creaked open again, and Dalton stepped back onto the porch, wiping his hands on the front of his jeans like he'd just finished something. "If y'all are headed out, I'll walk you to the car," he said, already moving past them without waiting for confirmation.
James gave a slight nod and followed. Carmen adjusted her bag on her shoulder and fell in behind them, silent.
The walk to the car was short, but Dalton never stopped talking. It was mostly about fencing costs and feed prices, the usual half-sell, half-complaint. James let him go on, offering nothing in return.
Then, without warning, he cut in.
"You stop using the belt on her?"
Dalton paused mid-sentence, blinking. His hand scratched absently at the back of his neck.
"She's twenty," he said. "What do you think?"
A moment passed, then quieter, almost like he didn't want to say it.
"Mostly."
James's tone didn't change. "It should be always. All it takes is her showing someone the welts and suddenly you've got a much bigger problem on your hands."
Dalton's mouth pulled tight. "Don't feel right, using my hand. Not on her. It's too... close. I was raised on the belt. That's how I learned."
James turned slightly, his eyes steady now. "And you're not a child. Neither is she."
Dalton looked down, jaw flexing.
"You want to discipline her?" James continued, voice quieter but colder now. "Fine. But I won't have you dragging trouble back to me because you don't know when to pull back."
He opened the driver's side door, but didn't get in.
"Use your hand. No marks, no questions."
Dalton gave a small nod, slow and reluctant.
James didn't wait for anything more. He slid into the car without looking back.
Turning the car around, the tires crunched over the packed gravel as they headed down the long drive. The house grew smaller in the mirror, but neither of them looked back.
Carmen adjusted her sunglasses, then glanced sideways, voice smooth.
"She's had a birthday, hasn't she?" she said lightly. "Your soft-spoken little milkmaid."
Her tone made it sound like an insult. It was.
"She still walks like she's scared of her own shadow. Or maybe she just likes pretending she doesn't know men are watching."
James kept his eyes on the road. "She's not mine," he said, voice even. "I've barely said ten words to her."
Carmen gave a soft hm, one corner of her mouth curling. "That's usually all it takes. Quiet girls fall hardest for men who don't pay them any mind." She shifted in her seat, letting the sunlight catch the gold of her bracelet. "One look, and suddenly they're writing your name in the margins of their Bibles."
James didn't respond, but his grip on the wheel tightened by a fraction.
Carmen didn't say anything else. She turned back toward the window, jaw tightening just slightly, one manicured finger absently tracing the edge of her purse. He wasn't going to respond, she could see that, and she should've known better. James had a way of making silence feel final. Pushing him, even gently, only worked when he allowed it, and poking at whatever quiet interest he may or may not have had in a girl like Jeanie was a step too far.
She straightened in her seat and adjusted her blouse, her voice cooler, lighter when she spoke again. "We'll need to follow up with the county office. That southern boundary line's going to give us more work than we thought. Might be worth looping in someone from engineering."
James gave a slight nod, eyes fixed on the road ahead. He didn't bother to look at Carmen. She'd done what she always did and pressed too far, then retreated into professionalism before he had to call it what it was.
But the question lingered. Not Carmen's, exactly. His own. Jeanie...
She'd always been around, in the background of these visits, barely speaking. Just a girl in the periphery, half-shielded by her mother's apron strings or the barn door. He remembered her younger, carrying pie out to the men on the porch like it was the most serious thing in the world. Head down, words mumbled, eyes never quite lifting off the floor. And now she was twenty. At least, Dalton had said as much. Last time he'd checked, she was still nineteen.
James adjusted his grip on the wheel, eyes narrowing slightly at the road. She was twenty now, no longer a teen, and still being spanked like a child. And that, he wasn't sure what to make of.
Dalton's comment echoed back to him, that clumsy half-confession: "Don't feel right, using my hand." It had sounded almost ashamed, like the contact made it too personal. James couldn't decide what unsettled him more, that Dalton still believed it was his place to physically discipline her at all, or that he'd suddenly grown cautious about touching her.
There was little conversation on the drive back, and what little there was stayed focused on the land fencing discrepancies, easement lines, what it would take to partition the acreage cleanly. Carmen made a note about following up with the county; James mentioned looping in a surveyor. Nothing personal, just the work.
But when they pulled into the drive and stepped inside, the business ended.



They moved through the house without much sound, the quiet scuff of Carmen's boots against the floor the only trace of their arrival. James set the clipboard down in the entryway and began unfastening his cuffs as he walked upstairs. She followed, silent but watching.
He always did that, loosened his cuffs when his focus shifted. In the office, it meant business: time to roll up his sleeves and make decisions no one else wanted to. But here, in the house, it meant something else entirely. The day was done. He wasn't working anymore, and he expected the same from her.
She waited near the bed while he crossed the room, pushing his sleeves to the forearms, posture more relaxed than she usually saw him after visiting the Dalton farm. She said nothing. He already knew what had been on her mind from the car ride.
When he stepped close, there was just a hand reaching for the buttons of her blouse, back to the focus he had in the car. He didn't rush, or speak. Carmen didn't help him. She never did when he initiated undressing her.
As the fabric slipped from her shoulders, his fingers brushed lightly over her hip. He kissed her once, near the collarbone. His fingers skimmed the edge of her bra, then traced lightly over the curve of her hip. He leaned in and kissed the base of her collarbone again. He liked the feel of her skin there. Always had.
"She's not a concern," he murmured, the words so low they barely carried the short distance between them. "Quiet little thing. Doesn't even look me in the eye." His tone was dismissive, just enough to echo Carmen's own phrasing, just enough to maintain the balance he held with her. But that was the problem. If she wasn't a concern, why bring her up again?
Carmen said nothing, but the thought settled in her mind. James didn't speak idly. He didn't revisit what hadn't crossed his mind. And when something caught his attention, something new, something that glinted just enough under the right light, he had a way of reaching for it, often without realizing he'd done so.
She wasn't worried about love. James didn't operate that way. But Carmen had carved out a place beside him and held onto it carefully. Her worth wasn't measured in affection, it was in access, trust, proximity. Being useful to him.
The moment someone else started to shift that balance, even a quiet, dirt-covered farm girl who didn't speak unless spoken to, didn't go unnoticed. Carmen felt it and she would do whatever it took to keep from being replaced.
Carmen didn't speak. She stepped back a pace, as if considering something, then reached for the button of her khakis. Her fingers worked slowly, with the same deliberate care she used when dressing for him. She eased the zipper down and slid the pants over her hips, pushing them past her thighs and letting them fall around her boots with a soft rustle.
She didn't step out of them right away. Instead, she turned slightly toward the dresser, giving him an intentional view as she bent forward to unlace each boot. From where he sat, the curve of her backside was framed perfectly in her underwear. They were high-cut, and dark, nothing elaborate, but stretched tight enough to leave little to the imagination. The fabric hugged her just enough to draw his eye, and he let it linger, watching the flex of her thighs as she shifted her weight.
When both boots were off, she nudged the pants aside with her foot, before straightening. She hadn't looked at him through any of it.
At the dresser, she took a folded towel from the stack and carried it to the bed. She laid it down at the edge, smoothing it with one hand, then moved to the nightstand. As she bent to retrieve the small bottle, her back arched slightly and her legs shifted just far enough apart to change the line of tension in the fabric stretched across her hips.
The panties pulled tight across her mound, outlining the soft cleft beneath, the shape of her body pressing faintly against the delicate material. The movement was overt and just enough to hint at what lay beneath. Just enough to showcase what she knew he was looking at.
She lingered in that position a moment longer than necessary before straightening, bottle in hand, and turning toward him.
Stepping between his knees, she reached for his belt. The metal buckle clinked sharply as she drew it open. She popped the button, lowered the zipper, and tugged his slacks down. They dropped with a soft collapse around his ankles, the loose belt giving one last clatter against the floor. His boxers followed with a single pull, and she freed him with practiced ease, his cock rising, half-hard and thick, and already responding.
Without a word, she opened the bottle and poured a small amount of the oil into her palm. She rubbed her hands together slowly, warming it, letting the slick coat her fingers in quiet preparation. Then she wrapped her hand around him, firm, smooth grip, and began to stroke. There was no teasing, she simply moved exactly the way he liked.
She kept her focus on the task, letting her strokes grow longer. The warmth of the oil mixed with the steady pull of her hand, drawing him to full hardness in a matter of seconds. Her other hand rolling his sack around in her palm, fingertips manipulating him just enough to provide a light pressure.
He watched, appreciating her skilled fingers after years of practice on him.
Once she felt him throb against her palm, clearly wanting more she leaned in and pressed a slow kiss to the center of his abdomen. Then another, just above the line where his boxers had rested moments earlier. Her breath lingered on his skin. She paused there, lips parted, letting the anticipation stretch just long enough before pulling back.
Her hands left him only long enough to guide his body back. She gave him a nudge. It was a small push, but reflected her intentions and he leaned back until he sat fully against the mattress, shoulders relaxed, legs slightly spread. She climbed into his lap in one smooth motion, knees bracketing his waist, the soft slide of her skin against his as she settled over him.
Her panties were still on, but barely. The heat between her legs was already evident in the way the fabric was damp and clinging to her. She let her slick hands rest against his shoulders for balance, grinding once against him, a slow, suggestive, dragging that moved her mound along the length of his shaft. He was caught between her thighs, pressed against the soaked cotton, and her movements made the tension between them unbearable.
Then she shifted her weight back and reached down, pushing the panties to the side with two fingers. One hand wrapped around him again, guiding him into place. She held steady as she slowly sank down, taking him inch by inch until he was buried inside her, the stretch of it making her inhale sharply against his neck. Her hands gripped his shoulders harder as she adjusted, rocked, and let herself settle into the fullness of him.
She stayed like that for a moment, unmoving, letting her body pulse around him, letting him savor the tight, wet, control of the Kegel muscles, before she began to move. Just the slow, grinding rhythm of someone who knew exactly how to hold his attention after years of learning how to draw it out with him.
She pressed her forehead to his for a moment, catching her breath, then started to move. Her hips shifted in a small, grinding circle, keeping him deep, stirring him inside her. She rocked again, the motion tight and controlled, dragging her slick heat around him, testing what angles made him twitch tonight, what pressure made him grunt.
Each movement was deliberate. She wasn't bouncing or riding with speed, she was grinding, rotating, keeping him buried and making him feel every inch. Her thighs tightened around him, keeping herself balanced, hands steady on his shoulders as she worked her hips in slow circles, coaxing more from him without giving in to anything fast or frantic.
His hands slid up from her legs, fingers trailing over the soft curve of her waist, then higher. He cupped her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples, and she let out a soft breath, not stopping. Her hands held to his shoulders, the only anchor as she kept circling her hips, keeping him exactly where she wanted him.
She leaned in again, close to his ear, her breath warm against his skin. Still grinding, slow and tight. Then quietly, almost like it slipped out, she said, "I can feel everything." Her voice was calm, breathy, honest. "How's that feel for you?" she asked him.
Before he could answer, she shifted, lifted just enough to start moving in a different rhythm. Less of a grind now and more of a slow, deliberate stroke. She began to rise and sink, each motion smooth and unhurried, her body gliding along his with growing need.
His hands tightened around her breasts, fingers digging in a little more with each drop of her hips. He groaned softly, and she didn't stop. Her pace slowly built as she started to lose herself in the moment. As distant as things could be with him during sex, there was no denying how good his cock felt. He was longer than most and his girth stretched her just the right amount. Just enough that she often needed those first few moments to allow her to adjust to his size. When he let her take the time, that is.
His hands tightened around her breasts, fingers pressing firmer now, thumbs brushing over her nipples with careful pressure. He watched her, eyes drawn to the slow motion of her body moving against his. The heat, the closeness, the steady grind. And it stirred something in him. He let the moment stretch, but he wanted more. She did feel good, even if he didn't answer her question. He let her keep the pace a moment longer, then shifted.
His hands slid down from her chest to her hips. He took hold of her there, guiding her into a slower drop, making her feel every inch as she sank onto him again.
"Don't rush," he said quietly, his voice even. "Take your time on the way down. Then lift off me, all the way. I want to feel that."
She adjusted, responding without a word. Her body rose until he almost slipped free, then she sank again, slower now, tighter. His grip firmed around her hips holding the pace where he wanted it.
"That's it," he murmured. "Do it again."
She moved the way he asked, and he watched her closely. Watched the way her lips parted, the small sound that slipped from her mouth, the way her thighs tensed against his. His control wasn't harsh or hurried, but it was there now, clear in the way he timed her motions, clear in how much he was paying attention to everything she did.
"Good," he said, and his fingers flexed, ready to take more if she gave it. "Again."
She followed his lead for another stroke, then shifted slightly on the next. Her hips tilted forward as she lowered herself, changing the angle. It was enough to drag him along a new path inside her. His cock pressed along the underside of her entrance now, and he felt the added pressure along the underside of his cock with the way she moved slower through the tightest part of her descent.
She rose again, adjusted, then did it once more. The angle made her exhale, as the motion brushed over something deeper. Her hands braced harder against his shoulders, her eyes flicking shut for a second as the friction hit her just right. His cock thick was rubbing against the soft ridge of her g-spot, dragging across it each time she lifted and sank again.
He felt it too. The difference in how she clenched, or the way she held him longer at the bottom. His fingers curled tighter around her hips as he held her there, letting her find the angle she liked. Letting her use him.
"You like that angle?" he asked, his voice quiet, steady against her ear.
She didn't speak, but the way her breath caught and her fingers tightened around his shoulders was answer enough. Her hips moved again, slow and sure, dragging him along the same path. He pressed deeper, stroking across everything that made her pulse around him.
He let his hands slide up her sides, settling just beneath her ribs. "That's it," he said, watching her closely. "Right there... stay with it."
Her rhythm stayed locked in. He watched her closely for the way her jaw tensed, the way she seemed to stay just inside her own head even as her body moved with instinct. He thought back to earlier, the flash of uncertainty in her voice when she asked about the girl. The hesitation in her eyes. She hadn't said much, but he'd heard the concern. Felt it.
Maybe this was her way of reclaiming something. Of proving something to either him, or herself.
So he didn't stop her. Didn't push or take control. Not yet. She needed this, to feel wanted. To feel a moment of security. If she could take what she needed from him right now, he'd let her. And when she was ready, when her body finally gave in, he'd take what he wanted.
She kept the angle, her movements steady, hips rolling and lifting in slow, deliberate motions. Each descent pulled a moan from her. The pressure was right. Every stroke dragged along where she needed it, and still, he didn't take over.
He continued to watch her, hands steady at her sides, letting her stay in control.
She hadn't expected that. Not after what she said earlier, asking about the girl, letting that doubt show. It had embarrassed her more than she wanted to admit. But now, here, with his hands on her and nothing in his voice but calm, she felt something settle. He was giving her time to find her footing again.
His grip shifted, just a little. She was close, and he could feel it. Her legs were trembling, her breath uneven. She tried to keep her rhythm, to prolonger her orgasm, but it she was losing.
"You're there," he said quietly. "Don't fight it."
She pushed down again, her fingers tightening on his shoulders. Her body clenched around him, the pace faltering as she gasped against his neck. And he moved with her. His hands slid to her hips, guiding her now. Slower, deeper. He kept her close while her pleasure washed through her. He still didn't rush, just held her in place, but he did begin to take over, sure now that she was ready.
Her body pulsed around him, breath catching in uneven bursts as the last waves of her climax rippled through her. She clung to him, trying to breathe through the aftershocks, still straddling him when his hands shifted.
There was no pause, no warning. He held her in place and moved with her still wrapped around him, rising just enough to give him leverage, then turning sharply. Her back hit the mattress with a thud softened only by the sheets, her legs falling open as he stayed buried inside her the entire time. She let out a startled sound from the jolt and sudden loss of control.
Before she could catch her breath, he drove into her again with deep hard thrusts. Everything gentle was gone. The moment she'd taken for herself was over.
His hands caught her wrists and pinned them above her head, holding her steady while he moved in more measured, but forceful thrusts without giving her space to retreat. She stared up at him, eyes wide, and mouth parted. The earlier tension and insecurity she'd tried to hide all came rushing back.
And he didn't let it go unaddressed. He didn't speak, but she could feel it. In the way he moved, in the way he held her down. He wasn't being kind anymore. He was letting her know exactly how much she'd shown her hand earlier. And she accepted it. The relief came fast, yet unexpected. Being taken again, this way, by him, felt right. In some way she felt like it was a reminder that he'd never let her forget her place in his world.
He stayed over her, still inside, driving into her with a steady force that made her body shift beneath him, hips rocking back with each thrust, shoulders pushing into the mattress. Her breasts moved with every impact, soft and flushed, her nipples brushing against his chest as her back arched slightly to meet him. She bit her bottom lip, hard, trying to stay quiet, but a whimper slipped out, broken and high.
He noticed everything. The way her thighs tightened against his sides, the way her fingers twitched as he continued to pin her wrists. Her eyes tried to stay on his, but they flickered, overwhelmed and unfocused.
She was still reeling. Still caught between the orgasm she hadn't fully come down from and the new pace he was setting. She was wet, warm, gripping him like she didn't want him to stop, even as her body struggled to keep up.
He adjusted his angle, shifted slightly, and felt her twitch under him as he hit just the right spot. She gasped, her lip slipping free or her teeth, a soft curse escaping before she could catch it.
He liked the little signs she couldn't hide. The way she tried to keep herself composed even when her body betrayed her. He wasn't thinking about earlier anymore. He was too focused on the feel of her, the way she clenched every time he bottomed out, the heat between them building again, fast.
She was close. He could feel it in the way her legs tightened, how she pushed up to meet him now without thinking. And he wasn't going to stop until she gave in completely.
She tried to hold on, tried to keep herself composed under the weight of him, under the pace he refused to let up. Her hands were still pinned, her wrists tight in his grasp, but her focus was slipping. Every thrust sent her deeper into the feeling of him inside her, the friction was relentless and the pressure growing too fast to manage.
Her breath was becoming increasingly ragged with every movement. She bit her lip again, harder this time, trying to quiet the sounds building in her throat. Her legs pressed around him, her body twitching beneath his, hips arching to meet him even as she fought not to cum. She didn't want to give in again. At least not this soon, not when he was watching her this closely after having just orgasmed. But her body didn't care.
It hit her hard as her muscles clenched, back arching off the bed, her mouth falling open in a gasp she couldn't swallow. Her thighs shook around him, the orgasm tearing through her before she could brace for it, or pretend to have control over her body anymore.
That was when he let go as well.
He pulled out in one sudden motion, a fist tightening around the base of his cock as he stroked once, twice, then came in thick, hot pulses across her abdomen and pelvis. The first spurt caught just above her navel, the rest landing lower, streaking across skin still flushed from the effort of her breathing.
Her chest rose and fell in sharp bursts, and just beneath her ribs, the way the flat plane of her abdomen dipped slightly, the faint outline of muscle shifting under the surface as she moved in tight, sporadic movements rippling under soft skin. His cum clung to her, catching the light as it mixed with the wetness already smeared between her thighs. It ran slowly downward, slipping over the mound he'd been buried in moments ago, trailing through the juices that coated her folds before dribbling into the cleft of her ass. He watched it settle there, thick, and felt the rush of all of it, all over again.
He stayed over her, breathing hard, his hand still around himself as the last of it spilled out under his slowing strokes. It took him a moment before he let go, before his eyes finally met hers.
He never said why he almost never finished inside her, but she'd noticed. Those moments only happened when he wasn't thinking. When he lost himself completely it seemed.
And tonight, he hadn't.
James had parked off the main drive and walked the fence line first. The new section stretched clean across the west boundary, straight posts, fresh wire, just like the contractor had promised. Still, he took his time, checked the corners, noted where the ground dipped. A soft sag in the middle suggested someone had leaned against it already, maybe more than once. It wasn't enough to complain about, but enough to log.



He adjusted his cuff, brushed the dust from his slacks, and made his way toward the house. The sun was high now, the porch boards worn and soft underfoot. He was quietly relieved by the thought that the place would be torn down soon. The idea of restoring it for them to stay, wasn't just impractical, but frankly, it was unacceptable. He wanted to spend as little money as he had to for the sake of keeping it habitable for Bob.
As he stepped onto the first stair, he heard it. A sharp crack from inside. The sound of flesh meeting flesh, clean and purposeful. Then another. Then another. The sounds were spaced evenly, each one followed by a soft, strained yelp. It was clearly the sound of a young woman.
He climbed the rest of the steps without hesitation and knocked. The door opened a moment later. Betty stood in the frame, her cheeks flushed, a wisp of hair stuck to her temple. But her smile came without delay, in her polite and practiced way.
"Well, Mr. Addams. I didn't know you were stopping by."
"I just came to let you know the last of the paperwork's been filed," he said, as he stepped up to the door. "It's all finalized, just waiting on it to record with the assessor's office. Once that happens, you'll receive the funds at the same time and it's officially done."
Betty stepped aside quickly. "Come in, come in. So it's really happening then."
James nodded once as he stepped inside. "Just about. Should all be finished any day."
The inside of the house felt dim and still, though the sound hadn't stopped. As James stepped over the threshold, he heard it again, another smack, distant but distinct. A few seconds passed. Then another. Then another.
"I'll make a cup," Betty offered, heading straight for the kitchen without pause.
"I wouldn't dare say no," James replied, his tone smooth. "You always manage to get it right." He didn't particularly want coffee, especially not on a day this hot, but politeness had its uses.
She reached for the instant coffee without looking at him, spooning granules into mismatched mugs. Behind her, from the hallway, another strike echoed from down the hall. The sound was unmistakable. James's ear followed the sound even as he moved to the table and took his seat.
"Dalton's been out back most of the morning," Betty said, her voice too casual. "Started on that lean-to again, though I told him it wasn't worth saving."
Another crack cut through the air, sharper this time. Then a pause, followed by what sounded like a restrained sob that was quickly smothered.
James accepted the cup she placed in front of him. It was bitter and cheap, just like last time. He didn't wince.
Betty sat across from him, speaking lightly about the chickens, the neighbors, a stray hound someone had picked up off the road. Her words kept flowing uninterrupted, as another smack rang out, then another. James gave no sign he heard anything. But there was no denying it. She kept talking.
Her blouse shifted with each breath, the fabric pulling just slightly across her chest. The top few buttons were undone. It seemed for practicality than anything, likely from working in the heat, but the opening gave him a clearer view than intended. She was still slim, kept that way by constant movement around the farm, but her bust didn't match the rest of her. It was full, weighty, the kind of softness that drew the eye. As she turned to reach for her own cup, she'd left on the counter next to the small table. Another sharp smack echoed clearly from down the hall.
She flinched. It was subtle and hardly more than a twitch, but he caught it. Her spine straightened, her breath drew in tighter. She kept speaking as if nothing had happened. That was when he really looked at her.
The sound of the spanking hadn't stopped. The timing, the loudness, the stifled reactions, they all pointed to something that felt like more than just simple discipline to James. It had been going for quite some time since he'd entered the house. And here was Betty, trying to ignore it with small talk and practiced smiles, yet her body gave things away regardless.
The heat, the shirt, the flush in her cheeks, the sound of skin being struck just out of sight, it all layered in his mind. He felt the first trace of his slacks feeling a touch tighter. And with that came the thought of the girl.
He didn't move, or react, but now he was listening with more intent. And watching Betty more closely.
Down the hall, the spanking stopped.
A silence followed thick with an unspoken tension. Then a floorboard creaked. Followed by a light sniff. James took another sip of the coffee.
Dalton appeared a second later, wiping his hands on a rag he typically had in his back pocket. His hair was damp with sweat and his shirt clinging slightly at the collar. His smile came two seconds too late, and a little too wide, like he was caught off guard and trying to recover from something. Betty didn't seem to notice, but James did as usual. And for just a moment, he wondered if the flush in Dalton's face wasn't from the heat.
"James. Hell, I didn't realize you were coming by today."
"Just stopping by to let you know the paperwork's moving through," James said evenly. "Once it records, that'll be the end of it."
Dalton chuckled, the sound a little forced, and gave a short nod as he eased into the chair across from James. "Well, sounds like it's all movin' along then. Big change, I guess."
He scratched the back of his neck. After a few seconds of silence under James's gaze he added, "Jeanie's been forgettin' the gate again. Nearly lost two hens the other day. Had to give her a talkin' to this morning."
James didn't respond, just watched. No one had asked anything which meant Dalton wasn't explaining, he was justifying. And maybe, James thought, it had nothing to do with hens at all.
Betty, who'd made herself busy at the sink, glanced toward the hallway. Her expression didn't change, but her voice softened. "I'll go check on Jeanie."
She left quietly, the hallway swallowing her footsteps.
Dalton kept talking as he went on about the heat, about how supply prices had gone up again, about a neighbor's rusted-out tractor. James listened, nodded in the right places, but said little. His attention was divided now, half on Dalton, half on the muffled conversation beyond the kitchen.
A few minutes passed of Dalton's endless chatter. Then Betty returned.
She didn't speak, didn't join the conversation. She came into the room just far enough for James to see her face, tight and pale, with eyes a little glassy, and then she busied herself near the counter without a word. Her movements were tenser now, and there was an air about her that James had not seen about her before that he could remember. She didn't look at Dalton and Dalton didn't look at her.
Dalton cleared his throat, his smile tightening as he leaned back in his chair. "So... no Carmen today? She's usually right there with you."
James didn't look up immediately. He finished his assessment of Betty, then replied without much inflection, "She's not fond of the heat, and I didn't see the point in dragging her out here just to stand around."
Dalton gave a short laugh. "Right. She always did seem more comfortable in air conditioning."
James didn't respond. His gaze drifted toward the hallway, where everything now seemed noticeably quieter. Dalton shifted in his seat again, looking for something to fill the space, but no new conversation came.
Betty remained at the sink, her back turned, busying herself with the same dish for the second time.
Jeanie stepped into the kitchen without a sound, sleeves pulled past her hands, chin tucked slightly as though bracing herself. Her eyes didn't lift. She moved with quiet purpose to her mother's side, picking up a dishtowel and folding it with slow, practiced care.
It was the first time James had seen her clearly since that first visit. The last had brought a more unexpected view of her, but from a distance. The girl he barely registered previously had changed. Though perhaps she hadn't changed at all, it was just his awareness of her. He was simply paying closer attention now.
She was slim, her build soft in places, and the way she carried herself was timid, but consistent with what he knew of her. No matter the punishment, she could be typically been seen minutes later. Back to doing her chores, or whatever was expected of her. It intrigued James as he took her in.
Her waist tapered above prominent hips, and though her blouse hung loose, he could still make out the rise of her chest with each breath. Her breasts were modest but noticeable, likely a C, fuller than he might have assumed under the baggy clothes, though not as much as her mother's. Her posture was straighter than he'd expected from someone that was always trying to disappear into the background when he was around. Like she'd taught herself to hold it all together in spite of what may be happening.
Her skin carried a warm undertone, flushed slightly, either from the lingering heat of the weather, or the effort of keeping busy. Her hair was thick and dark, parted with little care, a few strands clinging here or there, while fly-aways stuck out in other places.
James didn't speak. He didn't stare. But his eyes monitored each subtle detail. How she stood, how she held the towel, how her fingers worked steadily while her shoulders stayed tense.
Dalton, sensing the tension, stood with an awkward energy. "Well, you let us know when to expect that paperwork."
James set the cup on the table. "You'll hear from me."
He stepped toward the door. As he passed Jeanie, she shifted slightly, making room without comment. Her hands stilled for half a second, the towel clutched between them, before returning to the task.
He didn't address her, but he took her in while he was closer. How quiet she was, how little room she seemed to believe she was allowed. Then he stepped outside. The screen door clicked shut behind him.
The screen door clicked shut behind James, and the house fell into a dense silence. The kind that settles after company, when the performance ends.
Betty stood at the counter, her hands resting flat on either side of the sink. Jeanie remained beside her, finishing drying the dishes her mother had just washed.
Dalton cleared his throat and turned toward the back hall, but was stopped by the sound of Betty's voice. She didn't look at him when she spoke. Her voice was low and even, but the words that came were sharp.
"Did you lay hands on her?"
Dalton turned slightly. "What?"
She lifted her chin, steeling herself to confront Bob. Something she never did. "Jeanie. Did you put your bare hands on her skin?"
Dalton's jaw tightened. "Betty--"
"I went to check on her," she continued, still facing the window. "She was sitting on the edge of the bed, crying like I don't usually see her. She looked ashamed, not like she'd just had the belt. I asked if she was alright. She said she was fine. Said you'd just spanked her again."
Dalton shifted his weight. "I already told James. She left the gate open again. It ain't new."
Betty finally turned. "I asked her if she meant you used the belt."
She waited.
Dalton didn't speak.
"She shook her head," Betty said. Her voice didn't rise, but the edge in it grew even more tense. There was a quiver in her voice. "Said you've been making her drop her skivvies, down to her bare bottom, before you made her lie over your lap."
He looked away, scratching the back of his neck like the words itched him.
"She's been taking a belt to her bare bottom since how long ago!" he tried to argue back.
"The belt, Bob! She's been taking the belt for years, but not your hand. Jesus, she's twenty," she said, not shouting, not crying. Just stating it. "You put your hands on her bare backside."
"She acts younger than her age some days," he snapped. "Maybe if she acted grown, she wouldn't get treated like a child."
"She isn't a child."
"She lives in this house, eats our food, doesn't do half of what's asked unless she's reminded twice--"
"That doesn't give you the right," Betty cut in. "The belt's one thing. We were raised on it, and Lord knows you've always believed in it. But your hands--"
He opened his mouth, but she didn't let him speak.
"I don't want you touching her like that again, Bob. Not bare. Not with your hands. I don't care if you think it's acceptable. It's not. Not anymore."
Dalton's brow furrowed. "I didn't--"
"No. I don't care what you didn't mean to do, or what you didn't think about. You still did it."
She didn't say anything else. Just looked at him, her shoulders squared in a way that didn't invite argument.
Dalton was still, one hand flexing and curling at his side, the other rubbing at the crease of his jaw. Whatever he was about to say, he bit his tongue. The house was quiet again. Betty turned back toward the sink. Jeanie hadn't moved and Dalton didn't answer.
Jeanie stood just a few feet away, still holding the towel, her fingers pressed into the fabric, listening to every word. She hadn't expected her mother to say anything. She never had in the past. She'd always defended daddy in the past and that if she knew what was good for her, she'd just listen to her father. But there it was, low and sharp, leaving it clear where she stood on him spanking her. And it made something twist in her chest.
When her mother asked about the belt, she'd nodded, because that had been the truth before. It used to happen in the shop, standing bent over his workbench, her underwear down, her hands braced against the scarred wood while he corrected her with the belt. It was impersonal then. Distant. Something she could compartmentalize.
But not lately.
Now it always happened in her room, while he sat on the edge of her bed and pulled her across his lap. His hand instead of leather. Her body draped over his thighs, held in place by his arm, her face flushed against her sheets, her skin bared and hot under his palm. There was no distance in it anymore. Just warmth, pressure, and the feeling of being seen like that. So close, so exposed, so quiet.
And the worst part was how it made her feel afterward. Unsettled. Confused in ways she didn't know how to admit, even to herself. That's how he made it sound. Like correction. Like a lesson. But there were moments, brief ones, when she'd felt something she couldn't quite place. Her stomach would clench, and her cheeks would burn, and afterward, when he'd leave and she'd be alone, it would sit in her like a secret she didn't understand.
Now, hearing her mother call it what it was, unacceptable, made that knot twist even tighter. She didn't feel safer. She didn't even feel vindicated. She just felt exposed as she stood listening to them. Her eyes stayed down, but she kept her place at Betty's side. Not speaking. Not leaving. Just listening in surprise.
The porch boards creaked beneath James's shoes as he shifted in the old wooden chair, arms folded loosely across his chest. The air was humid and still, thick with the smell of dust and cut grass. In the distance, thunder rolled, in the distance. He'd knocked. Twice. No answer.
Betty's car was gone. The blinds were drawn. And Dalton, who had insisted on this meeting in person, was nowhere to be found. James leaned back, the chair giving a soft groan beneath him. He hated waiting, especially since he'd already signed the final paperwork. The deal was done. The land was his now, whether Dalton was ready to accept it or not.
His gaze drifted across the yard to the edge of the garden. A sagging shed blocked part of the view, but a gap in the grass-lined path opened just enough to catch movement as someone emerged from around the side of the house. Jeanie.
She carried a pair of shears in one hand, a shallow tin pail in the other. Loose cotton shorts and a faded T-shirt clung to her in places, damp with sweat or from brushing up against the morning dew. Her hair, darker now with the humidity, was tied back in a rough braid. Nothing about her looked prepared for company. But everything about her suggested routine. She hadn't seen him.
James sat quietly.
She knelt near the squash rows, her back to him, one knee pressed into the dirt. Her movements were methodical. Trim, check, shift, repeat. As she leaned forward, her shirt lifted slightly above her waistband, revealing the small of her back. Her legs shifted under her, and they were thick and lean. Even from this distance, the tone of her calves and the subtle strength of her thighs were easy to make out. Her skin was warm in color, like faint bronze beneath soft fabric, and there was a kind of simplicity to the way she moved. She was barefoot, her toes pressing into the soil with the kind of ease that came from years spent working it.
It shouldn't have drawn his attention, but it did. It wasn't provocative, in his estimation she probably wouldn't know how, even if she wanted.
She bent forward again, and he watched the movement of her hips as she adjusted her weight. The fabric of her shorts shifted against her, being drawn taut against her skin, showing just enough to make him wonder what was underneath all that modesty. What she might feel like. He didn't mean to think it, but the thought came all the same. The shape of her, the way she carried herself, the quiet focus. It made him more curious than he expected to be.
Dalton's voice echoed in his mind. That casual mention of discipline. The remark about her needing reminders. At the time, it had sounded like a father struggling with a daughter's stubbornness. But now, sitting here, James saw something different. Her bare skin under a raised hem. Her body over Dalton's lap instead of bent over his lap. Dalton's hand where the belt used to be.
James shifted, jaw set and his hands tightening slightly on the arms of the chair. It wasn't what he'd come for. He didn't want to think about her, but he didn't stop, either. She kept working, unaware of him. And he watched with a growing awareness of her body, of her presence, of how little she seemed to know what she stirred in the men around her.
The wind picked up slightly, carrying the sharp smell of coming rain. A storm was nearby. Jeanie reached into the foliage, pulling back a thick leaf to reveal a crooked cucumber. She clipped it and dropped it into the pail without looking up. The loose fabric of her shirt shifted against her back as she moved, and her shorts rode higher on her thighs when she adjusted her weight.
James watched her straighten to stretch her arms, her back arching slightly as she rotated one shoulder. The motion drew the shirt across her chest, enough to show the line of her bra through the thin cotton. Her full breasts shifted with her breathing, pressed and hidden beneath the modest fabric. She didn't seem to notice. There was no performance in her motions, no self-consciousness. She was simply doing her chores.
That made it harder to ignore for James. He was used to people performing when he was around, putting on a show of what they thought he wanted.
A low roll of thunder carried over the fields. James tapped his finger once against the armrest of the chair. The smell was thicker now, and the first raindrop landed on the porch railing beside him. Then another. Then many.
Out in the garden, Jeanie flinched as the downpour began in earnest. She straightened, glanced at the sky, and moved quickly collecting what she could. She plucked the last few vegetables with haste, then, the pail bumping against her leg as she turned and jogged toward the house.
Her head was down, one hand raised to shield her eyes from the rain as it pelted her face. She took the footpath without looking up, focused only on getting to cover before she was completely soaked.



She didn't see James until her foot hit the first step. She stopped short.
Water trickled down her neck, her shoulders rising slightly with the sharp intake of breath she tried to mask. Her hand dropped from her brow. The pail hung loosely at her side. She was too close to pretend she hadn't seen him now.
"Mr. Addams," she said, voice quiet but not unsure.
He looked at her, giving only a slight nod. "Jeanie."
She shifted her weight subtly, the porch rail at her side. There was a new flush in her cheeks, and it wasn't from exertion or heat. Not this time.
He didn't comment on it. Just watched her in the moment.
James gestured faintly with his fingers. "You're getting soaked."
He watched her for a second longer, then asked, "Everything all right in the garden?"
"Yes, sir. I didn't know you were here."
"I gathered."
She nodded and climbed the remaining steps, moving past him without meeting his gaze. Her clothes clung to her now, soaked through from the dash across the yard. The cotton of her shirt, once loose, molded softly to the rise of her breasts, outlined her back and shoulders. Her shorts clung to her hips and thighs, water darkening the fabric and tracing faint lines down her legs as drops trickled down them. The scent of wet grass and turned soil followed her in a fresh and earthy scent.
She crossed behind his chair and set the pail down near the edge of the porch. Then, without waiting or offering more, she knelt beside it and began to sort squash, green beans, a few cucumbers. Simple things, but each handled with care. Her fingers moved with quiet focus, sorting by touch more than sight. She didn't speak again as James observed her.
The way her shirt clung to the dip of her spine. The defined taper of her waist beneath wet material. Her stomach was flat and toned in a way that suggested work more than anything. Her legs, speckled with dirt and bits of grass, flexed subtly as she shifted forward, maintaining her balance and never fully relaxing.
"How old are you now?" he asked.
Her hands stilled for a moment. "Twenty."
He gave a small nod, gaze dipping once more to where the fabric of her shirt stretched faintly across her chest as she leaned forward. Her breasts rose and fell with each breath, bringing his attention to note their size once more. They were pressed beneath soaked cotton that left little of their shape to guesswork. Still, even with her body exposed in ways she hadn't intended, her posture remained modest, yet guarded. Even now, she didn't fully relax around him.
"I didn't see you when I came out," she added, glancing toward the side of the yard. "Didn't want to leave things half-finished. My dad'll be cross if I don't get it done, or I track mud inside."
"He's not here."
"No, sir. He said he was going into town, but..." She trailed off, fingers tightening slightly on the pail's handle.
"You always work the garden alone?"
She nodded.
James didn't respond. His gaze stayed on her for a second longer, observing the thin line of her shoulders, and the way she carried herself like she was trying to make herself as small as possible.
"I'll just go get changed," she said after a moment, stepping toward the door.
He stood there quietly watching her go inside.
Her shirt clung to her back now, soaked through, outlining the soft taper of her waist. But it was her hips that drew his attention. They were fuller than her mother's, round and firm beneath the thin soaked shorts. The fabric gripped the curves of her ass, molded by the rain, each step drawing a subtle shift that seemed natural and all the more revealing because of it. She didn't walk like she was intending to draw his attention or even realize the way her hips naturally rolled as she walked, but James saw it.
The contrast struck him. Betty's figure carried weight differently. Jeanie's breasts may not have matched her mother's, but from the waist down, there was no comparison. The shape, the fullness, it was more than simple youth. It was the work she did around the house bringing fullness to the muscles, along with how her body carried her weight.
The door shut quietly behind her, and James remained still as the rain began to beat steadily across the roof overhead. He'd seen more in her than he meant to. Thought more about her than he should have. But he didn't chase the thoughts away either.
Giving her a moment, James followed her inside to have a seat in the living room, away from the weather.
The rain had softened to a steady drizzle by the time James heard Dalton's truck approaching. It pulled up alongside the house with its usual cough and clatter, tires kicking up wet gravel before coming to a stop. A door slammed. Then came the shuffle of boots against the porch steps.
James remained seated. He didn't turn toward the door until it opened.
"Hell of a storm," Dalton said as he stepped inside, brushing water from his shoulders. He was damp, but the edges of his shirt clung at the collar. He seemed winded, like he'd been rushing. "Didn't expect it to roll in so quick. Got caught halfway back from town."
James glanced at him, then returned his gaze to the yard. "You asked me to be here an hour ago."
Dalton gave a short chuckle, trying for lightness. "Yeah, sorry about that. Had to stop by the co-op. They shorted me on feed again, and by the time I sorted that, the clouds were already turning."
James didn't comment. His silence pressed a little, like a weight a wight Dalton felt but was trying to ignore.
Dalton moved further into the living room and eased himself into the same chair he always claimed, sighing like he needed the moment to catch up to himself. "You see Jeanie? She's been at the garden all morning. Girl's got a stubborn streak when it comes to finishing what she starts."
James kept his tone even. "She was out there."
Dalton nodded, missing the tension beneath the words. "She likes the quiet, I think. Keeps her centered, you know?"
James didn't answer.
Dalton leaned forward, elbows on his knees, rubbing his hands together. "Things've been tight again. Feed prices keep climbing, and the truck's due for new tires. It's just a rough patch. My money's tied up in an investment I'm sure will pay off soon. But right now, it's left me short."
"There's not my problem," James said flatly.
Dalton paused, mouth half-open, then closed it again. He nodded slowly, swallowing whatever follow-up he'd been about to offer.
James let the silence stretch, then asked, "She always out there by herself?"
Dalton looked at him, eyebrows lifting a little. "Most days, yeah. Girl's a creature of habit." He shifted in his chair. "Ain't many around here worth her time. Most the boys her age just want a fast truck and a cold beer."
James didn't respond to the crass comment.
Dalton gave a slow nod to himself, reading the opening. Maybe this was it, the way to soften James up. Not with numbers. Not with promises. But something simpler. Personal.
"You know," he said, voice easy, "a girl like that shouldn't be left to the farm boys. Maybe you take her out sometime. Show her something different. Something better."
James didn't move. "Not my role."
Dalton held his smile for another second, then let it fade. "Right. Sure. Just a thought."
He shifted in his seat, adjusting his boots as if the conversation hadn't happened.
Dalton leaned back, lacing his fingers across his stomach, trying to figure out what to say in light of they way his request for money was shut down. The room was quiet again, save for the dull tick of the kitchen clock and the faint patter of rain tapering off against the tin awning. James glanced past the window where it was mostly just mist now clinging to the fields.
"Betty's been saying Jeanie oughta get out more," Dalton said casually. "See more than the church and the co-op. A drive into town, maybe supper somewhere nice. Something with linen napkins."
James gave the smallest tilt of his head, a gesture that could've meant anything. He was still looking outside.
Dalton scratched his chin. "She's not like Betty, you know. Not as talkative. But she notices things. Pays attention. More than she lets on."
James finally looked at him again. "And does that concern you?"
Dalton let out a short laugh, unsure if it was a joke. "Nah. Just saying she ain't a fool. Might be sheltered, but she's sharp. And sweet. Never talks back, never complains. Girl's been raised right."
The silence returned, more weighted now. James let it stretch again, just long enough to make Dalton mildly uncomfortable.
Then James stood, adjusting the cuff of his sleeve. "I'll be back next week," he said irritated Dalton called him out to ask for money once more.
Dalton rose as well, slower. "Sure. You let me know if you change your mind."
James was already moving toward the door.
James stepped out onto the porch, the door clicking shut behind him. The air was clean in that sharp way it could only be after rain, earthy and cool, clinging to the wood rails and the gravel underfoot. He paused a moment, eyes sweeping across the soaked fields. Jeanie was nowhere in sight now. Just the rows she'd tended and the tools leaning against the fence, forgotten for now.
He didn't linger. By the time he eased behind the wheel of his SUV, the skies had begun to lighten. He tapped the ignition, the engine humming to life, and pulled onto the narrow road that led back toward the house. The drive wasn't far, but the quiet stretch of road gave him time to think.
Dalton's pitch of his daughter played itself back in his mind. Not the request for money, nothing about deals. Just Jeanie. The suggestion had been clumsy, maybe even desperate, but not uncalculated for Dalton. James could recognize the intentions of it.
By the time he pulled up the gravel drive, the clouds had started to break. He stepped inside the house, shook the damp from his coat, and closed the door behind him.
Then he took out his phone.
Carmen answered on the second ring, her voice smooth and expectant. "Back already?"
"Just got in," James said, crossing the room toward the bar. He poured himself a splash of single malt whiskey and rolled the glass in his palm. "Dalton wants more money. Claimed it's feed and tires this time. Same performance as usual."
"And?"
"I said no." He sipped. "Then he offered something else."
There was a pause. "What kind of something else?"
He let the line hang a second too long for her before answering. "His daughter."
Carmen exhaled. The pause before he answered told her he knew she would be irritated. "That's a new low even for him."
James didn't disagree.
She continued before he could respond. "And what? You're calling because you're actually considering it?"
Setting the glass down he replied, "He framed it as showing her the world outside the farm. A dinner. A drive. Some façade of courtship."
"And you didn't shut it down?"
"I didn't say yes."
"That's not what I asked."
"I'm not out with her, Carmen," he said, voice calm. "I'm at my house. She's at hers."
There was a pause, long enough to hear the faint rustle of fabric on her end.
"I should've gone with you," she said finally, quieter now. A hint of regret in her voice. "Maybe if I had, he wouldn't have tried something like that. Or maybe you wouldn't be standing there wondering if it's such a terrible idea."
"I'm not considering it," James said, turning from the window. "You know that."
Now it was Carmen's turn to not answer right away. When she did, her voice had that composed quality she used when she didn't quite believe him. "Mm."
"'Mm'?" he repeated, dryly.
"You're the one who brought it up," she said, in a matter-of-fact way. "You don't usually share things unless you're working something out in your head."
James moved back toward the drink he'd abandoned, lifting it but not taking a sip quite yet. It was as though his hands just didn't know what to do with themselves for once. "I brought it up because it was unexpected. Crude, even for him."
"And yet you didn't end the conversation," she said gently. "You must've let it sit as a possibility, and let him deduce it wasn't a hard no."
"I didn't entertain it."
"Doesn't sound like you dismissed it."
That landed between them with more implications than either expected. He didn't argue the point.
Carmen softened her tone. "She's young, James, and not just in years. She doesn't have context for someone like you. And I don't think you know what it would mean to her if you so much as opened that door."
He glanced toward the stairs, toward the stillness of the house. "I'm not opening anything."
"I'm glad to hear it," she said. Then, quieter, "Because if you start to, even unintentionally, she's going to follow your lead. And you don't take on strays, remember? You're more likely to collect them."
James gave a faint smirk, but it didn't reach his voice. "You're comparing her to a rescue mut vs a prized purebred."
"No," she said. "I'm comparing her to me. Once."
That stilled him.
Outside, the mist had lifted. The gravel drive sat pale and exposed beneath the first stretch of sun as he looked out a window.
"I'll be home by Friday."
"I know," Carmen said. "Just... don't pretend like you're not tempted. Not with me."
He ended the call and left the phone beside the now empty glass.
Upstairs, the rooms were still and waiting.
He didn't go up right away as he originally intended to do a little work. Instead, he stood there, one hand resting on the edge of the windowsill, eyes drifting toward the grounds again. The light had shifted and it was brighter now, the storm wrung out of the sky. But the silence in the house felt more apparent than before, like Carmen had taken something with her when the call ended and left nothing in its place.
Jeanie was the only thing going through his thoughts now.
Her name lodged in his mind like a splinter. He hadn't said it once during the call, but it sat there now, sharper than anything either of them had spoken aloud.
She was young. And quiet. He didn't believe she was shy, just unused to being allowed to exist beyond a servant around the house. Chore after chore consuming her time. There'd been something in the way she looked at him, and he stood there deliberating what it was. It wasn't flirtation, nor fear... something uncertain. Not stupid, but as though she didn't know what to make of him. Like no one had exposed her to people beyond farm life.
Would she follow?
Carmen's voice echoed in his head--if you start to, even unintentionally, she's going to follow your lead.
James didn't deal in innocence. It wasn't part of his life, his world. It had no real use for him. Yet with her, it stuck. The wet hair clinging to her neck, the dirt on her knees, her soft-spoken worry about her father being upset. She hadn't even known she was being watched in the garden. That was the part that kept returning. The innocence that she seemed to have.
He'd known women who tried to look pure and sweet. Jeanie didn't have to try. She was and it came through.
Was she a stray? Or just untethered?
Untethered seemed more likely. Someone still untouched by the world, with no real identity. What would she be like if she was out from under her father's thumb? Was she easily influenced, or would she remain concerned of what her father would think of everything she did?
James stood motionless for a moment longer, the thought turning over again and again. Untethered. That felt closer to the truth. Not broken. Not ruined. Just... waiting for direction.
He pulled his phone from his jacket and scrolled to Dalton's number and gave it a tap. It barely rang once.
"James?" Dalton answered, trying not to sound too eager.
"I'll take her out," James said. "Tonight."
A beat of silence. Then, steadier than expected, Dalton replied, "Alright. She doesn't get out much, so she might be a little shy at first. But she'll come around."
James said nothing.
Dalton continued, filling the silence. "She's a good girl. Just hasn't had much reason to dress up or hold a conversation with anyone who's not family or from church. But she listens. Learns fast."
Learns fast.
James caught the phrase, meant to reassure, no doubt, but it lingered in his mind. There were implications in it about her pliability. Adaptability. The kind of trait a man like Dalton prized because it made someone easier to make himself feel superior. Easier to impress.
It said more about Dalton than it did about her.
But it sparked something in James too. Curiosity of who she could become. Just how much of her had been shaped by routine, obedience, or silence, and how much could be reshaped under different hands. Under his.
James glanced toward the stairs. "Six o'clock."
"Understood," Dalton said. "She'll be ready."
James ended the call without another word and placed the phone back in his pocket.
He turned and headed upstairs toward the closet where he kept minimal clothes for the trips out to the country. A few shirts hung evenly spaced, jackets pressed and untouched since his last trip. He selected a button-down, charcoal gray, and a clean pair of slacks. No tie. No jacket. For him, this was casual dress.
Back downstairs, he checked the time. Still early, he sat for a moment in the chair near the front window, the one that gave him a view of the gravel drive while he contemplated his few interactions with Jeanie.
His mind wandered to the moment she'd step out that door. Whether she'd hesitate. Whether she'd know how to carry herself. Whether she'd look relieved or unsure to find him waiting. What would she talk about? Would she wait to be spoken to? He could work with her, either way.
By six sharp, he turned up the Daltons' drive. For a moment, the only sound was the soft creak of wood as he mounted the steps, the storm and the wind having long passed. Then the door opened.
Betty stood there, wiping her hands on a dish towel, smiling in way that felt as though she'd been preparing all afternoon.
"Evenin', James," she said kindly. "She's just about ready. Come on in."
He stepped inside, noting the smell of something faintly floral, soap, or maybe perfume. It made him think of the something someone used when they didn't own much else. A stark contrast to what he'd been accustomed to in the city.
Dalton wasn't in the room.
James nodded once, hands in his pockets. "No rush."
Betty started down the hall and raised her voice gently. "Jeanie, honey, he's here."
There was a sound of movement, followed by light footsteps and then the brush of fabric. A pause.
Then she appeared. She was dressed simply, nothing flashy, as would be expected, all things considered, but it did seem as though there was care and effort in her look. She wore a modest dress that didn't try to hide or exaggerate anything, but fit nicely. Her medium brown hair was down and straight, parted neatly, falling just past her shoulders with a slight inward curve at the ends. A touch of lip color gave her a hint of something more adult than her typical look, though it couldn't quite erase the youth in her eyes.
She stood in the hall for a breath, her eyes meeting his, as though she were unsure if she should come forward.
James gave her a small nod. "Good evening."
"Evening," she said softly, smoothing the side of her dress.
Behind her, Betty gave her a gentle nudge. "Go on now."
Jeanie moved toward him, hesitating just a fraction before reaching for the door. James opened it first.
She blinked once at the gesture, then murmured, "Thank you," almost too quietly to catch.
He stepped aside to let her pass, then followed, the screen door clicking shut behind them.



From the kitchen window, Dalton watched them walk out together. He hadn't meant to linger, but when Betty called Jeanie down, he found himself standing by the sink, wiping a clean glass that didn't need it, just to keep himself busy. Now, with the sunlight casting longer shadows across the gravel, he saw his daughter step carefully down the steps, James just behind her, always composed, always in control.
Jeanie paused at the bottom, unsure for a second whether to walk ahead or wait. Dalton recognized the hesitation. She'd never had a reason to be anywhere at night with someone like him, a man whose shoes probably cost more than what her father made in a week. But she looked composed. Nervous, sure, but not pulling away.
James didn't offer his arm. Just walked beside her. That seemed right for her.
Dalton set the glass down and rubbed the back of his neck. This wasn't just a favor, not to him. It was a possibility of a future. James wasn't sentimental and never had been, but he was a man who knew value. And maybe he'd see it in her. Maybe not today. But if he saw the potential, perhaps that could be enough.
Jeanie reached the passenger side and glanced back, like she wasn't sure she should open the door herself. James stepped in and did it for her. She gave a small nod, climbed in, and smoothed her dress beneath her as she sat.
Dalton exhaled as they pulled away without fanfare, unlike he'd expect from any of the farmhands around here.
Betty stepped in beside him, folding the dish towel over a drawer handle. "Think she'll be alright?"
Dalton didn't answer at first. He just watched the taillights disappear down the road. Then, without looking at her, he said, "He'll have her home tonight."
Betty looked at him. "That's not what I asked."
He reached for the glass again to put it away. "She'll be alright," he finally answered.
They drove in silence most of the way into town. The roads were familiar flat, open stretches broken by the occasional turn. Jeanie sat with her hands folded neatly in her lap, her back straight, eyes forward.
"Do you go to the diner on Main often?" James asked, keeping his tone even.
She looked over quickly, then back at the windshield. "Sometimes," she said with a meek smile. It was the only place to go eat in the area. "After church."
"They still serve the same five things."
Her faint smile quickly returned. "I remember the pie being good."
James nodded. "That's about all that's particularly good."
He parked in front of the diner a few minutes later. It was quiet this time of evening on a weekday, a few vehicles scattered out front, lights humming behind the windows. He got out, walked around, and opened her door before she could reach for the handle.
She looked up at him, nodded once in thanks, and stepped out.
Inside, the place was almost empty. A waitress behind the counter gave James a familiar nod. "Sit wherever."
He led Jeanie to a booth near the wall and slid into his seat. She settled across from him, smoothing her dress and placing her hands gently on the table.
He picked up the menu but didn't open it. "Know what you want?"
She gave a quick nod. "Grilled cheese and tomato soup."
"Classic."
"They always get it right," she said, eyes still on the tabletop.
James nodded again and set his menu down. "Sometimes that's enough."
The waitress came over and took their order without fuss. Jeanie asked for sweet tea with her soup and sandwhich; James ordered coffee and the daily special.
When they were alone again, he watched her quietly. She wasn't fidgeting, but there was a tension in the way she held herself, like she wasn't sure what this was supposed to be. Like she was still waiting for instructions.
He didn't offer any. Instead, he asked, "When's the last time you got out of the house without a list of things to do?"
Jeanie blinked, then gave a quiet laugh under her breath. "I'm not sure I ever have."
James nodded slightly, as if that confirmed something he'd already assumed.
"Good a place as any to start," he said.
Jeanie didn't say anything right away, but she gave a small nod, like she wasn't sure what his comment meant.
The waitress returned with their drinks and dropped them off without much ceremony. Jeanie thanked her quietly and reached for her tea, holding it with both hands like it gave her something to do.
James let the quiet settle again, perfectly comfortable with it. He could feel her still trying to figure out the evening. How casual to be. How formal. What this was.
He stirred his coffee once, then asked, "You always this quiet?"
She looked up, a little startled by the quesiton. "I talk when there's something worth saying."
He lifted an eyebrow slightly, not mocking. "That your own rule, or one your father taught you?"
Jeanie hesitated. "Both, maybe. He always said not everything needed my opinion."
James gave a slight nod, with an unreadable expression. "Sounds like him."
She glanced out the window for a moment, then back. "He told me to be polite, not to overthink anything. Just... enjoy the evening."
"And are you?"
"I'm trying."
That earned a small flicker of something from James, approval maybe, or at least acknowledgment. "You're doing fine."
The food came a few minutes later, warm and simple as you'd expect from a small town diner. Jeanie murmured another thank you as the plate was set in front of her and immediately reached for her spoon, dipping into the soup like it was a relief to have something to focus on.
James watched her eat, observed the neatness of it, the way she didn't slouch, didn't speak with her mouth full, didn't assume anything. It was as though she'd simply been taught to behave and she took it seriously. It made sense considering Dalton's proclivity towards "correction."
"Tell me something about you, your father wouldn't," he said, cutting into his meal.
She looked up, wary at first, then thoughtful. "I like sketching," she said after a moment. "Mostly flowers. Sometimes faces. I don't show them to anyone."
"Why not?"
"They're not very good."
"That's not a reason."
She looked at him for a moment longer than before. "No one's ever asked to see."
James didn't respond right away. He took another sip of his coffee, watching her over the rim.
Then, finally, "Maybe they didn't know."
Jeanie lowered her gaze again, but there was a faint flush in her cheeks that hadn't been there before. He didn't press her further.
James took another sip of his coffee, then set the cup down and watched her quietly for a moment more.
"Your father told me something once," he said. "Said he caught you kissing a boy out by the mailbox."
Jeanie's fingers paused on the edge of her glass. She didn't lift her eyes. "That was a while ago."
"How old were you?"
"Nineteen."
"He made it sound like a scandal."
She shook her head, slow and small. "It wasn't. He was just a boy from church. We didn't really know each other. He was being nice, I guess."
James waited, letting her find her words.
"One day he walked me back to the house after a service, mom and dad didn't go that day. Daddy was busy with something. And when we got near the mailbox, he leaned in and kissed me. Real quick. Just once."
"And your father saw?"
She gave the faintest nod. "He was on the porch. I didn't see him until I heard the screen door open." Her voice went quieter. "The boy ran. I think he knew better."
James didn't speak. After a few seconds she kept going, as if it helped just to say it out loud.
"Daddy didn't say anything right then. Just told me to go to the shed and wait." She paused, picking lightly at the edge of her napkin. "He took the belt to me. Said I ought to remember what kind of girl I was raised to be."
She didn't look up.
"That was the same afternoon I saw you," she added softly, her voice trailing off. "You were coming out of the back of the house. With that pretty lady you were always with."
James didn't move, but something in him drew tighter. "You came running out of the shed."
"I didn't know anyone was there. I just wanted to get away. I didn't want to cry in front of him." She blinked, her tone apologetic even in memory. "I didn't mean to interrupt anything."
"You didn't."
She nodded faintly, smiling, and still not quite believing it. The smile didn't hold either.
"And why do you think the boy was just being nice?" James asked.
"I don't know," she said softly. "He was nice. I think he just talked to me like... like I was regular. Not just someone who helped set tables or does chores."
There was a pause. James let it sit, then asked, "And what did you want?"
Jeanie hesitated. "I don't know. I think I just liked the idea of someone thinking I was worth talking to. It didn't last long enough to be more than that."
"You regret it?"
She shook her head slowly. "No. But I think maybe I was more surprised than anything. That someone would want to kiss me."
James didn't respond right away. He watched her carefully, she was still as she spoke, her voice seemed cautious, but she wasn't ashamed. She just came across as unsure whether any of this was the wrong thing to admit, particularly to him.
"Your father made it sound like you were the problem."
Jeanie's eyes flicked up to him, then down again. "Maybe I was. I didn't mean to be. I just didn't think anyone saw me like that."
James studied her a moment longer.
"You're not invisible now," he said.
Jeanie glanced up again, looking at him questioningly.
They finished the rest of the meal in relative quiet. Jeanie ate slowly but cleared her plate. James didn't press her with more questions, but he watched catching every glance, every careful motion of her hand, every instinct that pointed back to restraint.
When the check came, he paid without a word. She offered a soft thank you as they stepped back out into the night.
It was fully dark now. The diner's neon sign hummed behind them, casting red along the sidewalk and over the hood of the SUV. The rest of town was quiet, with just a few cars passing now and then, and most shops already dark.
James opened the passenger door again. This time, she didn't hesitate.
Once they were back in the car, Jeanie looked over as he started the engine. "Thank you. For dinner."
He gave a small nod. "You ever see much of the town at night?"
She shook her head. "No, sir."
He didn't correct her. Didn't encourage the title, but didn't flinch from it either. Instead, he turned the car away from the road home. Jeanie didn't ask where they were going.
They left the main stretch of town behind in minutes, the headlights cutting through open fields and unlit side roads. The air outside was still, the only sound the hum of tires and the occasional rattle from the dash.
Eventually, he turned onto a gravel path that led to a low ridge above a water basin. There was nothing developed in sight, just flat earth and dark silhouettes of trees in the distance beyond the basin. When he parked, he didn't turn off the engine, just shifted into park and left the lights low. The reservoir stretched out quietly below them, its surface catching the moonlight in long, scattered reflections.
Jeanie looked out her window, then back at him. "It's quiet here."
"It is."
She sat still, hands folded again in her lap. Her eyes adjusted to the dark, her outline just visible in the faint light from the dash.
"Your father wouldn't like this," James said.
"No, sir," she replied, after a moment. "He expects me in before ten."
"You worried?"
"A little." She paused. "But not enough to ask you to take me back."
James studied her face and how the slight rebellion in her words changed it. It was softer and still unsure, but not she looked happy to be out.
"You ever been alone with a man like this before?"
She turned her eyes toward the window again, then gave a small shake of her head. "No."
James leaned slightly toward her, just enough to close the space without pressing to much. "You nervous?"
Jeanie didn't speak right away. When her words came, they were quiet but clear: "A little."
That was enough, he didn't reach for her. They sat in the dark for a while, the steady hum of the engine low beneath them. Jeanie's gaze wandered to the stars, her expression unreadable. She hadn't moved since she answered him.
James let the silence between them linger. Then, casually, "Your father won't ask where we went."
Jeanie looked over, unsure whether it was a question or a statement.
"He'll see you got back safe, and he'll leave it at that," James said. "He wouldn't dare press me."
Her brow furrowed slightly in quiet confusion. Wouldn't dare? That didn't sound like the man who inspected her chores down to the sweep marks on the porch. It sounded like someone else, someone with more say in what happened under her roof than even her father had.
"He might ask me," she said.
James gave a small nod. "And you don't have to tell him more than you want to. Dinner in town, that's enough."
She hesitated. "He gets worked up over small things."
"He won't with this," James said, matter-of-fact. "He made the offer, remember? He wanted you to be seen with someone respectable. He just didn't expect I'd say yes."
Jeanie blinked, processing that. She remembered the way her father had said it, like a joke, or a challenge. James is gonna take you out, show you how proper women act. She hadn't thought anything would come of it. But now here she was.
The corner of her mouth twitched like she might smile, but it didn't quite make it. Something about it sat oddly in her stomach. Her daddy had wanted this to happen. He'd offered her like a solution, like a piece of something being traded. Not because she was ready. Not because anyone asked if she wanted to. Just... because it was useful.
She wasn't angry. She didn't feel ashamed. But there was something in it that made her feel a little like livestock. Cleaned up, sent out. Watched over.
Still, she was grateful James had said yes.
James continued in his voice calm. "You're not in trouble, Jeanie. Not with me. And not tonight."
Her shoulders eased the smallest amount. That, more than anything, made it feel real. Something about the certainty in his voice. Like she didn't have to brace herself when she got home.
"You don't need to be nervous every time someone looks at you," he added. "Least of all me."
And that got her attention. She turned slightly toward him, her face now faintly lit by the dash. She could feel the warmth on her cheeks and wasn't sure if it was embarrassment or something else.
"I don't think I know how not to be," she admitted.
"You'll learn."
She nodded, unsure if she should fully believe him, but because some part of her wanted to. Wanted to believe he saw her for something more than a simple farm girl. She wanted to learn whatever it was he thought she could to be more than she was.
James didn't move closer, didn't reach for her, yet he'd planted something in her. An assurance of control, protection, and all without touching her once.
She went back to looking at the stars, and he let her. They sat a few minutes longer before James told her it was time to head back. The drive home passed without conversation. But silence between them felt more comfortable for her, no longer tense. When they reached the farmhouse, the porch light was on, but no one was waiting outside.
Jeanie thanked him softly, and James reiterated that she didn't need to explain anything to her father, but he wouldn't be likely to ask. She seemed unsure but accepted it.
She stepped out on her own, paused to look back, and gave a small wave. James nodded once, waiting until the porch light went out before driving off into the night.
The next morning, miles away, Carmen stood at the kitchen counter with her phone face down and a cooling cup of coffee untouched.
She'd learned about the date in a roundabout way. Of course, Dalton couldn't help but brag. He hadn't said much, just enough to make it clear James had taken the girl out. That he'd come back late. That Jeanie had said thank you.
Carmen stared at nothing for a long time. She'd outgrown jealously long ago. This was about the fact that James didn't waver. He didn't get distracted. His attention, once fixed, was not easily turned. Which was exactly why this unsettled her. He was supposed to be home Friday. It was now Monday.
Their second outing had been brief, a walk through the park just after sunset. Jeanie had worn the same dress from the first date, freshly cleaned and pressed. They walked the paved loop in quiet conversation, her voice soft but more sure than before. She didn't take his arm, but she stayed close. When he dropped her off, she thanked him without prompting as usual.
The third was dinner at a roadside café two towns over. Less familiar, a bit more crowded. She'd spoken more, even laughed once, which surprised even herself. When he brought her home, she hesitated at the car door, unsure if she should linger. James said nothing, only nodded. She got out without looking back.
The fourth date was different. He picked her up in the afternoon without telling her where they were going, only that she should wear something comfortable. She came out in a long skirt and soft blouse, her hair brushed down, parted in the middle, her makeup simple as usual. She had a natural beauty that didn't require the makeup, and it was apparent by only the eyeliner and a hint of blush.
They drove beyond the edge of town, past fallow fields and old farm fences, until the blacktop turned to dirt. James pulled off beside a clearing sheltered by cottonwoods. In the back of the car, he had a folded blanket, a thermos, and a small canvas bag.
They didn't talk much after they arrived. He spread the blanket while she stood, hands clasped in front of her. When he sat, he gestured for her to do the same. She did.
He poured coffee into metal cups, handing one to her. The wind had cooled, rustling through the trees overhead. She sipped carefully, unsure if she was supposed to speak. He didn't ask anything, so she didn't.
After a while, she stretched out on her side, facing away. The ground was uneven beneath the blanket, but she didn't mind. It felt like something borrowed from someone else's life.
At one point, the breeze lifted the hem of her skirt, and she felt his hand brush it back down. A soft and simple gesture, but a touch she'd never experienced either. And even to her it felt like an intentional excuse to touch her.
She didn't say anything. Just closed her eyes.
They stayed until the light began to fade and shadows moved across the field. He stood first, then offered her a hand to help her up.
She took it. On the drive home, she made small talk with him, slowly becoming more comfortable with the way he interacted with her.
Their fifth date brought her to his home. She'd never been to his house before, only heard her daddy talk about it after some of his visits. The way he described it, didn't begin to cover the awe that she felt as they pulled up the manicured driveway.
She hadn't known what to expect. Something cold, maybe. Or formal. But the space was still and polished, built for someone who moved through life without having to worry about things like cleaning the rooms. When she stepped inside, the quiet of the house pressed in. The floors didn't creak. The walls were pale and high. The windows stretched tall, letting in the last of the daylight in a way that made the whole place feel like a painting.
Her shoes made the only sound as she followed James to the dining room. The table had been set with a kind of precision she'd only seen in magazines: fresh flowers, folded napkins, silverware arranged in layers. She stared for a moment before easing into the seat he offered.



"It's just dinner," James said as he took his place. "I kept the menu simple."
Maybe for him. But everything felt unfamiliar. The chicken was roasted and carved and seasoned with things she did recognize. The rice was soft and fragrant, the vegetables cooked with something she couldn't place, lemon maybe. Nothing tasted bad. But nothing tasted like home.
She copied the way he used his napkin. Picked up the right fork only after watching which one he chose. When he poured her water from a glass decanter instead of a pitcher, she thanked him with a soft smile and didn't mention that it all felt strange.
"You don't like it?" he asked midway through the meal.
"I do," she said, quickly but honestly. "It's just new."
He nodded, accepting it at face value.
After they finished, he offered to show her the rest of the house. She followed close behind, her eyes flicking from room to room. Each space was quiet, and minimally furnished with what looked like antiques most. It felt like nothing had been left out of place in years. A room with floor-to-ceiling bookshelves. Another with nothing but a piano and paintings. He didn't explain the purpose of any of the rooms, and she didn't ask.
Then he opened a door from one of the sitting rooms and stepped outside onto a wide, low deck. Jeanie stopped in the doorway. Steam rose steadily from a recessed tub set into the far side of the patio, soft lights glowing from underneath the water. It shimmered faintly, gold and quiet in the dark.
She stepped forward slowly, as though drawn to it. Her hand reached out, hesitant at first, then dipped just her fingertips into the surface. The warmth surprised her. She'd heard of them, but it was another first for her.
"I've never seen anything like this," she said softly.
James didn't respond right away. To him, it was just a hot tub, something built into the deck years ago, more decorative than useful. But as he watched her, the way she lingered, the way her fingers skimmed the water again like she couldn't help herself, he realized she wasn't just curious. She was enchanted.
As she turned to head back inside, he held the door open and asked, "What do you think of it?"
Jeanie hesitated. Her voice was soft, almost embarrassed. "It's beautiful. I wouldn't even know how to use it."
"You don't have to know anything," James said. "It's not complicated."
She smiled, looking down. "Even if I wanted to, I don't have a bathing suit."
"There's one here," he said simply.
She blinked. "Here?"
He nodded. "Carmen leaves some for weekends and unplanned trips."
Jeanie's face changed, she didn't scowl or frown, but the shift was visible. A small retreat behind her eyes. Her fingers curled slightly against her skirt.
"I wouldn't want to impose," she said quickly. "I don't need to go in."
"You're not imposing," James replied, his voice still calm. "It's not for her tonight. It's for you, if you want it."
She looked up at him and for a second, he thought she might say yes. Her lips parted, her body leaned just slightly forward as if drawn by the idea of warmth, weightlessness in the water, a moment where she wasn't obeying or preparing or cleaning up after someone else.
But then she stepped back.
"Maybe another time," she said, a little breathless.
James let the moment go, stepping back as she passed through the door. He didn't press again.
Inside, the house felt warmer now. Not just from the air, but from the shift between them, a subtle unspoken change in her. Jeanie moved a little more comfortably than she had at the start of the evening. Her fingers grazed the back of a chair as she passed it. She glanced into rooms they'd already toured, like she was beginning to picture how it all fit together.
James poured her a glass of water and handed it to her without a word. She accepted it with a small nod, her fingers brushing his in the exchange. Neither of them commented on it.
They sat in the den for a while. They talked quietly, about nothing and everything. She told him about the chickens she helped feed, how one of them followed her around like a shadow. He told her the story of the deer that had once walked straight into the yard, stared through the window like it was casing the place, and left without a sound.
The time passed and eventually, Jeanie checked the small watch on her wrist, more out of instinct than worry at this point, having grown comfortable with the way her daddy acted when she came home from being out with James.
"It's late," she said gently. "I should get back."
James stood without a word and walked her to the door. As he helped her into her cardigan, his hands brushed her shoulders. She looked up at him unsure of what to expect, unsure if it was even okay to want something more from the night.
They stepped onto the porch together where the wind had cooled. There was only the sound of crickets now.
James walked her to the car and opened the door. She settled into the passenger seat, her dress drawing just above the knee as she sat, the hem shifting slightly higher with the motion.
During the drive back, they didn't say much which she realized was typical for him. The dark road stretched ahead like a ribbon of shadow compared to the fields to the sides catching the headlights. His eyes flicked toward her once, not her face this time, but her legs. The dim lighting from the dash caught the outline of her thighs, full and firm, pressed modestly together beneath the fabric of her dress. They tapered into calves that always surprised him, slender, but clearly defined. They looked strong in a way she probably didn't even realize. His gaze lingered a moment longer than it should have.
There was a quiet elegance to the way she naturally held herself. And it stirred something deeper than he expected. The hem of her dress rested just above the knee, proper and unassuming. But a part of him, one he didn't often indulge, wondered what more he might see if it sat just an inch or two higher. The idea had planted itself in his mind, making it difficult to keep his eyes on the road. Yet he managed to look straight, not letting the thoughts go any further.
She caught him looking once but said nothing. If she felt self-conscious, she didn't show it. Or maybe she just didn't realize what he was seeing. When they turned onto the long gravel drive leading to the farmhouse, she shifted slightly, straightening her posture. James noticed the small adjustment.
"Again, don't worry about Bob," he said, voice low but sure. "There's nothing to explain."
She nodded, that particular concern no longer bothering her the last couple of times she spent with him.
He parked near the front of the house and turned off the engine. The porch light was on, casting its familiar yellow cone across the steps. No one was outside. James came around to open her door. She stepped out carefully, the gravel shifting beneath her, he didn't rush her, but stood nearby, watching.
"Thank you," she said softly. "For the dinner. And... everything."
James didn't answer right away. He stepped in close. His hand lifted to her jaw, fingers brushing just beneath her chin as he tilted her face up. She let him. Her breath caught, but she didn't move.
His mouth met hers, in response to the warm and deliberate press of his mouth against hers. The pressure was light at first, lips pressing together with quiet intention. His lower lip moved against hers, slow and certain, then pressed again, firmer this time. She felt how assured his mouth was, the way it guided the kiss without hesitation.
Pulling her a little closer with a hand on her hip, her lips parted slightly without thinking. When it did, she felt the quick touch of his tongue to her bottom lip, before he caught it between his. A small intake of breath left her as something in her stomach tightened. Her chest lifted with the effort to stay calm, but her body was responding as her thighs tensed, yet her knees felt weak. Her hands were still at her sides though she wanted to reach for something. Her skin prickled beneath her dress, every inch aware of where he touched and where he didn't.
His thumb moved gently along her jaw as the kiss continued, deepening only slightly. Her breath caught again. She didn't pull away.
When he eased back, it wasn't sudden. He lingered, letting her catch her breath.
Out by the barn, in the dark just beyond the reach of the porch light, Dalton stood watching. He hadn't planned to be there. But he'd seen them, his daughter and James, close together.
There was no tension in his face. No disapproval. Just quiet satisfaction. James had taken her out more than once and this was the first time he'd seen him touch her. It had to mean something.
James stepped back, his hand resting at Jeanie's cheek for a moment longer before dropping.
"Goodnight," he said.
She didn't answer. Just nodded and turned. The door clicked behind her. She stood just inside for a moment, still and quiet. Her fingers brushed her lips lightly, like she was checking for something. It was different than the kiss the other boy had stolen from her. At least, that's how that kiss felt now. James had been careful. She'd only ever had a few kisses in her life, none that stayed with her like this.
Outside, James got into the car and closed the door with deliberate ease. He didn't start the engine right away. His hand rested on the wheel, eyes still on the porch. She hadn't said much, but her response had been genuine, uncoached, and unguarded. It was exactly what he'd hoped for.
He leaned back slightly, the faintest smile forming as he started the engine and pulled away down the drive.
Jeanie didn't go straight to bed. She stood for a moment just inside the door, one hand still brushing her lips, the other loose at her side. Her heart hadn't settled. Her skin felt oddly warm, even in the quiet. She wasn't used to feeling like this, like she'd been wanted.
She made her way to her room, unbuttoned her dress, and slipped it off without turning on a light. It pooled at her feet. Her shoes came off next, her toes curling against the cool wood floor. She sat on the bed in her modest bra and panties, legs drawn up slightly, her arms wrapped around them.
The kiss replayed in her mind. Not just the kiss, but everything about it. The way James had looked at her before it happened. Like he was certain he wanted to do it. Like he'd already decided she was worth the trouble. His hand had touched her face with care, his thumb at her chin, the kiss soft but sure. She'd never felt anything like it.
A phantom warmth sparked across her skin as she traced the line of her collarbone with a hesitant finger, then down the curve of her shoulder. She trailed her touch along her arm, remembering the press of his body, the hard lines of him against her. Her fingers drifted to her hip, where his hand had rested, that initial contact sparking a desire she hadn't known how to contain.
Her hand continued its journey, gliding upward over the smooth, taught skin of her stomach. She felt the soft indentation just below her ribs as she lay back, a subtle curve that dipped inward. Slowly, her fingers ascended, brushing over the modest fabric of her bra, where it covered the firm swell of her breasts. The skin there grew increasingly sensitive at the memory of his kiss, a low thrum of anticipation that tightened her core.
She didn't do things like this. She wasn't supposed to. The church taught that a good girl didn't touch herself. That it was filthy. That it made God turn His face away. She'd believed that for a long time. Still did, maybe, but that didn't stop the immediate ache that flared through her, centering low in her belly.
Her hand, still trembling slightly, settled over the thin cotton of her panties. The fabric stretched smoothly over her, but the intimate pressure of her own palm against the heated skin beneath it was a new kind of thrill, a quiet assertion of her own desire. The heat blooming there, already vivid from the memory of James, intensified with her touch. It didn't feel dirty, but it felt impossible not to follow.
Her hand trembled, as the moved to find the elastic. The cool air of the room hit her bare thigh at the same time the fabric shifted above, a fleeting contrast to the immediate heat growing within her. The thin fabric of her panties brushed her skin, a sensation now charged, and electric. The memory of his lips on hers, the lingering warmth, pulled her focus down. Her fingers, hesitant at first, then more determined, slipped under the elastic, feeling the tuft of hair below before pulling back as a sharp intake of breath escaped her lips.
She lay on her back, her plain bra and panties the only protection and now being pushed out of the way. Her fingers dipped lower over the top of them, finding the familiar texture of the cotton. They were soaked, dripping even, a shocking slickness. It was embarrassing, yet undeniably arousing, a clear physical response she couldn't control.
The ingrained voice, quiet now, offered its familiar whisper of condemnation. But tonight, a roaring current of physical need pushed against it, threatening to sweep away all restraint.
Her fingers, still unsteady, slipped beneath the elastic of her panties once more, then venturing lower beneath the material. The cotton was sodden, clinging to the soft mound beneath. She pressed gently, feeling the springy texture of her pubic hair, matted and dark with wetness. A jolt of raw awareness shot through her. Her chest tightened. A deeper, insistent throb began between her thighs.
She explored slowly, her touch hesitant and curious. The overwhelming wetness coated her fingers. A low moan escaped her throat, a raw unbidden sound. She quickly bit her lip, stifling it. Her parents, barely a wall away, were asleep. She had to be quiet.
Her bare thighs tensed, then parted slightly. She pressed harder, her fingers sinking into the mound, the matted hair soft against her skin. Another small cry escaped. She clamped her jaw, forcing the sound back, a desperate little whimper trapped in her throat. The throbbing intensified, becoming a rhythmic pulse, echoing deep within her.
The warmth between her thighs had been there since the car ride, since he glanced down without meaning to and didn't look away too quickly. She'd seen it. Felt it. That glance had stayed with her just as much as the kiss. It made her ache in a way she didn't fully understand, but didn't want to run from.
Every brush of her skin felt overly sensitive. She wasn't thinking of shame or what she'd been taught. Not tonight. She was thinking about his voice, the weight of his hand, the certainty in the way he told her she wasn't in trouble.
Her attention shifted, drawn upwards by a sudden sensitivity in her breasts. The thin fabric of her bra grazed her nipples, a sharp, intense sensation. She lifted her free hand, brushing the fabric away from one breast. Her breasts felt heavy, swollen, nipples tight and aching.
She reached under her and unhooked her bra, letting the cups fall away. Cool air shocked her heated skin, quickly replaced by a burgeoning ache. She cupped one breast, feeling it press into her palm. Her thumb brushed across the taut nipple. A sharp gasp escaped. She bit down on her lip, stifling it, eyes darting to the wall separating her from her parents. A wave of intense heat washed over her, pooling at her core, connecting the sensations.
She moved to her other breast, the sensitive tips now hard and erect. The ache intensified, a deep yearning that mirrored the throbbing between her legs. She kneaded gently, the soft flesh yielding. Small whimpers fought their way past her lips, quickly choked off by a conscious effort. The pleasure intensified, sharp and forbidden, but undeniable.
Her focus drifted back downwards. Her fingers, slick and trembling, returned to the damp, pulsating heat between her thighs. The matted hair remained, a constant reminder of her arousal. She pressed deeper, exploring the swollen, yielding folds. The slickness was now profound, almost liquid, coating her fingers with a warm, intimate film. The rhythmic pulsing intensified.
With a growing urgency, she slipped a finger inside, into the slippery, warm channel. The passage yielded, almost sucking her in. The internal pressure felt distinct, a deeper, resonant ache that echoed through her pelvis, mixing with the external friction on her clitoris. She moved her finger slowly at first, exploring the velvety, gripping walls, feeling the subtle suction of her own flesh, the wet heat surrounding her finger.
Urged by a primal need, she moved her finger more boldly, tracing the inner contours. The insistent movements became rhythmic. Her hips subtly arched, meeting the pressure. Sensations in her breasts, still firm and aching, and between her legs, now a molten core of heat and throbbing wetness, intertwined. Her pleasure surged, threatening to consume her last vestiges of restraint. Her control slipped with each breath. She clenched her teeth, biting down hard on her lip, a thin line of pain helping to contain the growing tide of sound.
The whispers of shame grew fainter, drowned out by the undeniable demands of her own body, which pulsed and throbbed with a desperate need for release, building steadily towards a climax she could feel hovering on the edge, a raw, demanding tremor that shook her from within. Every nerve ending lit up with every taut muscle, as she surrendered.
She pressed her finger deeper, swirling it within, exploring the yielding embrace. The internal pressure became a delicious sensation, a heavy, urgent need that resonated through her bones. Her external movements, the relentless circles on her clitoris, grew more frantic, driven by an escalating need. This wasn't the rushed, guilt-tinged release she'd known before. This was a slow, deliberate ascent, each breath a gasp she swallowed, each pulse of pleasure drawing her further away from her conscious mind and deeper into pure sensation.
Her back arched, straining against the bed, her eyes squeezed shut as brilliant pinpricks of light burst behind her eyelids. The friction mounted, a searing heat that was almost painful in its intensity, yet she craved more, pushing against her own hand, seeking deeper, harder contact. Her body began to tremble uncontrollably, a tremor that started deep in her center and rippled outwards, making her thighs clench and her breath hitch in ragged, silent gasps. The combined stimulation, internal and external, became an overwhelming tide, pulling her under.
She felt the pressure building to a point of exquisite tension that stretched her nerves to their absolute limit. Her hips began to buck, small, involuntary movements seeking release. Her finger moved faster, the rhythm becoming a frenzied pulse, a desperate race towards the inevitable. The hot, wet slide of her own flesh against itself was intoxicating, pushing her further to the brink. A muffled cry tore from her, swallowed by the back of her hand pressed against her mouth.
Then, it hit. It wasn't the wave she'd experienced in the past, but a series of explosive, violent contractions that seized her body. Her muscles clenched, hard and unrelenting, starting deep inside her pelvis and radiating outwards with convulsive force. Her back bowed dramatically off the bed, her head thrown back, a sharp, choked cry tearing from her lips, but dying in her throat as she desperately tried to hold it back. Pleasure, sharp and intense, ripped through her, almost painful in its raw power. Wave after wave of spasming sensation washed over her, taking her bowed back, to her stomach tightening, pulling her into a crunched position. Each pulse driving a silent gasp from her lungs, each contraction drawing her deeper into the visceral throes.



Her fingers, still trapped within her, tightened their grip involuntarily, her entire body shaking, trembling, convulsing with the force of the release. It was an orgasm unlike any she'd ever known. It was prolonged, convulsive, and utterly consuming, stripping away all thought, all shame, leaving only the pure, shattering impact of physical bliss. Her breath hitched, her throat raw, as her body continued to tremor, riding out the last, lingering aftershocks, each one a fading echo of the magnificent storm that had just broken.
Laying there, spent and breathless, her body humming with a deep, profound satisfaction. A primal ache of fulfillment that lingered long after the last convulsion subsided, the quiet of the room was a testament to her desperate, successful fight for silence so her daddy wouldn't hear.
She stared at the ceiling, not really seeing it, still caught in the sensations of what she'd felt. It hadn't been frantic or shameful like before. There was no guilt clawing at the edges of her thoughts, no voice warning her she'd done something wrong. Just the echo of his touch, his voice, the look in his eyes.
She brought her hand up to her lips, brushing her fingers across them, remembering the way his lips had pressed there. It hadn't been a deep kiss, but it had been deliberate. Gentle. Like he saw her, wanted her. Her fingers, still slick with the profound wetness from between her legs, now met her own mouth. The scent, subtle and musky, hit her first, a distinct tang of herself. Then, as her thumb grazed her lower lip, she tasted it. A sudden, sharp awareness of her own taste hit her tongue with a taste that was faint, slightly sweet with a trace of salt, and utterly distinct. It was unintentional to taste herself, yet the flavor immediately ignited a deeper, more primitive spark within her. It was the taste of her desire, a raw, undeniable essence that shocked her with its intimacy. A shiver ran through her from a profound, visceral recognition. The taste mingled with the memory of his kiss, a forbidden fusion that sent a fresh wave of heat through her, pulling her further down the path she was already on.
Something had shifted inside of her, and for the first time in a long time, she didn't feel small.
The months passed quietly. Jeanie had another birthday, turning twenty-one, but James wasn't there for it. He'd called her, though, choosing to leave her to celebrate with her family. She was disappointed, a quiet ache she kept to herself, but she chalked it up to him being busy. She truly couldn't imagine what his demanding world was like.
James continued to see Jeanie, never often, never predictably, but often enough that Dalton stopped asking if another visit was coming. The outings remained simple: dinner in town, a drive, the occasional walk somewhere secluded. He hadn't pressed things further than a kiss. Her reactions were telling. Curious. Malleable. She followed his lead with that same quiet obedience that made her so easy to be around for him. So different from the rest of what he chose to surround himself with that required constant work, and attention to stay on track.
She never asked where things were going. Never pressing and James didn't offer anything more than his presence, which seemed to be enough.
Carmen, for her part, had grown tired of hearing her name. The girl this, the girl that. Even when Jeanie wasn't mentioned directly, she hung over conversations like a low hum. Carmen didn't lash out, she wasn't that foolish, but she made her displeasure known in more subtle ways. An offhand comment. A look. A question that didn't sound like one until it landed. James ignored most of it.
Dalton didn't. He watched the pattern, and each time James brought his daughter back home, each time she came in smiling and saying little, he pushed just a bit harder. A suggestion here, a well-timed remark there. As though the idea of James marrying her had never really been a question, only a matter of timing.
Eventually, James stopped brushing it off. And one afternoon, when the sky had turned the color of dry wheat and the air was thick with summer heat, he told Dalton yes. He'd take her.
Eventually, James stopped dismissing the idea. It hadn't come from anything Dalton said--he'd never taken his cues from that man. But the girl was different. There was something in her and the way she listened to him. The way she followed simple cues and adapted to conversations. She wasn't jaded. She hadn't been shaped yet. And the thought of being the one to do it... that stuck with him. So one afternoon, without fanfare or need for persuasion, he gave Dalton his answer.
"I'll take her."
Just like that. Calm, decisive. The decision didn't come from love or obligation, but for his wonder of what she could become.
--------------------
Thanks for Reading
If you made it this far, thank you, and I hope you enjoyed it as I try to lay the foundation for the story. Chapters 2 and 3 are already written and will be released after this one's had a little time to find its audience. I'd love to hear your thoughts, so feel free to leave a comment or message if something stood out.
More soon.
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Chapter 1
The first thing Natalie did was clear out the guest room closet. Not that it was overflowing, it was just a few suitcases, an old space heater, and a pile of boots she hadn't worn since before the divorce. He was going to be living her now though, and he would need the room for his own stuff.
Her fingers paused on a soft knit throw, brushing it, unable to deny memories that came with it from her old home. A previous life. The coming reality felt more real with every empty hanger.
She didn't regret saying yes. Lisa had sounded so grateful, so relieved. "The dorms are just making the cost of college so much more expensive," she'd said. "He just needs somewhere stable to live and study."
And Natalie could use the help. Sure, she didn't need a two bedroom, but it was originally supposed to be a home office-guestroom combo. The office never really got used though. Neither did it get used as a guest room. The only person that'd come to use it was a college friend, for one weekend.
The new city, the rent, and the mild panic of watching her savings thin out while she waited for a promotion that may never come, meant the modest monthly payment they'd agreed on wasn't nothing.
But still. A 20-year-old. A boy? A man?
She leaned in the doorway, arms crossed, staring at the freshly made bed. The sheets were new. So were the towels. She'd even swapped out the nightstand lamp for something a little more masculine, not that she thought he'd care. But something about sharing space again made her suddenly, irrationally aware of the details. The angles. The proximity.
She hadn't lived with a young man since she was in her twenties, newly married, and trying to build something solid. That had been a long time ago. She was 32 now, divorced, and focused on work. Trying to rebuild in a new city, in a new apartment, with a new routine she was only just getting used to. Yoga in the mornings, occasional late nights of work to show her commitment, finished up with wine and reruns until her brain slowed down.
She moved through the apartment assessing everything. What had been her place for nearly a year, was about to be his home, too. At least for a little while. She scrubbed the stove, rearranged the contents of the fridge, bought an extra towel set.
It was like she was nesting all over again.
But now? She wasn't sure what to expect.
She remembered the last time she saw him, barely seventeen. All awkward shoulders and posture, and shaggy hair. Lisa said he'd grown up, that he'd filled out. "You'll be impressed," she'd said with a wink, half-joking, not knowing how strange that would come across. Natalie had laughed it off, but it lingered. She wasn't expecting him. She was expecting company, noise, a warm body in the hall. Someone to fill the silence she only recently realized was becoming overwhelming and a constant throughout the house. At first it was welcome, in contrast to the fights her marriage had turned into. But lately, it seemed ever-present and lonely.
She walked to the kitchen, opened the fridge, then shut it again without taking anything. She already felt the shift, and he hadn't even arrived yet. It would be nice to have someone around again. She told herself that. Repeated it. Just... she wouldn't have expected that someone to be a 20-year-old.
Heading back to the guest room, more out of an anxious energy than anything else, she sat on the edge of the bed and let out a breath.
"I can handle this," she said aloud. "It's just someone to share the space."
But even as she said it, her eyes drifted to the hallway where the closed door to her bedroom suddenly felt just a little too close to his.
This wasn't just a week or two. Lisa had said through college. Suddenly that felt so undefined. What did that mean? Two years? Would he be expecting to stay here if went for his masters? Aiden would come and go, sure, classes, internships, but the reality was he'd be living here. In her quiet, post-divorce space that she had finally made her own.
She was used to hearing only her own footsteps. To dancing barefoot through the kitchen with wine and music. To not worrying about someone else hearing her cry in the shower on bad days.
That life was starting to feel normal. And now she was about to share it with the 20-year-old child of her best friend. One who, if she was honest, she barely ever knew in the first place.
Still... it would be nice to have someone around again. Even if it wasn't someone she wouldn't've expected.
"I can handle this," she said aloud. "It's temporary." She wasn't actually sure if she believed that, especially not after her conversation with Lisa on the phone last night.
Chapter 2
"Seriously, Nat, you're a lifesaver."
Lisa's voice crackled slightly through the speakerphone as Natalie placed a pair of folded towels at the foot of the bed.
"I owe you big time for this," Lisa said.
"You say that like I'm not still trying to convince myself it's a good idea," Natalie replied, smoothing the fabric unnecessarily.
Lisa chuckled. "He's not high-maintenance, I swear. You might even forget he's there."
"That's what I'm afraid of," Natalie muttered. "That I'll walk into the kitchen in my robe, or less, and scare the hell out of both of us."
Lisa laughed. "You're going to get along better than you think."
Natalie paused. "I haven't lived with anyone in a while and I wasn't planning on it for some time."
"Since Frank, I know, c'mon, there's always room for one more."
"Yeah." She tugged at a loose thread on the comforter. "It's been kind of... nice. Quiet."
Lisa didn't say anything for a moment. "Well, it's not like Aiden's going to disrupt your whole world."
"Mm." Natalie made a noncommittal noise, then added, "I just didn't think the next person I'd live with would be your son."
"He's not a kid anymore," Lisa said, with a tone that was almost teasing. "You'll see."
"I'm not looking," Natalie shot back.
"Didn't say you were," Lisa replied, lightly. Then, after a moment, "He always thought you were kind of intimidating, you know."
Natalie raised an eyebrow. "I was twenty-five and working all the time when he met me. And if I wasn't working, I was trying to keep Frank calm while he tried to keep tabs on everything I did when I wasn't home. I think I barely looked up from my phone."
"He still remembers you as intimidating, for whatever reason."
That made Natalie pause, but she kept her tone casual. "Well, I hope I don't scare him off this time."
"He's not that easily scared anymore."
There was something in Lisa's voice that Natalie couldn't quite pin down. Maybe it was simple motherly pride.
"I'll keep him in line," Natalie said. "Just promise you won't start calling me his second mom."
Lisa laughed again. "You? Please. Actually, now that you mention it, he'd probably listen to you more than he listens to me."
A longer pause this time.
"You sure this won't be weird?" Natalie asked, almost pleading for reassurance from the universe.
There was a lightness in Lisa's reply. "Would it be the first time we agreed to something that wasn't a little weird between us?"
Natalie didn't answer right away. She reached for her glass of wine and took a slow sip.
"This is different" She replied. Not hearing Lisa respond, she added, "Fine, I'll manage."
"I know you will," Lisa said, softer now. "You always do. You nervous?"
"A little."
"You excited?"
Natalie smirked. "Don't push it."
Lisa laughed. "Okay, okay. I'll stop. Just be nice to him, will you?"
"I will," Natalie said. "But I'm not making him muffins."
Lisa paused. "You're totally making muffins, aren't you?"
Natalie sighed. "They're banana nut. Don't judge me."
"Oh, I'm judging. But also, I'm touched you'd go through the trouble."
Another small pause settled between them.
Lisa spoke first. "Crazy, isn't it? When we met in that hot yoga class seven years ago, I never would've guessed my son would end up living with you."
Natalie let out a dramatic sigh, "Yeah... that definitely wasn't on my bingo card."
"Honestly, I would've expected me to live with you before Aiden ever did," Lisa said a little more playfully.
Natalie blinked, caught off guard. She gave a small laugh, unsure how else to respond. "Well... you probably would've been better at folding the towels."
Lisa laughed with her. "Maybe. But I definitely wouldn't stay out of your wine stash." She smiled to herself, thinking for a second.
"Weird, huh?" Lisa said.
"Weirds one word for it," she answered. She appreciated that she could be candid with Lisa, all things considered.
"Anyway," Lisa said, slipping back into her usual chipper tone, "you'll be great."
"I'll manage," Natalie replied. "I usually do."
"I know," Lisa said, quieter now. "Night, Nat."
"Night, Lisa."
Chapter 3
The next morning, Natalie stood by the window with a cooling cup of coffee in her hand, watching as a silver sedan eased into the lot below. She hadn't slept much, a mixture of anxiety and a restless awareness that the quiet comfort of her home was about to change.
After spending the day preparing, she spotted Lisa as soon as the car parked. Her friend stepped out with a quick glance upward, giving a wave even though she couldn't possibly see Natalie through the tinted glass and the reflection of the world outside. She knew Natalie well enough to know that she'd be watching for them though. A moment later, Aiden emerged from the passenger side, taller than she remembered and more filled out. He moved with the loose, casual energy of someone comfortable in his own skin, slinging a duffel bag over his shoulder and grabbing a suitcase from the back seat.
Natalie's stomach gave a small, involuntary twist.
That wasn't the awkward teen she remembered from holidays and backyard barbecues. That was... something else entirely. She wasn't sure what she'd expected, maybe someone younger-looking, more boyish, but the man stepping onto the curb looked completely at ease with himself in a way that made her suddenly feel off-balance, knowing he was about to move in.
She turned from the window and set her mug down, brushing her hands over her jeans as if that would settle her nerves. It was time to open the door, make polite conversation, and act like she hadn't spent the last twenty-four hours trying to convince herself this was a perfectly normal arrangement.
Before stepping into the hall, she took one last look around the guest room, smoothed the edge of the comforter where she'd been sitting, then moved to the kitchen to pour herself some water she didn't really want, and await the coming knock at the door.
Time seemed to drag before she finally heard them talking outside. She glanced at the clock: ten after four. Showtime.
Natalie opened the door just as Lisa lifted her hand to knock.
"There she is," Lisa said with a grin, stepping in for a big squeeze. "Told you we'd make it before dinner time."
Natalie returned the hug, then looked past her to Aiden. He lingered a step back, shoulders relaxed, duffel slung over one side.
Stepping aside to let them in, she said, "Well, come on in. Don't just stand there, come on."
He stepped through the doorway behind his mom with a polite nod and a quick glance around. Now that he was in front of her, Natalie couldn't help comparing him once more to the version she'd seen a few years ago. He'd been all sharp elbows and shaggy hair, slouched in a hoodie two sizes too big. Now, his posture was straighter, and he carried himself better, like he'd settled into himself. Still quiet so far, however.
Natalie shut the door behind them and gestured toward the hallway. "Your room is the first on the right. Closet is cleared out and extra towels are on the bed."
"Thanks," Aiden said, offering a brief smile before heading down the hall with his duffel over one shoulder and his suitcase trailing behind him. His footsteps were light, almost cautious.
Lisa followed her into the kitchen like it was still familiar territory, opening a cabinet uninvited and grabbing two glasses. "You're not going to freak out and kick him out after a week, are you?"
Natalie raised an eyebrow. "Not unless he starts blasting music at 2 a.m. or leaves beard trimmings in the sink."
Lisa smirked. "He's not a slob. And he keeps to himself. Honestly, like I'd said, you'll probably forget he's here most of the time."
Natalie leaned against the counter, arms crossed loosely. "I doubt that. It already feels different."
"Good different or bad different?"
She considered the question for a moment. "Just... not mine anymore. The space, my routine... it's going to take a minute."
Lisa nodded, surprisingly understanding. "I get it. You've been solo for what, a year now?"
"Little over. In the apartment for almost a year."
"Well, he's not going to take over your world," Lisa said, grabbing her glass of water and giving Natalie a pointed look. "He just needs a place to sleep, study, and occasionally eat all your cereal."
Natalie huffed a soft laugh. "I don't even eat cereal."
"Then you're already that much safer from his never-ending hunger."
Before Natalie could respond, Aiden reemerged from the hallway. He'd dropped his stuff off and was now taking in the apartment with more focus as his eyes scanned the layout, the framed prints on the walls, the neat stack of books on the bookshelf in the corner of the living room.
"It looks really nice in here," he said.
Natalie gave a modest shrug. "It's still coming together."
"I like it," he added.
Natalie gave a small smile, motioning her hands towards him slightly. "Thanks. It's a work in progress."
Lisa looked between them, then clapped her hands together. "All right, troops. He's still got a few boxes in the trunk. Let's get it all in before the afternoon heat turns ugly."
Natalie set her water glass on the counter. "To late for that," she quipped. "Lead the way."
They filed out together, to head downstairs. Lisa chatted like always, and Aiden brought up the rear, quietly scanning the hallway as they walked. The apartment was nicer than he was used to since going to college. Cleaner. More put together. Not like the dorms, where peace and quiet was rare because your neighbors either slammed doors or played guitar badly at midnight.
This place had structure. It felt like someone actually lived here, and not in the half-hearted way college students pretended to, knowing they would be leaving in the summer. It made him feel out of place. He wasn't sure how he was supposed to fit into her world.
As they stepped outside, the afternoon heat rolled in fast. Lisa popped the trunk of her car and motioned toward the back.
"There's your last two," she said. "One of you grab the box, the other grab the bin."
"I got it," Aiden said quickly, reaching for both before Natalie could move.
"Don't throw your back out trying to impress me," she said.
"I won't," he muttered, adjusting his grip on the awkward plastic bin. It wasn't heavy, just bulky but manageable.
Lisa opened the building door for them, and he followed Natalie in, trying not to focus too much on the scrape of her sandals on the floor or the fact that he was eyelevel with her ass, as they walked up the stairs.
This whole thing still felt strange. He'd spent the last two years crammed into shared spaces with guys who barely knew how to run a microwave, and now here he was, living with his mom's friend off campus, a woman he barely even knew anything about. He didn't even know how old she actually was.
Thirty... something? She didn't look it, but she acted like it. He was used to living with people he didn't know. That comes with dorm life. But he didn't know how to live with a woman, not a girl, but a woman, that wasn't his mom. This was new. All of it. And he wasn't sure how he was supposed to act around her.
It was already a different world, and he hadn't even unpacked yet.
Chapter 4
When they got back into the apartment, he dropped his things by the wall in his room, then returned to find Natalie and his mom in the kitchen, already opening drawers and debating whether the mugs were too high up. It seemed that Natalie was much more structured than his mom was. He'd have to be mindful of that, living in her place.
"It'll be fun staying the night, right?" Lisa asked, turning toward Natalie. "Just like old times! One last night of freedom for you before the kid takes over."
Natalie gave her a dry look. "You're staying in my bed and he's the one with his own room. How is that my last night of freedom?"
Lisa waved her off. "Details."
Aiden hesitated just past the doorway, unsure whether to linger or leave them to whatever they were doing. They clearly had their own thing going on of shared stories and inside jokes, and he wasn't part of that. Not yet. Probably not ever.
He cleared his throat lightly. "I'm gonna, uh... finish unpacking I guess."
"Need help?" Lisa asked, half-turning.
"I'm good," he said, already backing down the hall.
He shut the door behind him, sat on the edge of the bed, and stared at the bin he'd just carried up. The room was nice. Too nice. Clean, quiet, and... adult. This wasn't going to feel like college. Not even close.
He leaned forward, elbows on his knees, hands loosely clasped. The bin sat unopened in front of him. He knew exactly what was in it and none of it was urgent. Chargers, notebooks, a couple of extension cords, and a hoodie he hadn't worn in months. He wasn't really in a rush to unpack, but just needed a moment to take everything in.
Everything in the room felt intentional. The bed was already made, the spare blanket folded, and there was even a small dish of spare toiletries on the dresser, like he was checking into some kind of Airbnb. It was far from bad, but it felt super foreign. Quiet in a way he wasn't used to. No background noise. No random yelling through dorm walls. No roommate clomping around in flip-flops after day drinking. Not even the noises he was used to back home with his mom. Just... calm. And that made him realize how much he'd relied on noise to distract himself from actually thinking.



He stood, opened the bin, and started pulling things out one by one, placing them in empty drawers and the vacant closet. It didn't take long; he didn't have much. By the time he was zipping up the empty duffel bag and stuffing it inside the suitcase, he could hear faint laughter coming from the kitchen along with his mom's voice, then Natalie's.
He couldn't make out the words, but the flow of it seemed like it was familiar between them. His mom almost sounded giddy, like it was just a continuation of some past life they had together before he showed up. He wasn't sure if that made him feel better or worse.
It was good, because at least he was staying with someone that he kinda knew and his mom was close with. On the other hand, it was someone his mom was close with and may tell her about everything he does.
Aiden sat back down on the edge of the bed, resting his forearms on his thighs. This wasn't going to be like dorm life. It wasn't going to be like anything he'd done before. Natalie wasn't just some stranger off a roommate board; she was his mom's friend. Sharp, professional, polite. And he was crashing in her home for the foreseeable future.
He exhaled through his nose, then stood again, mostly just to move. The idea of staying in here all evening felt antisocial, but barging into the kitchen mid-laughter felt weird too. After a moment, he opened the door and wandered toward the living room. At the very least, he figured he should make an effort to not be hiding.
Chapter 5
Natalie leaned against the kitchen island, half-listening as Lisa recounted the woman who came in mortified, asking for help removing a decorative wine stopper she'd mistaken for something sturdier during a moment of... experimentation, and then having to lecture her about the importance of something that flared at least, so it wouldn't go all the way in, if she was going to continue making questionable choices.
It was classic Lisa, half absurd, half hilarious, and Natalie found herself smiling, even though her attention drifted every few seconds.
She heard the bedroom door down the hall open then close again. The sound barely registered, but it tugged her focus just the same. It was a sound she didn't cause. A sound from someone who was now going to be inhabiting her space. Aiden's room was across the hall from hers, close enough to make a difference in how loud she could be, but not right on top of each other. It had seemed like a logical arrangement when she offered it. Now it just felt noticeably close.
A moment later, he reappeared, pausing at the edge of the kitchen like he wasn't sure whether to come in or wait to be invited.
"Survived the unpacking?" Natalie asked, in acknowledgement of him.
"Mostly," he said. "Still figuring out where to put little things. Just details."
"You'll figure it out. The drawers aren't that deep; it can't leave you with too many options."
He gave a quick smile and leaned against the wall, arms crossed. There was a quiet hesitation in how he held himself, like he was still finding his place in the room.
"Can't help it," he said after a beat. "I'm in school for architecture. Making things fit is kind of... hardwired."
Natalie raised an eyebrow, mildly impressed. "So, you're saying the junk drawer might be your greatest challenge?"
"Depends how chaotic it is," he replied, the smile returning. "Could be a decent design exercise in spatial awareness." He was grateful for how easy she seemed to make it to talk to her, and ease some of the weirdness.
Lisa turned from the fridge with a grin. "Don't encourage her. Next thing you know she'll be asking for a full rework of the spice cabinet."
"Only if it comes with extra credit," he said.
That drew a laugh from both women, and Natalie found herself relaxing a little. It wasn't effortless, nothing about this situation would be, but at least he seemed to have a sense of humor. She'd been concerned based on her minimal interactions of him before, and Lisa saying she intimidated him.
He moved a little farther into the room, staying close to the edge but present. She noticed he didn't pull out his phone or try to fade into the background. He was just taking it in and not forcing anything.
Lisa rubbed her hands together. "Okay, we're voting on dinner. Thai or pizza?"
Aiden glanced between them. "I'm good with whatever."
Natalie grabbed the stack of takeout menus. "That's not how voting works here, you don't get to abstain."
Dinner had come and gone, leaving takeout boxes half-collapsed on the coffee table, empty plates stacked nearby, and two glasses of wine quickly making their way through the bottle Lisa had brought. The TV played low in the background, but no one was really paying attention. Lisa had made herself comfortable in the middle of the couch, legs tucked under her and turned a bit towards her friend. Natalie was curled at one end, elbow on the armrest, glass balanced loosely in hand. Aiden had taken the accent chair to the side, sitting a little straighter than the others, one foot bouncing lightly as he listened.
"So," Lisa said, topping off Natalie's glass before offering the bottle toward Aiden. "Want some?"
Natalie glanced over. "He's not old enough."
Lisa rolled her eyes. "Please. He's twenty. And we all know he's had a lot more than a glass of wine at those college parties."
Aiden let out a short laugh, glancing between them like he wasn't sure if he was in on the joke or the target of it. Lisa wasn't done. "I found him drunk on our front porch senior year. Was trying to sneak in all quiet, and he fell over taking off his shoes before coming inside."
"I thought you didn't know about that," Aiden muttered, rubbing the back of his neck.
"I'm a nurse, not an idiot," Lisa replied, smirking. "You were home safe. That's what mattered at that moment. At least this time he's drinking at home," she finished, looking at Natalie having emphasized the last word.
The word caught Natalie off guard. Home. She looked at Aiden again, glass paused just short of her lips. He didn't seem to notice the shift, or if he did, he didn't react. He just leaned forward and accepted the pour into his water glass with a quiet, "Thanks."
He already saw this place that way, or at very least, didn't resist the idea of it. Natalie took a sip, letting the wine settle on her tongue while the thought settled somewhere deeper.
Lisa pressed on, cheerful and tireless as ever. "Okay, so no college horror stories yet, but let's shift gears. What's the worst living situation either of you have been in?"
Natalie raised an eyebrow. "That implies I've had more than one. I went straight from my parents' house to my ex's. Never had a roommate."
"Seriously?" Aiden asked, genuinely surprised.
She shrugged. "Lived with my husband until I didn't."
Lisa leaned in with a mock-conspiratorial grin. "And now she's making up for lost time by taking in strays."
"I'm not a stray," Aiden muttered, examining the wine in his glass.
"Tell that to the duffel bag you walked in with, hobo" Natalie replied, her tone dry, and not cracking a smile.
That brought out a little laugh from Aiden, the first one since they started eating, he seemed to ease into his seat a little more. He wasn't completely comfortable, but the edges of his caution had rounded off.
Lisa gave Natalie a look that said told you so without actually saying it. The conversation drifted on from there, letting the bad living situations go. Classes, transit nightmares, whether pad see ew was better than drunken noodles. Lisa did most of the heavy lifting of the conversation, pulling threads and nudging them into topics that felt neutral and comfortable.
Chapter 6
By the time the food had gone cold and the last sip of wine had disappeared, Lisa stretched and groaned, arms overhead. "Okay, I'm officially done. My back says it's time to lie down."
Natalie stood and began gathering the plates, stacking the empties without much finesse. "You can use the bathroom first to get ready for bed."
Lisa waved her off with a lazy gesture, wine glass still in hand. "Door at the end of the hall. I remember where everything is."
"Mm-hmm," Natalie murmured, eyeing the wine stain on the edge of a napkin before tossing it into the trash. "Just don't make yourself too comfortable. It's still my bed and I need room to sleep in it too."
Lisa grinned as she rose, wobbling only slightly as she stepped into her flats. "No promises."
Aiden pushed himself up from the chair, still a little stiff but looser than earlier. "I'll head to bed too. Thanks again for dinner. And, uh... well, all of it."
"You're welcome," Natalie said, offering a tired smile. "Hall closet has extra towels if you need a second set."
He nodded and lingered for half a second like he wasn't sure what to say next. Then, with a quiet "Goodnight," he disappeared down the hallway toward his room, the door closing gently behind him.
Lisa followed immediately after, heading towards the hall, then Natalie's toward the bathroom. "Don't take too long cleaning. I'm not above locking you out of your own bedroom."
"Noted," Natalie called after her.
Left alone in the quiet, Natalie turned back to the kitchen. She could've left the mess until morning, and no one would've judged her, but something about the clutter rubbed against her nerves. She loaded the dishwasher on autopilot, wiped down the counters, put away the takeout menus. It was about reclaiming a little order before everything started again tomorrow.
By the time she turned off the lights and padded softly down the hallway, the apartment had fallen into the familiar late-night hush. She passed the closed guest room door and paused briefly, hearing nothing from inside. It struck her again that he was really here. That tomorrow and the next day and who knows how many after, he'd be behind that door. Eating at her table. Using her space. Sharing her air.
She reached her own bedroom and opened the door noticing that the bathroom was already vacant.
Lisa was sitting on the edge of the bed, makeup wiped clean, her hair twisted up haphazardly. She looked up as Natalie entered with an expression that was far too casual for someone holding a bright pink silicone dildo in one hand.
"This was in your nightstand," Lisa said, matter-of-factly. "You upgraded since I last visited."
Natalie froze halfway through closing the door. "Lisa!"
"What?" Lisa laughed, giving it an exaggerated little waggle. "I was looking for chapstick. This isn't it. But I mean... we could pretend," slowly lifting it towards her lips and staring at Natalie, before stopping with a giggle.
Natalie sighed and let her head thump lightly against the door. "Why are you like this?"
"Curious. Slightly tipsy. And, to be fair, it's not the worst thing I've found in someone's drawer."
"It's still my drawer."
Lisa grinned, completely unfazed. "You know, I always had you pegged for a traditional girl when I met you. This is a nice surprise. It's bigger than I expected you to have too. But I still think you need to try some of my recommendations. There are toys that can do amazing things!"
Natalie walked over and snatched it from her hand, tossing it into the nightstand drawer it came from, without ceremony. "Remind me why I let you sleep in here?"
"Because you love me," Lisa said, pulling back the blanket like nothing had happened. "And because, like I said, I've seen worse."
Natalie groaned and turned toward her dresser, fluffing her hair with her hands. "I'm not taking that as a challenge."
Behind her, Lisa was already under the covers, voice muffled by the pillow. "Maybe not. But it is nice to see you living a little."
Natalie didn't reply. She just stood there for a moment longer, then stepped toward the closet and slipped off her jeans, tossing them into the hamper inside. Her top followed, dropped in the same easy motion, leaving her in a simple black bra and matching panties. Normally, she would've stripped the rest of the way before pulling on the oversized T-shirt still hanging from the closet doorknob.
The shirt was the last thing left behind by a guy she'd briefly seen not long after moving here. The relationship hadn't lasted. But for a little while, it had been exciting in a way she hadn't felt in years. She'd been carving out her new life in this city, with a new body under hers, that had a different technique than the rushed, predictable routines that filled her marriage toward the end.
He was a touch younger, and more spontaneous. Eager in a way that made her want to rise to meet it, to prove something to herself. He was also the reason she'd bought the seven-and-a-half-inch dildo that Lisa had just unearthed and was now tucked back in the nightstand. She'd thought that maybe she could train her vagina and her throat to handle him on the nights he wasn't around.
The toy had outlasted the fling, and so had the shirt. The goodbye hadn't been dramatic. They just stopped calling each other. No real ending, just a fade-out. Still, on most nights, she slept in that shirt because it was comfortable and reminded her of a man that wasn't Frank.
Tonight, with Lisa here, she left the bra and panties on. It was a courtesy, an acknowledgment that someone else was in her bed.
She turned off the bedside lamp, which seemed to emphasize the hush that enveloped the room. She slipped under the covers, feeling the sheets cool against her legs. Lisa was already curled on her side, facing her. For a while, neither of them said anything. Just the faint hum of the air conditioner and the occasional noise from a neighbor.
Then, Lisa's voice cut through, low and slurred at the edges. "You remember that night in Scottsdale?"
Natalie blinked into the dark. "We agreed never to speak of Scottsdale."
Lisa laughed softly. "I'm not bringing up him. I'm bringing up us." A pause. "You were the one who kissed me first, if I remember right."
"That was a long time ago," Natalie said, voice quieter now. "We were-"
"Drunk. Like tonight. And a year or whatever, isn't that long."
Natalie rolled to her side, facing away. "It's different now."
Lisa just shifted behind her closing the distance, the mattress giving under her weight, slightly rolling Natalie back into her. Then fingers brushed Natalie's bare arm, slowly dragging the sheet slightly lower.
"It doesn't have to be," Lisa whispered. "Unless you're not curious anymore."
Natalie exhaled slowly, eyes fixed on the far wall in the dim lighting. Her body tensed in conflict. "Aiden's down the hall."
Lisa's hand paused, letting her feel the warmth and softness rest just under her collarbone, playing with the collar of the shirt. "He's asleep. I've done far worse with him two rooms away."
Natalie let out a short, nervous laugh. "I've never been one for an audience."
Lisa's lips brushed her ear, "He's not watching, Nat. He's passed out cold. I know you better than that. You're not nervous, just making excuses."
Natalie didn't answer. Her mind was racing; caught between the low burn Lisa always seemed to know how to stoke and the very real knowledge that this wasn't just a drunken night. Lisa's twenty-year-old son was sleeping across the hall, under her roof, and this, whatever this was, wouldn't just disappear with the morning.
But Lisa's hand had already slipped lower, as her fingertips dragged the edge of the sheet to Natalie's waistline, testing the boundary.
"Tell me no," Lisa whispered.
Natalie didn't. She heard Lisa shift behind her, feeling the light pull of the covers as the other woman pushed against her more fully.
For a few moments, it was too quiet. Just the sound of their uneven breathing filling the space between them. Every inhale felt louder than it should've, every brush of skin magnified in the stillness of the apartment. Natalie's pulse thudded in her ears, but her thoughts were elsewhere, as they half-focused down the hall where Aiden slept behind a closed door.
She didn't voice the concern. There was no point since Lisa clearly didn't share it, and she could be persistent when she was feeling like this. Then Lisa's fingers trailed lightly over the fabric stretched across Natalie's waist.
"You're wound up," she murmured.
Natalie just breathed for a moment. Her eyes stayed open, continuing to stare into the dim room. "I'm fine."
"You're not. You're buzzing like you always do when your brain won't let you rest."
Natalie let out a small breath, part laugh, part exhale. "I'm now sharing a hallway with your son, remember?"
Lisa's hand slipped a little higher, feeling the warmth of Natalie's stomach. "I lived with him for years, Nat. You think I never had to be quiet?" She chuckled softly. "Trust me, he's not listening for anything."
"He's twenty," Natalie whispered. "He listens to everything."
Still, she didn't stop Lisa's hand as it swept up beneath the edge of her bra. Her body betrayed her first, arching slightly into the touch. Lisa had become central part of her orbit in the last year and a half, a presence that blurred lines after too much wine or late-night honesty. It hadn't been like this before the divorce, before the long stretch of cold nights and longer silences.
Lisa had been a friend then, and only a friend. But when the marriage ended and Natalie began to feel again, to want, and wonder what she had been missing, Lisa was the one who listened. The one who teased. The one who asked questions no one else dared to.
Lisa pressed in now, her lips brushing the back of Natalie's neck. "You told me the other week how long it's been since anyone touched you, right? Let me."
Natalie bit her lip. "I didn't mean you..." she sighed. "And truth be told, there was someone last week."
"You didn't not mean me, and you can tell me about him later."
There was a pause filled with nerves of uncertainty. Lisa's hand skimmed up Natalie's side again, slipping her thumb fully beneath her bra with the confidence she always seemed to have. Her palm was hot against bare skin, cupping just the bottom her breast with a firm possessive touch, like she had every right to. Then her thumb found Natalie's nipple, brushing over it once, twice, the pressure light as she felt it grow harder. Back and forth, a slow tease, coaxing a response she knew was inevitable.
Natalie's breath caught, and her body leaned ever so slightly into the touch before she could think to stop it. She was yielding to Lisa's ministrations.
"You don't have to overthink it," Lisa whispered, her breath warm against the curve of Natalie's neck. "We're already here and we don't see each other often now."
Natalie stayed still, she was caught between resistance and surrender. It wasn't the first time this pull had happened between them, but it had never been quite like this. Not in her own bed, and certainly not with Aiden asleep just across the hall.
Lisa seemed to sense the hesitation and began sliding her knee between Natalie's under the sheets, opening her up just a little, hips pressing against her butt just enough to stir a mixture of guilt and excitement low in Natalie's stomach. The edges of a fear of him hearing that made it more stimulating.
"We'll be quiet," Lisa said, barely audible now. "It's okay to want something, Nat. Just let yourself go."
Chapter 7
Down the hall, Aiden turned over in bed for what felt like the tenth time. The apartment was too quiet, lacking the white noise he'd been used to his whole life. He could hear the distant hum of the refrigerator, and a tapping of pipes in the walls. And then eventually, there was something else. A voice.
He couldn't make out the words, just the murmur of two people talking. It was quiet and muffled, and the familiar voices of his mom and Natalie.



At first, he figured they were just laughing again, sharing more stories about old times. Some inside joke. But then he realized the cadence was different. Slower, softer, uneven in a way that made him feel as though it was reminiscent of how he'd heard his mom talk before.
He sat up, squinting toward his closed door as though his eyes would help him hear them better. It was probably nothing, he told himself, but he didn't move. He just sat there, listening.
Natalie's bra had shifted from Lisa's hand slipping fully beneath now, as her fingers gently closed around her breast. Her thumb was circling the peak with a familiarity that made Natalie gasp quietly into the pillow. Lisa kissed her shoulder, her mouth leaving a soft and lingering tingle as she pressed closer from behind.
"You feel amazing," she whispered. "Always have."
Natalie's voice came out breathless. "Lisa..."
Lisa's hand slid lower, across Natalie's stomach, moving over the top of her panties with a slowness that made Natalie tremble. She should've stopped her. Should've said no. But her hips moved instead, betraying her thoughts, and tilting back just enough to say yes without speaking a word.
Chapter 8
Down the hall, Aiden's brows drew together as he leaned in further, trying to catch any clue in the pattern of sounds. It still didn't quite make sense, but something about it was gnawing at him now. A thread he couldn't let go of.
He finally laid back down, eyes wide open.
Whatever was happening, he wasn't supposed to hear it.
Unbeknownst to her, Natalie's fears were coming true as Aiden lay flat on his back, staring at the ceiling. He hadn't meant to eavesdrop while trying to go to sleep, but once he noticed the sounds, they were hard to ignore. It wasn't only talking anymore as far as he could tell. Between cycles of the AC, something else crept in. A low noise that sounded soft and breathy. Then again. A woman's voice, but not in conversation, more like a moan. It was muffled, like it was being swallowed into a pillow.
He held his breath, trying to be still, trying to make sure he wasn't imagining it. But then it came again, a little quieter this time. It was followed by what sounded like a whispered word, too soft to make out. His chest tightened as a slow, uneasy recognition started to take hold.
He knew that sound, the tone of it. He'd heard it back when he and his mom shared a two-bedroom apartment with walls that didn't do much to keep secrets. Lisa had always tried to be discreet, waiting until late, keeping music on, closing her door, but every now and then, especially after a few drinks, there were moments when her version of quiet wasn't quiet enough. He'd learned not to think too hard about it. Half the time, he'd never seen the men his mom had brought home, and that fit perfectly with how he felt it should be. If men were going to come and go over the years, it was better if they remained nameless and faceless to him.
But this was different. There was no low drone of a man's voice. No sharp sounds signaling skin on skin, or deep grunts making their way to his room. Just soft gasps, all of which were light and feminine, layered with something more muted. A voice coaxing, soothing, or maybe even instructing. It was hard to tell through the walls, but it didn't sound unfamiliar. If anything, it sounded like his mother.
He sat up fully, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed, tension rising with every movement. For a few seconds he just sat there, with his elbows on his knees, carefully listening, still a bit uncertain. He didn't want to jump to conclusions. He didn't want to know, but the sounds kept threading through the silence piquing his curiosity. And it was becoming more unmistakable now. Moans, a whispered hush, creaking wood of a bedframe. Nothing else.
Lisa and Natalie. His throat felt tight, and his mind suddenly crowded. This wasn't what he thought tonight would be. It wasn't what any of this was supposed to be. And whatever was happening in that room, it definitely wasn't meant for him to hear.
Chapter 9
Natalie's breath caught as Lisa's fingers slid lower, the pads of them slow trailing down against skin that hadn't been touched like this sensually in over a month. The room was dark, filled with the quiet sounds of breath and sheets and the subtle shift of bodies pressing together. Lisa's hand moved with a kind of knowing patience, no urgency, no need to prove anything. Just insistent and unyielding.
Natalie stayed on her side, facing away, as Lisa's body pressed firmly behind her, the warmth of her chest flush to Natalie's back. A thigh slipped between her legs, nudging gently, coaxing them apart just enough to make space for her. Lisa's lips brushed along the back of her neck moving more towards the base Her words were barely more than breath.
"You're so tense," she murmured. "Relax for me."
"I'm trying," Natalie whispered, but the words shaky, even though her body was already betraying her. "Just - he's across the hall."
"We're not loud," Lisa said, keeping her whisper calm, trailing feather light kisses along Natalie's shoulder now. Her fingers were tracing Natalie's panties, teasing lightly against the fabric, a single fingertip brushing the soft center. It made Natalie inhale sharply, "I've been louder trying to open a bag of chips. I've done this before, he's not listening." And then Natalie rolled.
Feeling Lisa's breath against her skin, she carefully shifted onto her back. Her eyes searched the dark as though it might offer reassurance, before turning towards Lisa's. She didn't say stop. Didn't move away. Instead, she bent her far leg and let her knee fall to the side, opening herself more fully to Lisa's touch. She gave a soft sound that was half laugh, half groan. "He's not dumb either."
Lisa pulled her in closer, her fingers slipping beneath the last barrier, Natalie's panties, gently stroking the soft strip of hair until her breath stuttered again.
"Then maybe he already knows," she murmured. "And maybe you don't care as much as you say." Her fingers paused for just a second, then slipped lower, dragging through the slick warmth. "God, Nat..." she breathed, "you're soaked."
Natalie didn't answer. She couldn't with Lisa touching her like that. Not with the heat building in her. Not with her back arching and her hand gripping the sheet to keep from making a sound. Her mind went back to Aiden, behind that door, awake or asleep, maybe hearing this, maybe not, and it only made the tension coil tighter. But it was Lisa's words that stuck, more than the touch. Maybe he already knows. Maybe you don't care. Natalie wasn't sure what unsettled her more: the idea that it might be true, or the suspicion that Lisa had said it deliberately. Like she wanted the thought of her own son to be there. Like she was using it to push her, to bait her, or maybe even to turn her on.
Lisa's voice was barely audible. "Let it happen. You need this."
And she did. God, she did.
Natalie closed her eyes and let the tension go. She shifted around, tugging and pulling to remove her shirt. Then she let her body melt into the mattress as Lisa's fingers continued their steady caress of slow circles over her clit that pulsed hotter with every pass.
Lisa knew better than to rush the moment. Propping herself up on one elbow, she leaned over her, lips brushing softly along Natalie's shoulder before trailing lower. Her mouth moved lazily across the top of her chest, tongue flicking over the dip between her collarbones, then grazing the upper swell of her breast. She took her time, kissing, tasting, letting her breath warm every patch of skin she passed.
All the while, her fingers never stopped.
They moved in slow, deliberate circles over Natalie's clit with a firm, steady pressure with just enough variation to keep her guessing. She'd stroke high over her hood, then dip slightly making direct contact on her sensitive button, then circle again, adjusting angle and pace in a rhythm that sent shivers through Natalie's thighs. Every pass built on the last, coaxing her open, her hips rising to meet each stroke before sinking back into the mattress again.
Lisa knew exactly how to keep her just on the edge, right where every nerve was tight and buzzing. She pressed the heel of her palm down against the mound of Natalie's sex while her fingers worked with more precision, slipping slightly lower to tease the entrance before gliding back up, bringing her fluids with them, and with a gentle flick that made Natalie gasp.
A moan slipped past Natalie's lips before she could catch it.
The reaction encouraged Lisa even more. Her free hand slid under Natalie's head in one smooth motion, fingers threading into her hair. She gave a gentle but deliberate tug, pulling her in, and caught Natalie's mouth in a kiss that was hot, with no hesitation. Their lips parted quickly, tongues brushing, the moan swallowed into Lisa's mouth as the constant movement of her hand never faltered.
Reaching back under herself, Natalie unclasped her bra with a practiced flick of her fingers, then wiggled it off one arm at a time while Lisa worked her hand over her slick vagina, never missing a beat through any of it. The bra hit the floor with a near silent rustle, the delicate fabric landing in a small pile, just as Lisa pushed the sheet aside and slipped down, her gaze lingering as Natalie's full breasts were finally revealed in the dim light.
Even in the minimal light from outside filtering around the curtains and the tiny lights from various electronics in the room, they were stunning, a generous D cups that swelled with each breath. The smooth skin was taut and unmarked, with nipples already peaked from arousal and anticipation. Lisa paused for just a second, eyes tracing the soft curves with a mixture of reverence and lust. There was a degree of youth there, yes, but also a kind of untouched elegance, unmarred by motherhood or the same degree of time. Natalie's body still held the shape of someone in her prime, gravity not yet having fully taken root and claimed its toll.
Lisa's own breasts were smaller, more delicate. Years of nursing and age had softened them, though she'd never minded until moments like this, when envy crept in uninvited. An awareness of what had once been hers long ago, now mirrored in Natalie.
She leaned in and took Natalie's nipple into her mouth, hot, wet, and eager. She sucked gently at first, then with firmer pressure, her tongue circling in slow, confident sweeps that sent a current of electricity straight through Natalie's core.
Natalie let out a shaky breath, panting through clenched teeth. One hand gripping the sheet tight, anchoring herself. The other found Lisa's shoulder, fingers curling into her friend with every pulse of sensation that rolled through her.
"God," Natalie breathed.
Lisa smiled against her skin, nipped playfully at the nearest nipple, then murmured with wicked satisfaction, "I haven't even started making you see God yet."
And she was right. Lisa was bringing her right to the edge and holding her there, fingers working in slow, precise circles directly against Natalie's bare clit. She'd slipped under her panties long ago, warm skin in wet folds, teasing with maddening patience. Every so often she'd change the angle or pressure, just enough to make Natalie's breath catch, but never enough to push her over. The ache had grown unbearable, a deep, pulsing need that made her thighs tremble and her toes curl tightly into the sheets.
"Please," Natalie whispered, voice cracking around the word. "Take them off."
Lisa didn't answer. Her fingers kept moving, steady and unrelenting, gliding over her with an intimacy that was both tender and merciless. Natalie's hips rolled in response, her back arching, and body straining to push into her.
"Lisa, please," she gasped again. "Take them off. I need--"
Lisa pulled her hand away suddenly, leaving her empty and throbbing. She sat up slightly, eyes dark, lips parted, her fingers still glistening in the low light.
"Get your toy," she said, quiet but commanding, the words cutting off Natalie, through the haze in her head.
Natalie blinked at her in the dark. "Now?"
Lisa remained quiet. Instead, she leaned in and kissed her softly at first, then deeper. Her tongue slipped between Natalie's lips with a slow, teasing press that made Natalie melt into the mattress all over again. It was a passionate kiss. One that was different than the last, or from what any of the men had achieved, not that those kisses weren't good as well. But this was confident, and intentional as only Lisa had ever managed with her. By the time Lisa pulled back, both of them were breathless.
"I want it," she murmured against Natalie's mouth. "And I want you to use it on me."
Flushed and dazed, Natalie shifted up and leaned over the side of the bed, her fingers fumbling slightly as she opened the nightstand drawer. Her hand found the toy, pausing for just a moment, feeling the weight of it in her palm. She'd used it on herself more times than she could count, but never on someone else. And never like this. The idea of where it had been, and where it was going, sent a dizzy rush through her chest and down between her legs.
When she turned back, Lisa was already pulling her pajama top over her head, revealing smooth, flushed skin and small, elegant breasts that rose with each breath. In the low light, she looked soft and wild all at once. Her shorts followed next, pushed down and off with one practiced motion. She was completely nude now, compact and lithe, her shorter frame glowing against the taller, broader lines of Natalie's.
Chapter 10
Just outside the bedroom door, Aiden hovered barefoot in the darkened hallway, heart pounding like it was trying to shake loose from his ribs. At first, he only meant to sit and listen. But then the sounds grew clearer, and unmistakable. They were breathless and strained. A moan that didn't line up with the laughs in the living room, followed by a hushed voice that was definitely his mother's. He couldn't hear the words of their whispers, but the tone... the tone said everything. There was no denying that the tone was the same he'd heard many times over the years. The difference was that this time he wasn't trying to block it out.
Back inside, Natalie was still in her panties, but not for long. Lisa straddled one of her legs, her own soaked warmth settling on the smooth skin of Natalie's shin as she leaned down, and hooked her thumbs into the waistband. She dragged the last vestige of fabric down slowly; her eyes locked on Natalie's the entire time.
Lisa lingered just long enough to dip her head and kiss the slick center of Natalie's sex, the thin landing strip of pubic hair brushing her nose. Her tongue moved slowly, but deliberately, drawing a low, helpless sound from Natalie's throat.
"God, you're dripping for me," she murmured, her breath hot against the sensitive skin. "You're going to ruin the sheets."
Natalie's thighs trembled, as her hand tightened around the toy she still held. The idea of using it on someone else, on Lisa, resonating through her. She knew every inch of it, what it felt like inside her, how it stretched and filled. And now she was going to share that. Use it. She was going to press it inside someone else. Let Lisa feel something that had only ever touched her. It was something private, familiar, and hers alone until now.
It should've made her hesitate. Instead, it made her wetter knowing she was going to share the experience with her best friend.
Lisa sat back, lips glistening, eyes half-lidded with hunger. "I want to ride your mouth while you use it on me," she whispered, crawling forward until her knees framed Natalie's shoulders. "Like last time, but now I want you to fill me up with that lovely new toy of yours while you do it."
Chapter 11
Outside, Aiden stood frozen with his pulse thudding in his ears. He couldn't move. Couldn't breathe. And whatever shred of doubt he'd still been holding onto was gone.
Lisa moved with fluid confidence, having swung her leg over Natalie and reversing her position with practiced ease. She settled over her, calves tucked on either side of Natalie's head, her wet core hovering just inches from her mouth. Natalie slid down the bed slightly to make room, as her heart was pounding, hands instinctively finding Lisa's hips as the petite woman began to lower herself.
Her scent hit Natalie instantly, it was intoxicating, and thick with arousal. It flooded her senses in the best way, drawing her further into the moment even as the toy beside her rolled into the bend of her elbow with the shifting of the bed. A subtle nudge, a reminder that it was there. Waiting. Ready to serve its purpose as soon as she was.
Above her, Lisa shifted slightly, adjusting her balance as she settled into place. The smooth, pale skin of her thighs framed just above Natalie's face, the muscles soft yet firm against her cheeks. Her legs were slender, leaving just enough space for Natalie's arms to wrap around them with ease, an invitation to come down the rest of the way.
Lisa leaned forward, bracing herself with one hand near Natalie's hip while the other slid down with practiced intent, parting her folds with her fingers and finding Natalie's slippery entrance. She moaned again, this time with clear satisfaction, from the confidently stroking fingers moving back into that relentless rhythm that had Natalie gasping into the space between Lisa's thighs.
Above, Lisa felt Natalie's lips make contact when she'd lowered herself. They were light and feathery as they brushed over her, kissing and sucking gently at her folds. Her sensitivity growing until she ground her hips slowly, her sex brushing Natalie's mouth with a needy and increasing pressure.
"You better use that toy soon," she breathed. "Because I'm not sure how long I'm going to last."
Chapter 12
Outside the door, Aiden stood frozen, barely breathing. He'd been there for a while now, drawn by sounds that had started as soft, almost ignorable whispers, movement and moans.
He hadn't moved since the last time he heard her cry out. Another gasp followed sounds more desperate. The bed creaked, the rhythm behind it building, steady and physical. His pulse surged.
The voices were clearer now, but still muffled in a way that left no room for doubt. One of them was Natalie, overriding the awkwardness of listening to his own mother.
He swallowed; he'd always thought she was beautiful. He knew she wasn't reachable, she'd always been too refined, and self-contained. He knew he would always be too young. Back when she'd visit their place, she'd breeze through in professional work clothes, her hair done, voice polite, but detached. She'd barely said more than a few words to him.
Now she was behind that door, moaning breathlessly into his mom. Completely different than the version he'd ever known. And Aiden couldn't stop listening.
He'd never see her the same, he was learning something about her he'd never expected. Something unfiltered and private. The kind of carnal knowledge you weren't supposed to have about someone you knew. Much less about your mom. And yet, he didn't move. Didn't even want to.
Inside the room, Natalie took a shaky breath and lifted the toy from the mattress beside her. Her fingers trembled slightly as she adjusted her grip, a mixture of sweat and her friend's fluids, coating her hand, she hefted its weight. The thick dildo was cool against her palm, heavy, and suddenly personal in a way it had never been before. It had always been hers. Something private. But now, it was going to bring Lisa the same pleasure only she'd known from it.



She considered it for only a moment, then slid her arms around Lisa's thighs again, appreciating how smooth her skin was, and the warmth radiating against her arms. Her frame was compact enough to draw close without feeling crowded. Natalie pulled her in, guiding Lisa's sex to hover just above her face once more as her own legs shifted further apart, inviting the pressure of Lisa's mouth onto her. Needing more than just her fingers.
Lisa didn't wait. She leaned in eagerly, burying her face between Natalie's legs as if she loved it as much as Nat would. Her tongue finding her clit with practiced confidence, drawing a satisfying moan from deep in Natalie's throat.
As she began to move her hips, Natalie reached around Lisa's thigh, guiding the toy slowly through her folds. The sensation of Lisa's body rocking above her, lips working harder now to match the pace, sent a shiver all the way down her spine.
When Natalie eased the tip of the toy forward, nudging just inside, Lisa moaned directly into her.
The vibration of that sound against her clit made Natalie cry out. Her fingers tightened around the base of the toy, pushing a little deeper. Lisa groaned again, the sound wetter, a sense of need rising, and redoubled her efforts. Her tongue circled faster as her hips began to roll back into the toy with greedy insistence.
Natalie could barely breathe. Every flick of Lisa's tongue, every flex of her hips, every pull of the toy as it pushed deeper made her feel like she was unraveling at both ends.
God, he shouldn't be listening. He knew that. But he couldn't stop. Instead, Aiden stood at the door, imaging everything he was hearing.
Inside, Natalie arched upward, caught up in the sensation of Lisa between her thighs and the weight of her pressing down. Lisa's mouth moved hungrily against her, tongue circling with firm, focused strokes that sent electricity vibrating through her. Every moan Lisa made was muffled but intense, rumbling against her clit, the sensation being the only thing that mattered.
Natalie's fingers gripped the toy tighter as she drove it deeper into Lisa's dripping core, the glide smoother now, her pace guided by the desperate rhythm Lisa set with her hips. She couldn't help noticing how easily Lisa accepted the large dildo inside, offering less resistance than she expected.
Then Lisa reached around Natalie's thighs, still working her with her mouth, she slipped two fingers deep inside her. Natalie whimpered against her best friend's vagina, her thighs trembling as she rocked her hips up into the touch. The feeling was maddening. Lisa's fingers curling, tongue flicking, the girth of the toy in her hand, it was all too much and not enough at the same time.
"Fuck," she gasped. "Lisa..."
Lisa groaned in response, the sound buzzing against her. And still, she didn't slow. She pressed her free hand lower, moving to cup her ass, trying to pull Natalie into her mouth. Her grip tightening, until her fingers accidently grazed the tight back entrance, only Natalie alone had ever touched. Then, quietly, Natalie gave voice to something new.
"Can you..." She hesitated, her breath trembling. "Put a finger in my ass?"
Chapter 13
Outside the door, Aiden groaned hearing her desperate question. It wasn't planned. It wasn't even loud. But it slipped past his lips before he could stop it, a low, involuntary sound punched out of him by sheer arousal. He froze, wide-eyed, feeling his heart hammering in his chest as he stared at Natalie's door, before retreating to his own room for safety.
Unknown to him, neither woman reacted to his errant noise. Lisa paused for only a heartbeat. Her mouth stilled against Natalie's sex as her eyes widened, the words catching her off guard. That wasn't something Natalie would have asked before, not the version of her bestie she knew. The one who often kept her voice low, and more often than not, waited to be led. But this version? She was bold, open, desperate in the most beautiful way.
Lisa lifted her head just enough to murmur, "The fuck did you just ask?" her voice low and thick with arousal, yet tinged with the faintest hint of humor.
Natalie hesitated in embarrassment. Her breath came in shallow bursts, her voice barely more than a whisper as she spoke into the warm, dark space between Lisa's thighs. "Don't judge me for that," she said, responding to Lisa's question. The words laced with vulnerability despite the hunger that still pulsed in every part of her.
Lisa's expression softened, unseen but felt in the way her body stilled, her next breath thick with desire. "Judge you?" she breathed. "I love you for it."
She adjusted her weight, letting more rest on Natalie as she repositioned her arms and hands. Settling back in, she pressed her fingers with a slow intention. This wasn't a regular occurrence for her, slipping a finger inside someone's backdoor, but the way Natalie asked, the vulnerability in her voice, made it sound like the sexiest idea in the world in that moment.
It was a desire her friend subtly begged for, just as she had asked for that lovely thick dildo to be crammed into her. And if she could provide something Natalie felt safe enough with her to ask for, despite her nerves, she felt not only obligated to provide it, but honored in the display of trust. All of it turning herself on even more.
Natalie gasped, her body tightening in response to the combination of fullness, and pressure, making her clamp down in waves. Her breath caught again from both the sensation, and the sudden bloom of embarrassment in her chest. She hadn't meant to say it out loud. Or maybe she had, but with everything Lisa already knew about her, about the things she wanted and the parts she tried to hide, who else could she have asked? If not her best friend and sometimes lover when convenience and desire aligned, then who?
Lisa shifted slightly, her breath catching as Natalie adjusted the angle of the dildo and drove it deeper with smooth repetitive thrusts. Her slick walls clenched around it instinctively, as her hips rolled to meet the steady invasion. She was full, deliciously, achingly full, and the stretch only made her grind harder, her thighs tightening around Natalie's head as she tried to stay in control. But it was slipping. Every movement pushed her closer.
Below, Natalie moaned into her, her mouth working in tandem with the slow push of her hand using the dildo. She felt every grind of Lisa's hips, every ripple of arousal, and it spurred her on. But her own body wasn't quiet either. The pressure building inside her was different now, more intense from the sense of vulnerability. She gasped sharply as Lisa's fingertip alternated circling her back entrance, then slipping back inside, teasing and unrelenting.
Then she pressed a second finger in.
Natalie's body tensed, as her breath caught from the feeling, as both slid past that tight ring of muscle. Lisa didn't pull her hand away from Natalie's pussy, her fingers there kept moving, two buried to the knuckle, stroking in rhythm as her other hand now continued a second slow invasion. The dual sensation, four fingers total entering her, sent a shockwave through Natalie's entire body. She felt stretched, filled, pinned open in a way she'd never experienced. Never allowed herself to before.
Her ex had asked, begged, pleaded, even tried after being told no, but she'd never allowed him to. She wanted to try it, but not with him. Not with how poorly their relationship been by that time.
Now, with two pairs of fingers sometimes penetrating her in alternating thrusts, and at other times simultaneously, she moaned helplessly, thighs shaking, lips parting against Lisa's soaked flesh, trying to maintain her own focus on her friend at the same time. She bucked into every flick of her tongue. Lisa matched her movement, eyes fluttering shut as she rode Natalie's mouth harder, her own breath turning ragged, her voice reduced to guttural, needy sounds between gasps.
They were completely tangled now. Two halves of a pulse, wet and frenzied, with their bodies responding like they'd done this a hundred times, and somehow, like it was completely new. Lisa was panting through clenched teeth, grinding with abandon as the toy filled her with every thrust, and Natalie writhed under her, lost in the new and subsequently overwhelming fullness of being taken in two places at once.
Her hands tightened around Lisa's thighs, her mouth frantic, and her body being stretched to its limit and trembling from the inside out. The pressure had built beyond control, coiled so tight it almost hurt. She didn't know which sensation was pushing her over, the fullness, the motion, the sheer audacity of being this open, this completely unraveled beneath someone who knew her so intimately. Maybe it was all of it. Maybe it didn't matter.
Lisa's breath broke into ragged pieces, her hips stuttering mid-grind as the wave caught her. She clenched hard around the toy, her thighs tightening around Natalie's head as a sharp cry escaped her lips. She buried her face deeper into Natalie's mound, her mouth locking onto her clit in a desperate attempt to muffle the sounds rising from her own throat. Her body shook, trembling from the depth of release, and still, Natalie didn't let up. Her hand stayed steady, driving the toy through every pulse, every ripple that tore through Lisa's core.
Natalie had held her own climax back, riding the edge as long as she could, caught in the intensity of Lisa's orgasm. But as Lisa's hips began to slow, her gasps softening, the wave easing, Natalie finally let go too.
Her orgasm surged forward after waiting so long for permission, building to a pitch she hadn't experienced in several months. Not since the first time she experimented with that forbidden entrance herself.
She cried out beneath Lisa, her legs locking up as every muscle flexed, back hunching as her abs pulled taut and spasmed. Her body clenched around the sudden flood of sensation.
Lisa felt the way Natalie's body seized up beneath her, the way her thighs quivered from the tension running through them as they clamped against her head.
Her breath catching up, it pulled her back into focus. She realized she'd let herself drift, gone slack in the aftermath of her own pleasure. But not now, when Natalie was trembling beneath her. Driven by a mix of instinct and raw need, Lisa latched on again, her mouth sealing over Natalie's clit as her fingers worked deeper inside her. She chased the movement of Natalie's hips, tongue circling fast and unrelenting as she suctioned against her clit. Her fingers curled against the spot that made her jerk and gasp.
Natalie's body was moving of its own accord now in wild, pulsing, unpredictable jerks. Lisa wasn't guiding her anymore, she was hanging on, trying to keep up as Natalie bucked beneath her, her body going over the edge in a rush that neither of them could stop.
Natalie was lost in it, completely overwhelmed. Every flick of Lisa's tongue, every deep stroke of her fingers pushed her further, until the orgasm tore through her. It came in waves, sharper each time, her body jolting with every pass. She couldn't catch her breath, or form words, only broken sounds from the back of her throat. Whimpers escaping when she could manage a to take a breath. Her hands gripped Lisa's ass, fingers digging in. Somewhere in the chaos, the toy had been pushed aside, forgotten and resting near her head, having been ejected by Lisa in the final surge of her own climax.
They moved through it together, one riding the aftershocks, the other giving all she had left to carry her through. And when it finally settled, when both of them were wrung out, breathless and still, it wasn't quiet from awkwardness, but a feeling of satisfaction neither had felt in a long time.
Chapter 14
During the entirety of her marriage, Natalie had never experienced the level of closeness she did with Lisa. Frank hadn't been a bad guy early on, but he didn't exactly invite her to open up and expose herself either. It made her love of her best friend deepen in a soulful way.
Lisa slowly eased herself off Natalie, her body sweaty and trembling, legs barely able to support her as she rolled to the side, and collapsed beside her. Their skin was slick where it met, but neither seemed to mind. Natalie shifted toward her, tucking her arm around Lisa's waist, and letting her cheek rest against the shoulder of her smaller friend. The silence between them was weighted, but soft, spent, and sated. Their breath fell into the same rhythm.
Lisa was the first to move after several minutes passed. She pressed a kiss to Natalie's hairline, then slid carefully out of bed. "Water," she mumbled, her voice hoarse. "You stay. I'll get it."
She reached down, snagging Natalie's robe from the foot of the bed. It was an oversized, gray, well-worn, number and smelled faintly of Natalie. Lisa shrugged it on and padded quietly to the door, opening it just wide enough to slip into the hallway.
The apartment was dim, still holding onto its nighttime hush. She paused for a second outside Natalie's room, her hand resting against the doorknob, listening. Nothing. Aiden's room was totally silent. No creaks, no rustle of movement. The kind of stillness that read as sleep.
Lisa smirked and turned her head back toward the bed. "See?" she whispered. "Fast asleep. Not a sound. Told you there was nothing to worry about."
Natalie let out a relieved breath from where she lay tangled in the sheets. She believed it. She wanted to believe it.
"Good," she said, her voice hoarse from the dryness of her throat. "I'd die if he ever knew."
Lisa chuckled under her breath as she disappeared down the hall toward the kitchen.
But Aiden wasn't asleep. He'd heard everything. He lay frozen in bed, one hand still gripped around himself beneath the covers, feeling the wet mess cooling on his stomach and chest. He hadn't dared move since the door creaked open, his breath held so long it had made him light-headed. He'd cum to the mental image of them. To Natalie's voice, and her moans, and the soft sound of bodies moving. When he'd heard the door open, he'd gone completely still, afraid even the sound of his heartbeat might give him away.
Now, hearing his mom's confident, light voice, completely unaware of his voyeurism, something inside him twisted. He wouldn't describe it as guilt. It was something murkier. Something heavier. Something that lurked just beneath the skin. There was no way of forgetting what he'd just heard his mom doing. Of how she'd made Natalie beg and moan for more.
He let go of himself slowly, relaxing his jaw, and wiped his hand on the edge of the sheet. He felt like the room was pungent with the scent of his own cum. In the quiet room he could hear the sound of the cupboard opening, the clink of a glass, and the soft return of footsteps. It barely registered before it all faded into silence again.
He stared at the ceiling, his pulse slowly coming down from its high. None of it had been imagined. The sounds were real. His mom initiating sex with Natalie: real. The way Natalie had begged: real. The way his body had answered, with nothing but instinct and need: real. The mental visual of both women: unforgettable.
Slip a finger in my ass.
The memory of her voice made his chest tighten. The sound of what she'd said and how she'd said it. A desperate and embarrassed need. And even after he'd rushed back to his room with his heart pounding after a groan escaped him, there was no question about what happened next. His mom had done as was requested. From there, neither of the women lasted much longer.
He rolled onto his side and closed his eyes, the sheets kicked down around his legs, his body was still sensitive with the idea of what just happened. He didn't know what tomorrow would bring. Whether she'd look at him differently, whether he would. He doubted they'd ever speak of it. There was no version of reality where it would be okay to admit he'd listened. That he'd invaded their privacy. That he couldn't stop himself from getting off to the sounds that drifted into his room, leaving no doubt about what was happening.
But that didn't mean he couldn't think about it. Didn't mean he wouldn't. It would probably stay what it was: a secret kept on the other side of a closed door.
Still, there were so many new thoughts to reconcile, so much to come to terms with. Things he never would've expected. Not from her. Not from himself. Not from his mom.
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Chapter 15
It was barely past sunrise when Natalie drug herself into the kitchen, mug in hand and her robe belted loosely at her waist. The apartment was dim and quiet, streaked with beams of sunlight from the rising sun as it filtered through slatted blinds. She stood still for a moment, letting the warmth of the cup rest in her palms, though she hadn't taken more than a sip. The coffee had gone lukewarm, but she couldn't find the motivation to reheat it.
Across the apartment, Lisa moved with her usual bounce, dragging a small rolling suitcase behind her, the phone wedged between shoulder and cheek as she hummed along to some distant, hold music. She looked like someone in the middle of a layover, not someone saying goodbye with her phone and her suitcase. Her voice was too chipper, with too much energy for this early in the morning for Natalie. She was always full of motion, always on. It didn't help that Natalie had barely slept.
A door creaked open down the hall, a moment after Lisa had knocked once and called through with mock urgency, "Get your butt out here and give your mother a goodbye kiss!"
Aiden appeared, barefoot and rumpled, with his sweatpants low on his hips and a faded college tee clinging to one shoulder where it had twisted in his sleep. He blinked against the light, rubbing at his face as he shuffled into the room, still half-asleep. The faint line of hair that traced down his abdomen caught Natalie's eye. It was only a smidge peeking out below the twisted t-shirt, dark, narrow, disappearing beneath the waistband of his sweats and she looked before she could stop herself.
Lisa clicked off her call and the never-ending hold music she was listening to and turned, brightening as she looked at her son. "Be good, okay? And don't give Nat a hard time. She's doing us both a favor."
Aiden muttered, "Yeah, I know. I won't," his voice was still thick with sleep.
Lisa stepped in and gave him a quick, familiar mom style kiss on the lips, ruffling a hand through his messy hair.
Aiden blinked, suddenly more awake than he'd been a second ago. Her mouth. On his.
There was no trace of it now, just the soft sheen of her usual lipstick, and the faint taste of mint toothpaste lingering where her lips had touched. But all he could think about was how that kiss might've tasted last night, lips still swollen from their activities, coated with Natalie's fluids.
No. This was his mom. He pushed the thought away, swallowing hard until he could force a small smile as Lisa turned to Natalie.
Natalie watched the exchange with a smile, but her stomach tightened. There was nothing unusual in the kiss, nothing off. And yet, she remembered. The sound of Lisa's voice in the dark. The feel of her hand. The things she'd whispered that Natalie had let happen and she'd wanted.
It was a kiss goodbye, but her body remembered where those lips had been before they landed on her son.
Rolling her eyes at Natalie, with exaggerated exasperation, Lisa remained unaware of the thoughts around her. "You're a saint for this. Truly. One of these days I'll find a way to repay you."
Natalie smirked, still nursing her mug. "Maybe just don't send me any more college boys."
Lisa grinned. "No promises. With him here, there may be more around than you bargained for." She wheeled her suitcase toward the front door, then glanced back over her shoulder. "Take care of my little boy, okay?"
Aiden groaned. "Mom! Jesus. I'm twenty."
Lisa just smiled. "You'll always be my baby."
He shook his head and turned away, disappearing towards his bedroom with a mumbled, "Whatever. I'm going back to sleep." Before the door closed, two more quick words came out. "Love you!"
As soon as his footsteps faded, Lisa stepped in close, drawing Natalie into a warm, unexpectedly tight hug. Natalie's breath caught, with a faint gasp of surprise, as Lisa's arms crushed her gently against her. Just as Natalie finally started to pull away, Lisa's hand slid lower, tracing the curve of her spine before settling firmly on her ass, holding her flush against her body.
Then, not giving Natalie a chance to react, Lisa leaned up and kissed her. It was a firm, direct press of lips, no opening, no tongues, just a firm kiss, accompanied by a teasing nip at Natalie's full bottom lip that sent a shiver through her.
"Thanks for last night," Lisa murmured in a low purr, and her face still pressed against Natalie's. She had a wide, genuine smile spreading across her features. Then, pulling back just enough to look in each other's eyes more easily, a wicked smirk played on her lips as she added, "Maybe one day you'll be sweet enough to introduce me to the guy that caused you to need to buy that toy."
Natalie flushed instantly, a small, flustered sound catching in her throat. "Mmm, I don't know if he's earned that yet," she murmured, not quite smiling or saying no either.
Lisa grinned, gave one last firm squeeze of Natalie's supple ass paired with a low, playful growl and then turned for the door. Her suitcase wheels clicked across the tile at the entry way to the apartment, as it trailed behind her.
The door closed shut behind her, and just like that, the apartment fell into silence again.
She set her mug down, Lisa's voice still echoing in her head, Take care of my little boy.
It had been an offhand comment, intended for teasing, but the words stuck. Her little boy.
Natalie almost smiled at the phrase, except... Aiden wasn't little.
But he was twenty. Still so young in her mind, still close enough to younger that Lisa said it without irony. And yet the woman he lived with now wasn't his mother's age. Not even close.
She pulled in a breath and told herself to let it go. Still, it felt strange having someone that age under her roof. The last time she'd lived with a guy in his twenties, she'd been in her twenties too. Back then it made sense, but now... now, it felt oddly out of place as well as unexpected. Lisa had implied there might be others, his friends, more noise. He was used to dorm life, which came with shared spaces and constant activity.
Aiden wasn't a teenager, but he also wasn't someone she would've imagined sharing a hallway with at this point in her life. College felt like another life altogether. She'd been married for part of it. Even then she was settled and focused on becoming someone else entirely. Filled with dreams of her career.
Now here she was, ten years later, divorced, rebuilding... and a twenty-year-old was about to start leaving dishes in her sink.
She let out a quiet breath and turned toward the sink. The wine glasses from the night before were still there, along with Lisa's scent lingering faintly in the bathroom. A pink hair tie sat forgotten on the bathroom counter. The bed was rumpled. Everything already seemed affected by the mother, and the son she left behind, in what has been her home alone for almost the last year.
She walked past Aiden's closed door on her way to the laundry room, paused, and considered knocking, but what would she say? Instead, she kept walking, remembering he said he was going back to bed. She opened her bedroom door and shut it quietly behind her.
This apartment had been her space. Her reset. Her quiet, post-divorce calm. And now? Now it came with a twenty-year-old living across the hall. Lisa's little boy living in her grown woman's life.
Chapter 16
Natalie got dressed, before leaving her room a couple hours later. She wore what she usually did when she didn't plan on leaving the apartment: a soft cropped tank and loose joggers slung low on her hips, with her hair tied up in a knot she'd probably re-do three times before noon. She was even wearing a bra which was something she hadn't bothered with on a day she didn't plan on leaving the house, in years. Not since early in her marriage.
The apartment had always been her refuge of quiet mornings, music, and her mess and no one else's. No one to notice when she walked around unshaven or let the laundry sit a little too long.
No one to notice if she didn't wear a bra.
But now there were going to be footsteps in the hallway outside her bedroom. A new towel on the rack. The sound of the second bedroom door in the mornings, and a bathroom schedule would clearly be needed.
It wasn't that this was all bad, just different and would take some adjusting.
She was sipping her second cup of coffee at the kitchen island when Aiden stumbled in, still shaking off sleep. He was barefoot, hair tousled, and wearing a worn T-shirt that appeared as though he must've just thrown it on for the sake of coming out, as it was different than he was wearing earlier. He didn't say anything, just rubbed at his face, yawned, and reached for the cereal like he'd lived here for months.
Natalie watched as he shook out the box into a bowl, followed by clink of the spoon as he tossed it in. The fridge door swinging open and shut as he got some milk.
He sat nearby at the table, scrolling on his phone while he ate, one knee pulled up loosely under the chair. They didn't speak. The silence had an awkward feel for her, in her own home. She knew it was just two people figuring out how to share the same space, but it was a new dynamic. She figured he was probably scrolling through his social media, the way most twenty-year-olds did first thing in the morning. He still looked tired as he sat there.
She wondered if this was just how he was in the mornings, quiet, half-present, eyes on his phone like a drug he needed to fully wake up. Or maybe it was the new space, in new home, with new routines. Then again, maybe he just hadn't slept well.
She didn't know him well enough to tell yet.
That thought struck her more than it should have. He was living in her apartment now, eating in her kitchen, showering in her bathroom, and she still didn't know if he was the kind of person who needed three alarms or just didn't sleep much.
Was this version of him the baseline? Or just a placeholder while he adjusted? She glanced down into her coffee, swirling what was left at the bottom. It was strange having someone in such close proximity but knowing so little about them in the quiet moments. Her husband was the only person outside of family she'd lived with before and they clearly knew each other before living together.
Across from her, Aiden was still scrolling through his phone, but he wasn't really looking at anything. His thumb just kept moving. Every so often, he'd look up like he might say something. But he never did.
He didn't know what he was supposed to say, especially not after last night. He hadn't meant to listen. At least not at first.
It was just muffled sounds through the wall, low and indistinct, that was all. But then he heard more. The creak of the bed, a sharp gasp, then came their voices, followed by their moans. That was when it hit him. His mom wasn't just sleeping in her bed. There was more to their relationship that he never knew. Hell, he never knew his mom liked girls.
He had sat in bed staring at the ceiling, then the wall, completely still, not breathing.
He hadn't known about them. About that.
How long had it been going on? Was it something that was new? Had it been going on before Natalie's divorce? Were they in a relationship he didn't know about?
He didn't have answers and before last night he didn't even have the questions. Now he couldn't get the sounds out of his head. Natalie's moans. Lisa's name. Breathless words that still echoed, please, don't stop... right there, just like that...
And then there was him. By the end of the night, he had his hand on himself, working faster than he wanted to admit, turned on by the fact that it was real. Not porn or a fantasy, but his mom and the woman that had already and unknowingly provided material for the spank bank for years, in the next room, completely unaware of him.
It had been wrong and he knew it, but it was also the hardest he'd ever cum in his life. Now he was here, sitting across from her, trying not to let any of that show.
Natalie looked calm. She was focused on her coffee like it was just another morning. No sign that she knew he'd heard anything. But he knew things about her now and that changed everything. Because now he lived with her.
She wasn't just Mom's friend anymore; the pretty one who used to intimidate him when he was younger. Or who always seemed to busy, to even notice him. Now, she wasn't even married.
Now she was Natalie who moaned like that. The one who made Mom moan. The one he shared a hallway with. A kitchen. A bathroom.
And no matter how normal she looked across the counter now, he couldn't unhear what he'd heard. Or forget what it felt like lying in the dark, hand on his cock, listening to that Natalie just a few feet away.
Natalie took another sip of her coffee, then set the mug down gently.
"Did you sleep okay?" she asked, looking over and breaking the ice. "I know the first night in a new place can be... weird."
Aiden looked up, surprised she'd spoken. "Yeah. I mean, kind of." He scratched the back of one of his arms. There was no itch, just a nervous response as he tried to ease into the conversation. "Took me a while to fall asleep. Still getting used to the bed."
She nodded. "Makes sense. If there's anything you need, or if you can't find something, just let me know. I tried to make room, but the storage situation in that bathroom is kind of a joke."
That earned the faintest smile from him. "No, it's fine. I just shoved my stuff under the sink for now. I didn't want to, like, take over your drawers or anything."
"You wouldn't be taking over," she said lightly. "You live here now. I made sure to give you some space in there."
The words slipped out easily, but even she noticed the way it all landed. Hearing it aloud shifted something by acknowledging the arrangement. That this wasn't just temporary couch surfing. He was living here now.
Aiden nodded slowly. "Still feels kind of surreal."
"Yeah," she said, chuckling softly. "For me too."
Seconds passed before she leaned her elbow on the counter and tilted her head. "Do you need anything today? Groceries, laundry detergent, anything like that?"
He shook his head. "I think I'm good. I brought most of my stuff. Mom stocked me up before she left." His lips twitched slightly. "She also made me take two boxes of protein bars I didn't ask for."
Natalie smiled. "That sounds about right. She was always big on those as a quick snack."
The exchange settled something in the air. The silence didn't feel loaded anymore. Joking about his mom brought a sense of something familiar. For the first time since he'd walked into the kitchen, Aiden didn't feel like he was tiptoeing.
He sat more upright in his stool and let himself look at her, really look at her, without the soundtrack of last night playing on loop in his head. It helped. The talking helped.
Aiden sat quietly, with one hand still wrapped loosely around his cereal bowl, the other resting on the table, having finally forgotten the phone where it sat on the counter. His posture had loosened too, but his attention stayed on her as Natalie gave him a glance, then looked back into her mug.
"You know," she said, with a smile, "Lisa told me something funny the other day."
"Oh yeah?" he asked, looking up.
"She said you used to get all quiet when I was around. Back when I'd come over to your guys' house. Said you were intimidated by me, or something."
Aiden gave a short, awkward laugh and looked back at his phone, avoiding eye contact. "I mean... I was young. I didn't really know you," he tried to play it off.
Natalie smiled. "Well, I hope you're not still intimidated. If we're going to be living together, we've got to figure this out. So if you need anything, if something's off, whatever, don't hesitate to speak up."
"Right," he said. "Same goes for me, though. If I'm bothering you, or throwing off your routine or anything... just say so."
She looked at him, then gave a slow nod. "I will, but you're not. It'll be an adjustment, sure, but it doesn't have to be a bad one."
The quiet that followed wasn't tense this time. It was actually kind of comfortable, neutral at a minimum.
They went through the rest of the morning without much conversation, but something had definitely shifted, bringing more calm and a little less second-guessing.
Chapter 17
Aiden finished rearranging the last of his clothes and a few random electronics, finding a practical way to use the space. All in all, it was more than he had in the dorm, so he wasn't mad about any of it. He asked where she kept extra towels, and she pointed to the linen closet, telling him to ignore the top shelf unless he wanted to knock over a basket of tampons. He'd shot it a furtive look causing her to roll her eyes and tell him welcome to living with a woman with only one bathroom.
Around lunchtime, Natalie offered him the leftovers from a roasted chicken she'd made before his arrival. He reheated some and joined her at the small dining table, both of them half-leaning into their meals, casually talking between bites.
It was easy, in a way she hadn't expected, and the company during meals was surprisingly welcome. She told him about the neighbor who vacuumed every night at ten. He told her about the professor who only wore cargo shorts and once held a three-hour lecture with barbecue sauce on his shirt. The kind of small talk that didn't mean much, but still built something between them.
It wasn't bad having someone around. She hadn't realized how quiet her life had become until there was someone else in it, laughing under his breath, filling the sink with a second coffee mug, leaving the bathroom mirror slightly fogged from a too-hot shower. It brought back memories of married life when marriage was still good.
Still, there were awkward moments too. Like brushing past each other in the hallway when neither of them seemed sure who should move first. Or realizing she could hear the bass from his music. Walking into the kitchen after a workout, only to remember she wasn't alone halfway through tugging off her sports bra under her tank top.
He'd looked up that time and immediately looked away as his cheeks turned pink. He pretended to check the stove, even though it was off and she'd turned her back, hiding the blush crossing her face. They didn't talk about it, but it made her smile for some random reason at the awkwardness surfacing once more.



That was the weird thing. How fast you could go from strangers to something closer and still not know the rules, bringing on the feeling of strangers once more.
He rinsed his plate after lunch. She offered him space in the fridge for his own stuff. He said thanks for when he were to buy groceries, and tried not to wonder if she noticed how often he still checked her out when she wasn't looking.
She noticed, but she didn't say anything either.
It started with the remote.
Aiden had been sprawled on the couch and his long legs were half-draped over the armrest. There was some bright, fast-talking anime flickering on the screen. Natalie walked in mid-episode, eyeing the vividly colored chaos as she passed behind him on her way to the kitchen. She didn't say anything at first, but he could feel her judgement from the hallway.
By the time she reappeared with a glass of wine in hand, he was halfway through a bag of chips and two-thirds through the episode. She hovered by the back of the couch a moment longer reading the screen, narrowing her eyes at the exaggerated expressions and heaving cartoon breasts.
"Is this what college kids like now?" she asked.
He grinned without looking away. "It's a classic."
"A classic what?" she said, rounding the arm of the couch, sinking slowly into the opposite corner.
"Story arc. World-building. Themes!"
"Mmm." Her eyes lingered on a female character with gravity-defying cleavage and a suspicious lack of waist. "I see."
Aiden glanced sideways at her, catching the faintest smirk tugging at her wine glass. "There's a plot, you know."
"I'm sure," she said, settling back into the cushion. "Somewhere under all the physics-defying jugs."
He laughed, and it rolled out easily. There was nothing flirtatious about it, but her choice of words made him more aware of how close their knees were now.
And maybe more than that, the way she'd said "jugs." Just... offhandedly, clearly meaning nothing, but it was the first time she'd referenced anything remotely sexual around him, even casually.
His eyes flicked to her jugs before he could stop himself. It was just a glance. A single, guilty flick, yet in that moment he took in so many minor details. The cotton of her T-shirt was soft, worn in from too many washes, and even though she was curled slightly away from him, he could still make out the shape beneath. Her prominent breasts were natural and full.
He looked back at the screen quickly, hoping she didn't notice.
She didn't get up immediately at the end of the episode. They sat through the credits, Natalie sipping slowly, and Aiden finishing off the chips. Neither of them spoke or moved right away. She finally got up before the next episode started and went back to her room.
The next night, she was already on the couch when he came out of the bathroom after a shower. He was wearing a tank top with wide armholes that exposed the lean lines of his torso whenever he moved. He made a comment about her taste in detective dramas.
She shrugged without looking over. "Some people like bubble-breasted anime girls who trip over nothing and moan about it. Some people like emotionally repressed British men solving murders in cardigans."
He grinned as he flopped into the other end of the couch. "It's called cultural nuance."
She scoffed. "Sure it is."
"You've got a type," he commented
She didn't deny it.
By the third night, they weren't sitting squeezed into the corners anymore. They didn't get close, never that, but it was closer. Close enough that when they both reached for the remote and their fingers brushed, both of them pulled away too quickly. There was a small giggle from her, and a muttered "Sorry," from him. It took a few seconds before she finally reached for the remote again. This time he stayed still, letting her chose what to put on.
Aiden started noticing a pattern in her shows and how many of the male leads were brooding, understated, and quietly intense in a way. Natalie, in turn, picked up on how many of the female characters in his anime wore thigh-highs, had shiny lips, and tiny skirts that fluttered dramatically at even the suggestion of a breeze.
She didn't say anything about that, either. But the next time she walked into the room, Aiden offered her the remote without being asked. She accepted it with a nod, settled beside him, and didn't change it right away.
They were still figuring out the rules. Or still pretending there were any, even though they hadn't set any.
The bathroom was another challenge to be worked on. It started with toothpaste. Natalie opened the bathroom door one morning to find Aiden already inside, shirtless, brushing his teeth over the sink with his eyes half-closed and earbuds in. She paused in the doorway, one hand on the knob, still clutching her robe.
He looked up, startled, then pulled one earbud free. "Oh, sorry. I didn't know you were--"
"It's fine," she said, stepping back. "I'll wait."
"You don't have to."
Later that day, she wrote his name on the dry-erase calendar she kept on the fridge--AIDEN 7:00-7:30 BATHROOM?--with a half-smiling face beneath it. He added NATALIE 7:30-WHENEVER in his slanted handwriting the next morning.
It wasn't a really a rule, but it helped break the tension around it and it did help set some framework.
Still, boundaries blurred easily in a small apartment. Natalie would find herself waiting at the door while he shaved, or walking past just as he stepped out with a towel sitting dangerously low around his hips. Once, she rounded the corner with a mug of coffee and caught him mid-yawn, one hand in his hair, the other holding deodorant, while his towel looked ready to fall off.
"Morning," he said, bare-chested and unbothered. For him it felt like living with his mom and was just another morning.
She blinked once, said "Morning," and disappeared down the hall. For her it was foreign territory of a younger, good-looking man wandering around her home, nearly exposing himself to her.
It wasn't intentional on his part and she knew that. It was just the casual comfort of someone who'd spent the last two years living in dorms where privacy meant putting in your buds and pretending the people around you didn't exist.
But she noticed things now. The way his back muscles moved when he leaned over the sink. The sharp V of his waist above the towel. The little scar near his shoulder blade she didn't remember from when he was younger.
It made her start locking the bathroom door more often when she was inside. And once, when she got out of the shower and realized her robe was still in her room, she wrapped the towel a little tighter. Waited a little longer before stepping into the hall, listening for footsteps.
She was grateful, then, for the rhythm they'd already fallen into. For the way her routine tended to trail his. He was up early, brushing his teeth in his towel, then disappearing into his room with earbuds in while she was still deciding between coffee and concealer as the bigger priority at the moment.
It meant that by the time she was stepping out of the steam, cheeks flushed and skin still damp, he was usually dressed, distracted and somewhere else in the apartment. Or, if she was lucky, already gone, giving her space to reclaim her home in peace.
Still, she looked both ways before opening the door that morning. Cinching her towel tightly at her chest, toes curling against the hard floor, as she peeked outside.
No one there. Just the soft murmur of music playing faintly from his room. She walked quickly, realizing that her heart was racing for no good reason.
She'd made it without seeing him. But even as she shut the door behind her, she couldn't help but imagine, just for a moment, what would've happened if he'd come out of his room at the wrong time. Or, arguably for him, the right time. If he'd seen her like this.
Another day, Natalie stepped into her bedroom, arms full of laundry, and stopped short when her eyes landed on the nightstand.
The small vibrator was still there. Angled awkwardly next to her reading lamp like it belonged. She must've left it out after using it the night before, simply forgotten, casual as can be. It was her go-to choice for a quick release when she didn't have much time.
It was her room and her nightstand, though. Where else should it be, or why should she care? But she didn't always close the door. Sometimes she didn't think to, like now, when she'd stepped out to gather laundry and left it hanging halfway open behind her. And now, standing in the doorway, everything felt all too obvious.
What if he'd walked past? What if he'd seen it?
The thought landed fast and hot in her stomach, not quite shame, not quite a thrill. She moved quickly, and picked it up by the base feeling suddenly self-conscious at the fact of it sitting out, and knowing she hadn't even wiped it off after finishing with it. Her palm still tingled at the origin of her thoughts of using it earlier this morning.
She walked to her dresser and pulled open the top drawer, nudging aside a folded lace bra and a few pairs of panties. The back of the drawer was already a small gallery of indulgence--sleek silicone, smooth plastic, soft pink, deep purple, curved shapes, veiny replicas, and quiet motors tucked beneath clingy camisoles and satin night slips. A few were rechargeable, some still had batteries. Some had no electronics and they all varied in size, shape, and purpose.
She'd never thought much of it before. They were hers. Private. Part of her single life, just like her routines of moisturizer or yoga.
But now she was tucking the newest one beneath a pile of her most intimate lingerie like it might let her secrets go free in the wild.
She didn't like feeling the need to hide them. Didn't like the added step of having to cross the room when the mood hit her in bed. It was a small thing, stupid, really, but it chipped away at something she hadn't realized she'd grown used to: the ease of being fully alone.
The drawer closed with a soft, almost guilty push.
It's fine, she told herself. He wouldn't go looking. He's not that kind of guy. Right?
But as she turned back toward the bed, she glanced at the door where it stood still cracked open and made a mental note to start closing it. Just in case.
She stood there for a long moment, hand still resting on the drawer, and tried not to imagine what she'd do or say if he had seen it.
Worse... he most likely hadn't... but a part of her kinda wanted him to?
The thought struck hard, lighting something low in her belly. It still wasn't quite arousal, nor shame, but she felt a heat nonetheless.
She shook her head, turned away, and grabbed the laundry basket. The rest of the day passed without much to mark it. She did a load of dishes. Sorted through work emails. Unloaded the dishwasher, listening to the soft clink of glasses filling the unusually quiet apartment considering the new ambient level that seemed to exist since he'd moved in.
Aiden walked into the kitchen partway through, grabbed a snack, and mumbled a quick "Hey."
She answered without looking up, but the moment he turned away, she suddenly became aware of what she was wearing. It was a simple pair of soft shorts, no bra under her tank top, and her skin still warm and flushed from doing chores and working up a sweat. There wasn't anything overtly indecent about it, but suddenly felt... exposed, in a way she hadn't thought to care about before him moving in. The thought that she neglected to put on a bra as old habits surfaced, remaindering her to take more care.
Later, as she passed the hallway mirror, she caught her reflection. Hair up, the fabric of her shirt bunching at the dip of her waist. She smoothed it down thinking of him coming out and seeing her, then kept walking.
Chapter 18
Having heard the TV come on, Aiden stepped out of his room, stretching one arm overhead and glancing toward the flickering light of the TV. Natalie stood nearby, still in her work pants but barefoot now. She looked like she must've just walked in the door and hadn't even had a chance to get comfortable yet before turning it on.
"You watching something?" he asked, nodding toward the screen.
"Not really," she said, brushing a loose hair off her forehead. "I was just throwing something on and thinking about what to make for dinner."
"Cool," he said, edging toward the kitchen. "And? What's for dinner?"
She arched an eyebrow at him. "I'm not your mom. I have no idea what you're having," She said with a playful tone. "You've survived this long without me making your dinner."
He gave her a mock-wounded look. "Wow. Cold."
"I'm just saying--when your mom left, you were the one that said you're not a kid anymore."
He shifted his stance a little uneasily, a crooked smile tugging at his mouth. "Yeah, well... I never said I could cook."
She turned toward the kitchen, opening a cabinet. "So, you were just gonna hope something appeared?"
"Honestly? That was kind of the plan."
She shook her head, amused. "You're pathetic."
"But hungry," he added with a helpless shrug. "And pathetic. And giving you my best starving puppy dog eyes right now."
He widened his gaze in exaggerated innocence, dropping his head slightly like he was looking for sympathy, and a plate. He could only hold it so long before a smile started to creep in.
Natalie didn't bite. She just crossed her arms and stared him down, unimpressed.
"Don't weaponize the dimples," she said. "It won't work."
He grinned. "You noticed the dimples?"
"Please," she said, grabbing a box of pasta off a shelf and held it up. "You want in or not?"
His eyebrows lifted. "You're inviting me now?"
"I'm inviting you to stir," she said, tossing the box onto the counter. "And maybe learn something."
He grinned, stepping closer. "So, this is like a lesson?"
"Call it survival training."
"Do I get a certificate at the end?"
"If you manage not to burn the kitchen down," she said, grabbing a pan, "we'll talk." She continued moving about the kitchen, grabbing what she needed. "You gonna stand there or actually be useful?" she asked, opening the pantry door.
"I'm here to learn," he said, holding up his hands. "Teach me, oh wise one."
She glanced over her shoulder. "Start by grabbing a pot. Big one."
He crossed to the cabinet and crouched to pull one out. "This one?"
"Unless you're planning to make pasta one noodle at a time--yes, that's the big one."
He set it on the stove with a clang after filling it with water. "You're bossy when you're hungry."
"I'm just enjoying the novelty of telling a twenty-year-old what to do," she said, moving to the fridge.
Aiden grinned as he turned on the tap. "Glad I could help you live the dream."
"You joke, but it's weirdly satisfying."
He chuckled, shaking his head. "You've got a little power complex going."
She smiled without looking at him. "Oh, definitely."
She slid the vegetables onto the cutting board and glanced sideways. "I'll give you credit, you follow instructions surprisingly well. It's kinda cute."
"Careful," he said, reaching for the spoon. "You start throwing compliments around and I'll think it's a date and expect dessert."
"You're lucky I'm letting you eat."
"Harsh."
Honest," she said, nudging him aside gently with her hip as she turned the burner on. "Seriously, are you just watching while I do everything?"
He leaned on the counter and smirked. "That's kind of my thing. You just told me I'm gonna stir."
"Not tonight it's not," she said, pulling a second cutting board from the drawer and sliding it in front of him. "You're on zucchini."
He eyed the vegetable with theatrical skepticism. "It's weird. Even spelled weird."
"It's a vegetable, you'll live."
She handed him a knife. "Cut the ends off. Then slice it into coins... like that." She demonstrated on hers with quick and practiced movements.
Aiden mirrored her, cautious at first, tongue poking out just slightly in concentration.
"Not bad," she said, glancing sideways. "You've held a knife before."
"Usually it's to open Amazon boxes."
She snorted and returned to her own chopping, except this time it was an onion, the blade tapping rhythmically against the wood as she tried to finish it quickly before it made her eyes water too much.
"Watch your fingers," she told him without looking as he worked the zucchini.
"I'm watching them. They're terrified."
"Good. Keep them that way."
A few minutes passed with nothing but the sound of slicing and the low simmer of oil in the pan. Side by side, they moved in uneven tandem. Her pace was instinctive from years of cooking, his was careful having never sliced a vegetable in his life.
She caught herself watching him out of the corner of her eye. Watching the way he focused and followed her lead without further complaint. And just like that, an uninvited thought quietly crept in.
If her ex had ever stood beside her like this, cutting vegetables, even asking questions, just... showing up, maybe her marriage would've felt different. Maybe she wouldn't have always felt alone.
She pushed the thought away, dropping her eyes back to the cutting board. This wasn't that. He wasn't her husband and this wasn't her marriage. This was her new life, and he was her roommate. She laughed to herself at the notion of a roommate, still adjusting to the reality of it.
But she liked the way the silence felt between them. She liked the sound of him learning next to her. And, maybe most of all, she liked that he hadn't made a joke of it. He just kept cutting carefully, seemingly present in the moment.
When the water finally started to boil, she nodded toward the stove. "Okay. Now you can throw in the pasta and stir. Slowly. Just enough to keep it from sticking." It unintentionally came out in her tone a little like she was barking orders.
He gave a mock salute. "Stirring. I've trained my whole life for this."
"Mmhm."
She stepped back, wiping her hands on a paper towel as he stirred. Everything was where it needed to be. The heat on low, sauce thickening, pasta softening. It didn't need her for a few minutes.
"I'm gonna go change," she said, already pulling at her top, realizing she was still hadn't gotten out of her work clothes. "These clothes are suffocating."
"Yes, ma'am," he said, eyes on the pot like he was guarding a perimeter.
She paused in the doorway. "Try not to let anything explode while I'm gone."
"Mission parameters understood."
"And don't touch the heat."
He straightened a little, still stirring. "Touching heat: prohibited."
She raised an eyebrow. "You done?"
"For now," he said, fighting back a grin.
Her lips twitched. "Carry on, soldier."
"Godspeed, ma'am."
Her footsteps faded down the hall before the sound of her was lost behind her door.
Beyond it, Aiden couldn't hear anything. Not over the soft bubbling from the stove, the occasional hiss of sauce along the edge of the pan. He gave the pasta a slow stir, nudging it down into a rolling boil. Checking the sauce, he lowered the heat just a little, like he'd seen her do. Gave it one more stir to keep it from cooking to the bottom.
He was focused. And maybe a little too proud of himself for how not-burned everything still was.
Chapter 19
In her room, Natalie peeled off her blouse and tossed it into the hamper. Her slacks followed, pooling quietly on the floor. She hadn't worn underwear, as she so often didn't. The fabric had been light, and the lines too easy to show. She had a boy in school that always picked on her, saying he could see her underwear and it left her always feeling insecure if someone could actually see them or not. The top had a built-in shelf bra, enough for the office but not exactly comfortable for around the house.



She stood for a moment in the center of the room, completely bare beneath the ceiling fan light, absently rubbing at a faint red seam from her waistband on her hip.
Then she crossed to her dresser, pulling open the top drawer. Cotton bralettes. Folded underwear. Some of it plain, some of it lace she loved, but hardly had an excuse to wear. She reached toward the back, fingers brushing something smooth and hard beneath a camisole. Naturally it was one of the toys she kept tucked under everything else.
She ignored the flicker of awareness it brought, curling her hand around a pink bralette that was soft, with a scooped front and wide straps. Something comfortable.
She chose a pair of drawstring shorts and a loose tank top, the kind she'd bought for summer weekends and barely got around to wearing.
After slipping them on, she caught her reflection in the mirror above the dresser. Understated, but cute.
She checked the fit again for how the tank fell over the bralette, how the shorts sat on her hips, making sure there was nothing clingy or revealing. Just soft fabric and bare legs and a neckline that didn't show too much.
Still, she gave a little tug at the hem to stretch it a little, just in case. She was about to stand next to Aiden again. Close enough to stir the same pot, meaning it was certainly close enough for a boy to notice things.
She walked back down the hallway, the smell of garlic and tomato meeting her halfway there. The stove was still quietly bubbling when she stepped into the kitchen, steam rising from the pot, a low sizzle from the pan beside it.
She glanced at the knobs.
"You touched the heat," she said, mock accusation as she stepped in.
"I panicked," he replied, lifting the spoon like a shield. "It started bubbling too loud."
She bumped his hip with hers once more as she leaned over and turned the dial up a notch. "And what did I say about touching the heat?"
He held up a finger. "That it was strictly forbidden. But in my defense--"
"There is no defense."
"In my defense," he continued, undeterred, "I'm pretty sure my mom used to burn garlic on purpose."
She turned just enough to raise a brow at him. "That's... a cry for help."
"I mean, she's gotten better. Now she just buys the kind in the jar. Assuming that's better, anyway."
She made a face. "Tell her I'm disappointed."
"I think she'd like that," he said, his stirring slower now, with more confidence. "I swear, she thrives on judgment. It fuels her inner fire," he said laughing.
Natalie shook her head and picked up the other spoon, giving the sauce a careful sweep off the bottom of the pan.
"You did okay," she said.
He grinned. "You sound shocked."
"I'm always shocked by you."
"Still counts. I'll take it."
She stirred for a few moments in silence, watching the sauce thicken. Aiden leaned a hip against the counter beside her, arms crossed, watching her work like it was more interesting than it probably was.
"You always cook like this?" he asked.
She glanced at him sideways. "Like what?"
"Actually making an effort. Using real ingredients. Actual vegetables. You know, ambitious."
She snorted. "This is not ambitious. This is 'what's left in the fridge plus a box of pasta.'"
He nodded thoughtfully. "Still more effort than I've ever made. Or mom has made in a long time, when it comes to cooking."
"That's because you're twenty, and she's... Lisa" she said smiling and reaching to test a noodle from the pot. "Your idea of cooking is probably heating up a burrito and calling it rustic."
"Only if I plate it with chips," he deadpanned.
She laughed under her breath again before moving to grab two bowls. "Grab the strainer?"
"On it," he said, stepping toward the cupboard as she reached for the sauce.
The pot was heavier than she expected, and bubbling close to the rim. She turned, needing to carry it across the small kitchen to the counter behind him where she'd already laid out a trivet.
"Coming through," she warned softly.
He backed up to give her room and bumped into the island behind him. Reflexively, one hand reached out and landed on her hip to steady her as she passed.
Her breath caught at the feel of his palm resting on bare skin where her tank top had ridden up along her side. Its warmth was unmistakable.
It had slipped up without her noticing, caught at the narrowest part of her waist, where her body curved inward before flaring gently at the hips and ribs. That dip had always made shirts bunch there, cinch tighter than they were meant to. She tugged them down out of habit, but hadn't this time, distracted and unaware as they cooked.
Aiden didn't mean to notice, but his hand had landed on that gentle curve, and for a split second, he thought about the way some of the girls in his anime shows were drawn with their exaggerated hips, cartoonish, sporting legs too long to be real.
Natalie didn't look like that, exactly, however, she was soft in ways they weren't. Her hips were pronounced and womanly. More developed than most of the girls he knew at school.
She was real in a way that made him forget the comparison entirely. And she had always been the comparison, even if he hadn't admitted it until now. Her curves weren't cartoonish, but they were more exaggerated than most, and impossible not to notice.
He let go as she took her next step, but the shape of her stayed in his palm longer than it had any right to. The kitchen was narrow causing her to brush against him as she passed. There was no ignoring that her shorts were loose, and the curve of her backside grazed the top of his thigh as she moved across his front. It was light contact, soft enough and clearly accidental, but it was also low enough to make him briefly freeze. In that moment, he could feel himself start to swell against his pants shift before she cleared him entirely. Thankful it should be to subtle for her to notice at least.
She set the pot down on the waiting potholder. He exhaled, as the tension started to leave him. She didn't look back as she reached for the spoon again from its holder near the stove.
"Pasta's ready," she said, like nothing had happened.
"Yeah," he replied, voice a little rougher than before. "Looks good."
They moved through the next few motions of draining, plating, and sprinkling cheese. But something had changed which neither of them acknowledged. Nor did they likely want to.
They carried their bowls to the table, settling into the same chairs they always did, diagonally across from each other, close enough, unseparated, yet far enough not to crowd each other.
For a few minutes, neither said anything. Aiden glanced up once and caught her doing the same. Their eyes met for half a second before looking away again.
She looked back at her bowl.
"Good?" she asked casually, yet her voice was unusually high.
"Really good," he said, nodding. "And not just because I stirred the hell out of it."
She smiled but didn't laugh.
Then he added, "Although--I feel like I deserve some kind of medal for surviving contact with boiling sauce and a hot woman in shorts," He was trying to break the tension once more, by calling out the elephant in the room.
Natalie paused, fork in midair, eyes narrowing. "Did you just call me hot and yourself a victim in the same sentence?"
He grinned. "I'm just saying--I stayed calm under pressure."
She snorted, finally letting the laugh out. "You bumped into a countertop and grabbed me like I was falling off a cliff."
"I saved your life. That's how I remember it."
She shook her head, laughing into her wine glass. "You're lucky you didn't end up wearing that sauce."
Their eyes met again, this time without any hesitation.
And just like that, the tension cracked. Not entirely gone, but unquestionably softened by humor. The incident now felt like the kind that could be ignored for a little while longer at the very least.
Aiden twirled a forkful of pasta, still grinning. "Okay, so no medal. Do I at least get my certificate in beginner-level domestic competence?"
Natalie tilted her head, giving him a faux-serious once-over. "Hmm. I don't know. Stirring one pot and not ruining it doesn't exactly make you a chef. Not even entry level."
He pointed at his bowl. "This pot was stirred with precision. Artistry."
"It was stirred," she agreed, deadpan.
He feigned offense again. "Geez. Harsh review from the head of the academy."
"You want your certificate?" she said, leaning forward slightly. "You're gonna need at least three more supervised lessons. And no jarred garlic," she finished pointing her fork at him.
"Three?" he asked in exasperation. "This is a racket."
"Good cooking takes time."
He gave a dramatic sigh, then raised his water glass toward her. "To time, then."
She touched her glass to his with a soft clink. "And supervision."
Aiden leaned back slightly, that grin still tugging at the corner of his mouth. "Man... you really do like telling twenty-year-olds what to do."
She arched an eyebrow. "Only the ones living in my house."
That hit harder than it should've.
He felt a twitch low, and unexpected. Not from the line itself, but the way she said it. It had a dry teasing quality. Almost indulgent.
He shifted slightly in his chair, trying not to make it obvious, muttering under his breath, "I can live with that."
She caught just enough to hear him say something. "What?"
"Nothing," he said quickly, stabbing another bite of pasta like it had wronged him.
She smirked. "You better be able to live with it, if you're gonna live here."
His smile returned only smaller this time.
"I'm a quick learner," he replied.
She didn't respond right away. The innuendo wasn't lost on her, but she chose to ignore it. Surely, he was still talking about the cooking.
Right?
She took another bite instead, giving him a kind of look that could pass for amused disinterest, before adding a smile.
Chapter 20
It was early Saturday morning when Aiden came out of his room shirtless, scratching absently at his chest, eyes still half-lidded from sleep. He'd stayed up too late finishing some items for a couple of his courses. He wanted to make sure they were done so he could enjoy his weekend.
The couch still had the blanket he hadn't bothered to fold, the room was flooded with daylight as the blinds were drawn open. He rarely saw them open, but didn't think much of it.
He moved toward the kitchen, then stopped. Through the patio door, Natalie was outside and she hadn't seen him yet.
The balcony was a decent size, providing enough room for two people to stretch or sit without bumping elbows, but not much more than that. It was private, being exposed just enough to the morning air to make it feel like its own quiet little escape.
There was a yoga mat unrolled, with a water bottle resting nearby. And Natalie, mid-pose, arms raised in a long stretch as her torso leaned into a slow, twisting reach.
Aiden froze.
She was wearing dark, tight leggings. The kind that clung like second skin and hid absolutely nothing. The fabric hugged every curve, were high-waisted and tight across her lower back before dipping into the deep arch where her spine met the rise of her hips. From there, the seam curved down the center of her ass, defining, dividing, accentuating. Exquisite.
Her ass was full, round and high. It swayed slightly with every shift and seemed to catch the light in all the right places, highlighting the fullness with the shadows exaggerating its curves. Each time she moved into a stretch or tilted her hips, the leggings revealed the subtle play of muscle beneath, the way her glutes flexed and hollowed where they met the tops of her thighs, forming that faint, impossibly distracting dip.
Up top, her tank wasn't really a tank at all, it was more of a cropped athletic top, snug and structured, with a sheer panel across the upper chest, flashing the swells beneath without fully exposing anything. Bold white trim hugged the seams, drawing the eye to the slope of her shoulders and the soft dip where her cleavage began.
Her breasts filled the fabric completely, also full and high, being supported by the snug fit but not fully hidden by it. Each slow breath made the material shift ever so slightly, the subtle weight and movement beneath it undeniable. The sheer mesh panel revealed the soft press of cleavage, where her curves met under gentle compression.
It wasn't lingerie, he figured it probably wasn't even intended to be overtly sexy. It was meant to be breathable, but on her, in the glow of morning light, it was impossible to ignore.
She bent forward into a deep stretch, palms grazing the mat. The way the top shifted with her as it tightened across her chest, and lifted just slightly to expose more of the strip of toned stomach, held Aiden's gaze. He should've turned away to let her do her routine in peace, but he didn't.
She remained bent forward in a deep stretch, palms to the mat. Her top continued to inch up as she her hands moved further from her feet, exposing a triangle of lower back. She moved through downward dog, before a slow rise, the shape of her thighs and the deep roundness of her ass still holding his gaze.
It was the kind of body that came to life when it stretched. He'd already been noticing how it was soft in all the right places, but now he could see the muscle beneath it.
She wasn't bulky. Not even close. But in each transition, each hold and shift, he saw the definition make itself known. The subtle strength in her thighs. The curve of her waist. And when she raised her arms and twisted away from him, the muscles in her upper back flexed just beneath her skin.
She'd mentioned once that her work had a gym to help people relieve some stress and stay healthy. Now he believed her when she said she used it. Aiden blinked, forcing a swallow, realizing how wet his mouth had become.
He didn't know how long he stood there staring, until her head turned just slightly. Her head shifted toward the patio door. She saw him, yet, she didn't look away immediately. For a moment, she held the stretch, breathing through it. Only now, her eyes were on his.
Then, slowly, she stood straight, and adjusted her waistband with a tug that drew the fabric tighter across her.
He started to back away, but just as he turned toward the kitchen, she flowed into another pose. Turning her back to him, so her feet were running the length of the mat, they widened across it, hands tracing down her thighs and calves until they met the floor. She folded herself in what seemed like a deliberately slow movement, until her upper body hung low in a wide-legged forward bend. The curve of her spine deepened with the motion leaving her hips tilted, high and poised.
Her leggings hugged every inch of her, clinging to the fullness of her ass with unapologetic honesty of its shape. The seam down the center pulled tighter, defining and dividing even more as they dug in with her bend, while the stretch across her thighs left no mystery about the firmness beneath. As she adjusted her weight, her glutes flexed subtly in involuntary, magnetic detail.
Aiden froze, one hand still resting on the counter behind him. He meant to go about his business as he backed away moments ago, but now he couldn't stop looking.
Then her head tipped, slow and natural, bringing her face into view between her legs, upside down, accented by the fall of her hair. Her gaze settled toward the patio door once more, finding him.
Her face betrayed nothing. No surprise, no amusement. Just calm concentration as she held the pose. She didn't linger long, just enough for the connection to register and then lowered her eyes toward the floor and let her breath ease out with the stretch.
Inside, Aiden jolted back into motion, turning too quickly, bumping his hip against the counter as he reached for the cabinet, any cabinet, pretending he was there for a glass or maybe even oxygen at this point.
Chapter 21
Natalie inhaled slowly through her nose, shifting her weight to center herself. Her heart had skipped a beat the moment their eyes met, and now she struggled to pull it back into a slow rhythm.
She hadn't meant to hold the pose that long or even make eye contact again, but something about the way he'd stood there with his eyes wide and frozen, breath probably caught in his chest, kept running through her head.
She was supposed to take care of Lisa's little boy. That's what Lisa had said when she left. A casual joke at the time, but now it felt like a line she wasn't supposed to cross. It never even would've been a thought before, but now...
No, she was the adult here. The stable one. The woman with a career and bills and enough baggage to fill the hall closet. Not someone a twenty-year-old should be watching like that.
Except, he had watched. And it hadn't been leering or crude. It had been focused and looked like he was in awe, more than anything else. Like he was mesmerized by what he was seeing.
He was young though. Guys his age were supposed to be ruled by hormones, weren't they? Driven by instinct and barely learning to manage it. It wasn't really his fault his body probably reacted before his brain caught up. That was normal. Just biology. Right?
And even if it hadn't been... was it so wrong to feel flattered? To be looked at like that? By someone his age and good looking? And not because she was trying to be sexy, but because she simply existed?
The heat in her cheeks had nothing to do with the sun. It had everything to do with knowing she'd affected him. That he'd stared. That without trying, her body had held him in place like a spell.
And the fact that she could have that effect on him, a man a dozen years younger, barely out of his teens, was rooted in place by the sight of her, fed something deep in her chest. Something hungry, that she'd just barely started to feed.
It wasn't about wanting him, per se. It was about the part of her that had woken up after the divorce, and the part she was still getting to know. The one that didn't always follow logic when it craved something more. It leaned into moments like this because it hadn't found its own limits yet.
Moments like this stirred that part of her and tugged at it. The truth was, she wasn't sure where her boundaries lay. She felt like she hadn't even seen the edge of them yet.
Natalie lingered on the balcony a little longer than she normally would have after her routine. Her body was warm, looser now from the yoga, but also from something still simmering from the way Aiden had looked at her.
She wiped down her mat. It was part of the routine, but today it also provided the moment for herself to try and recenter herself. Eventually she stepped back inside, sliding the patio door closed.
The apartment was mostly quiet. The bathroom door was closed, muting the soft rush of water from the shower that was just barely audible. She didn't hear the fan. He always forgot the fan, leaving the small space, humid and hot.
In the kitchen, she moved more slowly than usual. Tossed a banana, a spoonful of almond butter, and oat milk with some ice into the blender. The noise filled the silence, drowning out her thoughts. She poured the smoothie into a tall glass and leaned against the counter, sipping slowly. The floor was cool beneath her bare feet.
She glanced toward the hall and the closed bathroom door. His shower seemed to be taking longer than usual.
She frowned lightly, then blinked. No, not frowned, but furrowed her brow in concentration of her thoughts. Still, her brain offered up a scenario before she could shut it down: he'd been watching her. Maybe still thinking about it. Maybe taking advantage of the one place in the apartment where a twenty-year-old could pretend to be subtle about getting off in the morning with some privacy. Thinking he was being slick about using his shower as a cover.



As if she hadn't been the one to pick that shower head herself. And for a reason. Natalie shook her head and took another sip, but the heat that persisted in her chest wasn't being cooled by her drink.
Chapter 22
One hand braced against the tile. The other already wrapped around himself, moving with deliberate slowness.
He tried to pretend it wasn't about her. That the day hadn't started with the shape of her ass becoming burned into his memory. That she hadn't looked right at him as she stood upright on that balcony, stretching in the morning light. Or her eyes catching his, lips parting like she was slightly surprised before she moved again.
He'd tried to walk away. Tried not to linger, and then she bent forward into that pose. That stretch.
Her legs widened, spine folding over, and presenting her ass to him. The fabric of her leggings clung like a second skin, hugging every curve and drawing his eye, with no chance of restraint. The waistband sat high on her waist, emphasizing the narrowest part of her body before flaring out into the soft, full roundness of her hips. The seam between her cheeks carved a clean, defined line, exaggerating the dip where her thighs met and hugging the subtle swell of her mound in a way no modest athletic wear should've been allowed.
Fucking yoga pants, he thought.
His breath caught before he even realized he was staring. His mind was frozen in that moment. She had to know he was still there, standing in full view through the patio door. She could've turned the other way. Could've faced her ass away from him, or chosen another stretch, anything to move her body away from his line of sight. But she hadn't. Whether it was intentional or just the next motion in her routine didn't matter anymore.
Now, with the hot water streaming down his back and the soapy slickness of his palm stroking slowly along the full length of his cock, he wasn't pretending it wasn't about her anymore. The day had started with the details of her body being burned into his memory. Her narrow waist, full breasts, the incredible way her ass had flexed and stretched with each breath she took. He hadn't truly seen her figure before that morning. Not in this detail, at least. Not as the real, physical woman who slept across the hall from him, whose body now replayed behind his eyes with perfect clarity.
She wasn't just a fantasy like the girls in his shows or the videos in the hidden folders on his laptop. She moved with grace and a quiet strength, fluid and real in a way no animation could ever replicate. She wasn't exaggerated. The way her muscles shifted beneath her skin, the curve of her waist when she twisted, the not-so-subtle shifting of her breasts as she rose. It was all real.
His hand kept moving, slow and steady, his other palm braced against the tile to keep himself upright. He imagined her catching him now, eyes flicking back at him from between her legs, upside down and mischievous. Watching him, like she wanted to see what she'd done to him. Maybe even proud of it.
His strokes grew faster, and more urgent. The muscles coiled tight, ash his thighs locked, with every nerve focused on the image of her bent over, hair falling, arms stretched, ass tilted just so. That impossible pose burned behind his eyes, replaying on loop. He was positive she knew what she was doing when she chose that next pose.
But it wasn't just the image. It was the sound, too, of that first night, when he'd heard her. Not just a voice. But hers, Natalie's, sexy friend that used to come over to their house. Along with his own mother's. Soft and needy, rising beneath the covers as she begged for more. As Lisa pushed her. As she moaned louder, dirtier, like she couldn't help herself. He'd never looked at his mom as anything more than his mom, but in this moment, he wasn't about to slow down to try and shake the memory. He just needed to cum.
So now, with that memory layered over her body in motion, her curves wrapped in second skin, ass flexing under that seam as she bent forward for him, and the unexpected twist of his own mother's voice egging her on in his head, he couldn't hold back any longer.
His free hand dropped to the base of his cock. He pinched hard, trapping the pressure for one more breathless second. His grip tightened. His rhythm faltered. He let out a stifled groan into his shoulder.
And then he let go, letting the his cum explode out of him.
His hips bucked forward as the first spurt came out thick and forceful, splattering against the tile. Another shot, higher up, streaking across the wall. Then another. Long, hot ribbons of cum painting the surface in ragged lines as his body shuddered through each pulse.
He didn't stop until he was drained, his hand finally slowing, allowing his grip to loosen and his body to twitch. His chest heaved, standing in the hot water. The spray of the water couldn't mask the mess he'd made. It streamed slowly down the wall, clinging stubbornly in trails.
Aiden braced his forearm against the tile, resting his forehead there as he breathed. Trying not to picture her on that balcony anymore. Or her lips parted when she saw him. Or the sound of her voice, gasping into the dark of his room.
He just stood there, stunned and raw, as he watched his cum slide down the tile and swirled toward the drain. Taking a minute, he finally cupped some water in his palms and splashing it against the wall to wash it away.
Chapter 23
Natalie heard the water shut off and waited just long. Then, casually, she stepped out of her room and leaned against the doorframe.
She didn't need to; there was no rush. She could've waited until the bathroom was clear, and the hallway was empty, but she didn't. He'd seen her that morning, standing there staring. So, fair was fair.
Her light robe was tied loosely, where it cinched around her waist. The fabric hung soft against her frame, revealing more of one thigh than she usually would from how she posed it. Her arms crossed as she leaned back into the wood, the position making her chest rise a touch higher than necessary. She kept her gaze on the opposite wall, like she was thinking about something else. Like this was just part of the experience of their shared space.
Inside the bathroom, she heard movement. A rustle of the towel, a soft cough. Then the click of the handle as the door opened.
Aiden stepped out, the shower steam surrounding him. His skin was still flushed from the hot water, damp in places. The towel sat low on his hips, really low compared to normal, and draped in all the right spots, hinting at the shape beneath.
He didn't see her at first, but when he did, he stopped.
His shoulders tensed slightly, but his gaze held. "Hey."
Natalie tilted her head. "Took your time."
He didn't say anything, just reached for the edge of the towel, adjusting it with a casual tug meant to be subtle to disguise the way he was still partially swollen beneath it. But the motion drew her eyes anyway.
She didn't linger, but she didn't immediately look away either. Fair was fair. Her gaze dipped, caught on the shift of fabric over his hips, the telltale outline beneath it. Then, as though the reality of what she'd invited finally settled on her skin, her hands rose to the collar of her robe. She closed it higher over her chest, the movement slow, perhaps less automatic than before. She'd suddenly felt the implications of her own choices.
She'd meant to tease him, and catch him off guard, but now she was the one feeling exposed. Perhaps even a little flushed and breathless.
"Well," she said clearing her throat, then stepping forward and brushing past him, "good thing I'm patient."
The edge of her robe brushed the back of his wrist as she passed, a light, trailing contact that sent a pulse through his skin, sure she was unaware.
At the bathroom door, she paused for a breath, then glanced back over her shoulder, a look that was meant to be quick. But her eyes caught his, still watching her, and something fluttered low in her belly.
"And use the fan next time," she said, her voice softer than intended. It was a flimsy excuse for the glance, but the best she could offer. She wasn't sure if it carried any real authority or if he heard her. He seemed distracted by the fact that she'd looked back at him once more.
She stepped inside shutting the door behind her, leaving the hallway quiet again.
Aiden stood in place, with his towel coming loose from his waist, as his hand held it up. His heart was racing from the quick encounter after having just rubbed one out thinking of her. The door had shut, but her voice still echoed, "Use the fan next time." It sounded almost like an afterthought to him. But the way she'd glanced back... the way her eyes had caught his...
He felt like an idiot to still be standing there once she started to move. But he couldn't get his legs to move once she brushed past him in that robe.
His hormone addled brain wondered how long she'd been standing there. Was she there while he was still in the shower, groaning into his own shoulder? Had she caught him? Maybe she'd expected it and that was why she was there. Maybe she didn't care. But it still made his stomach flip as he stood frozen in the hallway, unsure if he should've apologized for watching her, or do anything other than replay that moment in his head until it was burned in for good.
He let out a breath he hadn't realized he was holding and finally turned toward his room, wiping a hand down his face as he went. The towel loosened in his grip, slipping lower against his hip, one careless step from ending up around his ankles.
He caught it just in time, yanking the towel back into place with a quiet mutter. Christ. That would've been perfect if she'd still been watching then. Just standing there like an idiot, towel slipping, with nothing left to hide.
As he walked to his room, her voice echoed in his head. Use the fan next time. Telling him what to do. Again. He smiled to himself. Yeah... he really didn't mind.
Chapter 24
Natalie stood with her back against the closed door, hand still resting on the knob.
The bathroom was warm from his shower, as the steam was clinging faintly to the mirror, fogging up the glass. The air smelled like his body wash--something clean, citrusy maybe, and the scent alone made her pulse stir in her throat. She was glad she couldn't see her own reflection looking back at her through the fog.
She hadn't meant to look back, but she had, and he'd still been there watching her.
She slipped the robe from her shoulders, letting it fall in a soft heap to the floor. The memory of how he looked clung to her skin like the steam was. His lean, sculpted frame, still damp hair slicked back from the shower, bare chest a flushed pink from the heat. His stomach wasn't just flat, it was ribbed for her pleasure, she thought smiling to herself as she remembered the subtle definition of his abs. A faint, enticing V of muscle was also just visible above his hips. The thin, dark trail of hair, just as she'd glimpsed that first morning he'd come out to say goodbye to Lisa, disappearing precisely down the center of his taut belly beneath the low-slung towel. And beneath that towel, pressing forward, was a subtle, but undeniable bulge he'd tried to unsuccessfully hide.
Her skin still tingled in places, a ghostly echo of sensation, as though anticipating something that hadn't yet happened. As though responding to a fleeting moment that was barely a moment at all.
She turned toward the mirror, catching only a hazy glimpse of herself through the steam still clinging to the glass from his shower. Her reflection was still muted. She could feel the tightness across her chest though, and the way her breath hadn't fully settled.
This wasn't like her. She almost felt ashamed, like it was wrong considering her relationship with Lisa. Yet... it was also the kind of thrill that came from doing something you knew you shouldn't, because it was exciting, and a secret all your own. Because it made your skin feel too tight and your thoughts scatter from the things you needed to be thinking about, or getting done. The kind of impulse that lived right next to bad decisions and dared you to cross the line anyway.
He was twenty. Twelve years younger. Lisa's son.
And still, none of that had stopped her from leaning in the doorway like that, or from letting the robe stay loose for when he opened the door, from turning back to look for one last glance, expecting him to be walking away.
She drew in a breath and stepped toward the shower, turning the water back on, needing the heat to clear her head, and burn away whatever that had been.
She stepped into the shower without hesitation, letting the warm mist envelope her as the water greeted her skin. It was still heated from his shower, and hadn't needed much time to come back. Just like him, already gone, but still lingering.
She faced the spray, letting it rush over her collarbones, her breasts, her stomach, embracing the warm water. Closing her eyes and tilting her chin down slightly, she exhaled as the stream licked across her chest and ran down her belly.
When she opened them again, she noticed something just ahead at chest level on the tiled wall. A smear of thick, pearlescent residue clung where the water didn't reach. She blinked, squinting.
Must be his body wash. Not the bright green gel he usually left in the caddy, but a heavier, off-white kind he must've used from the sample bottles she kept in the cabinet. A thicker formula. He must've left it behind without realizing.
Careless, like you'd expect from a twenty-year-old boy, she thought.
She reached forward and wiped it away with her hand. It was stickier than expected, slow to dissolve and rinse under the water. It clung for a moment before the stream finally swept it clean, down the drain.
That little streak of his body wash reminding her of his age and the mess he'd sometimes leave behind. It was a forgettable mark of him on the tile in front of her.
What else could his age provide though?
She sighed, leaning forward slightly, letting the water pool in the hollow behind her collarbones before it trailed down the rest of her.
God, Nat. Get a grip.
But her body didn't care what she told herself, and it responded anyway. Every inch of her skin seemed to pulse with the memories of their recent proximity, or of glances, of tension that was no longer hypothetical, but after this morning, undeniable. And somehow, standing here where he had been only minutes ago, she felt more mentally naked than she had all morning.
She stood with her arms under her breasts, collecting the water running steadily over her chest, and let her mind drift back to the hallway. The way she'd stood there. The robe barely closed. Her body flushed, whether from her yoga, or from the thought of him watching.
It may have been impulsive, but there was no denying it was intentional in how she stood waiting for her turn. She'd leaned in the doorway, aware of every inch of herself, of the way the fabric hung loosely around her thighs on purpose. Of the way his eyes had dropped and how she hadn't immediately covered up. Taking a few moments to sink in, what she was inviting.
Right or wrong, the moment had already happened and now... now she couldn't stop replaying it.
She shifted slightly, lowering her arms and allowing the water to trail along her stomach once more, running over what she always thought was a rather cute belly button before slipping lower and catching in the narrow landing strip. Her breath becoming a little heavier.
With a quiet motion, she reached for the showerhead, pulling the wand free from its base. Her thumb moved without thinking, adjusting it to the right setting with a soft click until the stream narrowed, pulsing.
She didn't even look down as she leaned back against the wall, the cool tile kissing her spine as she brought the wand lower. Eyes closed, head tipped back, she let the heat and silence close in around her.
Chapter 25
It was late on a Thursday, and Natalie was curled on the couch with a glass of wine in one hand and her phone in the other. The TV was on some familiar crime drama she'd seen before, but her attention was split. Her robe hung loosely over her soft, oversized sleep shirt, and one bare leg was stretched out toward the coffee table.
Her phone buzzed again. She smiled faintly at the screen.
Matt, the guy she'd been texting for the past couple weeks, was being a bit more daring tonight. Flirty and charming. He'd just asked if she was free that weekend, and there'd been a not-so-subtle compliment about how she looked in that last photo she'd posted on her social.
She hadn't sent him anything risqué yet, but she'd been thinking about it. She took another sip of wine, thumb hovering above the keyboard to fire back a teasing reply, when the front door opened.
She looked up to see Aiden walk in followed closely by a girl. Slim, blonde-haired, college-pretty in that polished, to much makeup, kind of way. They seemed a little loud considering the hour, giggling and talking.
"Hey," Aiden said, casual as ever. "Didn't think you'd still be up."
Natalie offered a neutral smile. "Just finishing something."
The girl beamed, looking around. "Hi! Your place is super cute."
"Thanks." Natalie's smile didn't reach her eyes. She glanced down at her phone, read the next message, then locked the screen without replying.
Aiden didn't bother with the introductions. The girl didn't seem to mind. A few seconds later, the two of them disappeared down the hall, his bedroom door swinging mostly closed, but not quite all the way.
Natalie sat still for a moment, her wine glass nearly empty, and the phone buzzing softly beside her with another text.
The TV murmured in the background, but it wasn't the volume that bothered her now, it was the sound from Aiden's room. Laughter, muffled but clear, followed by the bounce of bedsprings and the distant thump of music playing from his little portable speaker. It carried into the living room with more clarity than she cared for.
She didn't want to turn up the volume on the TV and possibly disturb the neighbors. After all, it was a work night. That part irritated her more than she wanted to admit. She hadn't known he was bringing anyone home tonight. And that was fine, it was bound to happen eventually. She told herself she was okay with that.
Just... on a Thursday?
She picked up her phone, read the newest message from Matt, and laughed softly through her nose, but the sound didn't match the tension rising in her shoulders.
She rolled her eyes as another burst of laughter echoed faintly from the hall. Not exactly what she wanted to hear on a Thursday night. Not when she had work in the morning. She headed into the kitchen, muttering under her breath, and topped off her wine glass.
She wasn't a jealous girl, this wasn't jealousy. It was irritation. Maybe mild disbelief. He hadn't even warned her. Who brought someone home mid-week, knowing people have work in the morning?
She started toward her room, her bare feet quiet against the floor, and slowed as she passed his door. Without thinking, she reached out and pulled it gently closed. The click of the latch was soft, but definite.
Almost immediately, the girl's laugh rang out again, light and careless. Aiden laughed too. "Shhh," he murmured through a grin she could hear even from the hall.
And then it came.
"Your roommate's older than I thought she'd be."
Natalie paused mid-step.
Aiden's voice followed after a quick pause, "She's not old. She's thirty-two."
She smirked faintly at that. Good answer.
"I said older, not old. Still hot though," she replied, not skipping a beat.



Another pause.
And then, softer, "Yeah."
Natalie shook her head and walked into her room, shutting the door behind her. She wasn't offended, not even by the "still hot" part. She was thirty-two, not sixty.
Still, there was something about hearing it from the other side of the wall, about being spoken of that way, while someone else got to have the fun. If anything twisted beneath the surface, it wasn't jealousy, it was the curiosity of what it might feel like to be on the other side of that door.
A nameless girl she'd seen for all of ten seconds. Barely a blink. Younger, clearly Aiden's age, give or take a year, and yet there she was, casually assessing her. Talking about her body like it was a topic for light conversation.
Older or not, she was still hot, she knew that. And it's what the girl had said. Aiden hadn't denied it either. He hadn't fumbled for a polite correction. He hadn't made a joke to deflect.
He'd just agreed.
Something about that made her pulse pick up, sitting on the edge of her bed and sipping her wine. The words played in her head again. Still hot.
Her body was good, she knew it. She worked hard for it. She felt confident most days, even if she didn't parade around looking for compliments. However, hearing it like that from a stranger who was about to get some, unprompted, and echoed back in Aiden's quiet Yeah... it felt different. Even if it wasn't meant for her ears, she couldn't un-hear it.
Her phone buzzed again on the nightstand. She glanced at the screen. Matt.
She didn't open it right away, just sipped her wine and let the last few seconds echo again in her mind. The laughter. The voices. Still hot.
When she finally tapped the screen, Matt's message popped up. A smile crossed her face as she considered her response.
She exhaled a breath through her nose, more amused than flattered, though the curve of her mouth would've given her away if he were here to see. He'd been pushing the flirtation harder this week, testing the waters, but keeping it playful. No shirtless pics. No dirty talk. But she'd noticed the tone had. She let it happen.
And based on that message? Yeah. He'd definitely agree with the blonde. Still hot.
Probably didn't care that she was thirty-two either. Probably liked that she knew what she was doing. Hell, probably imagined things she hadn't even offered.
She stared at the text for a moment, rolling the stem of her wine glass between her fingers, the smooth glass warming slightly under her touch, and vaguely reminding her of other objects with smooth textures not far away, tucked in the back of a drawer.
Then she heard the muffled laughter again, coming quick and breathy. A thump. The creak of the bed frame shifting under sudden weight. Another giggle. Aiden's low voice. Then softer sounds.
Other than Natalie's fingers tightening around her glass, she didn't move. She didn't reach for the remote or crank the TV volume or even put on music. It was late after all and she still didn't want the neighbors to share in the noise.
However, she did sit there perfectly still, and let the sounds play out. The not-so-subtle reality of what was happening just a room away carrying the girl's breathy gasp.
She took a sip of her wine.
Kim was laughing against his neck with her legs tangled in his sheets, and her bare foot sliding up the back of his calf. His hands were already under her top, and she was letting his fingertips skate along her ribs as she leaned in for another kiss. It was sloppy, with her teeth grazing his lip.
Aiden grinned against her mouth, hips tensing when she suddenly palmed him through his boxers. Her hand was small, moving fast, as it explored him.
"Fuck, you're huge," Kim blurted, loudly.
The words were out with no regard for the volume.
Aiden froze for a half-second, biting his lip as her mouth moved to his neck, trying to pull his attention back. The music on his speaker hummed low from the nightstand, doing little to mask the creak of the mattress.
He hadn't closed the door all the way earlier, leaving Natalie to be the one to do it. She did it quietly, without comment as a quick act as she passed by. He'd have to be more aware next time. He would be more careful. But even as Kim shifted, moving above him, and her hair brushed his chest with her grip tightening around him, his mind drifted somewhere else unintentionally.
To Natalie in the hallway, wrapped in her robe. Then to her stretching absently as she reached for the cupboard, naturally going from there to yoga pants painted to her thighs. The way the fabric hugged her every curve when she leaned forward. The shape of her waist and the flush on her face when she caught him looking.
He exhaled hard through his nose, forcing the memory down, and pulled Kim into another kiss, rougher this time. Kim rocked against him with a breathless laugh, her fingers curling tighter as she stroked him through the soft material.
"Jesus, Aiden--how are you this big?" she gasped, louder now, still no attempt to hold back.
He gave a shaky groan, arching his neck as her mouth found his collarbone. "You keep saying that like it's a problem," he muttered.
She giggled. "It might be, but there's only one way to find out."
With each movement, the mattress springs protested, a creak accompanying the slide of his boxers to midthigh and her hand finding more skin to touch.
"God, I've wanted to do this all night," she breathed against his throat. "From the minute I saw you."
Aiden's fingers dug into her hips, dragging her closer. "Then shut up and do it."
She gave a mischievous hum and pulled back. Her lips brushed his chest as she began to slide down his body. Tugging his boxers the rest of the way off, she tossed them to the side without ceremony.
He barely had time to exhale before he felt her mouth on him. Taking him in with a greedy slurp that made his stomach clench, she moaned around him, the sound muffled but unmistakably filthy. Another slick glide, then a soft gag as she pushed too far on purpose, laughing breathlessly before diving back in.
Slurping. Moaning. The steady bob of her head against his thighs, and wet sounds growing louder as she worked him with both mouth and hands. There was no shame in her eagerness.
And no way anyone nearby wasn't hearing it. He knew from personal experience how sound carried here, but he was to wound up to care.
Chapter 26
The wine had settled into her limbs, as her body stretched out across the bed in a loose sprawl. One leg was bent slightly, the other straight. Her toes were curled against the sheet. The TV was on, but the volume was muted, leaving just light flickering through the room, yet she hadn't looked at it in minutes.
Her phone rested unlocked beside her, with the screen glowing. She hadn't replied to Matt's last text yet.
She took another slow sip of wine, swallowing, savoring the way it made her body feel. Feeling just buzzed enough to let her drift without questioning where her mind was going.
Then it came.
"Fuck, you're huge!"
The voice carried straight through the door and there was no mistaking it. It was a high and delighted pitch, practically giddy with awe.
Natalie's brows lifted slightly as she stared at the ceiling. Her other hand slid along her thigh without thinking, letting her fingertips brush the skin just beneath the hem of her shirt.
Huge.
She repeated the word in her head once, maybe twice, unable to stop herself from wondering what that meant to her. To a girl who sounded that young. Had she barely seen anything? Could she be impressed by average?
Or had she been around enough to know when something deserved that reaction? Maybe she was just trying to flatter Aiden.
Natalie didn't even realize she'd spread her legs a little more until the hem of her shirt shifted, brushing the very top of her thigh.
Her phone buzzed again bringing her back to the moment to pick it up.
Still thinking about sending that pic? Or are you just teasing me now.
A smile curved at her lips. She liked this side of Matt that was being a little forward tonight in a way that made her feel a little challenged by him. He was being a bit pushy, and pushy often pushed her to test her boundaries.
She lifted the phone, read the text again, and let her eyes trail lower down her body.
The sounds from Aiden's room hadn't stopped. The wet gagging and quiet groan making its way into her space. Another slurp, followed by a soft, encouraging moan from the girl, whoever she was.
Natalie's fingers moved across her stomach now, circling her navel, before drifting lower without intention at first. Her head tipped to the side and she picked up the phone to read the message again. She could feel her heartbeat picking up.
The sounds from down the hall continued, faint, but distinct. More moans accompanying the slick, wet rhythm. The low hum of approval from Aiden, followed by another gasp from the giggling girl.
Natalie's breathing deepened. Her fingers circling lower still, the warmth between her legs matching the heat in her cheeks. She opened the camera on her phone, and adjusted slightly, before looking down at herself.
The light in the room was soft giving her skin had a warm glow. Her thighs parted just enough and she lifted her shirt a little more, framing the curve of her hip. She took the photo.
Still didn't send it, but she laid there assessing how she looked in the picture.
The sounds from the other room were still going, filling the silence between the beats of her heart. She'd stopped trying to drown them out, no longer feeling a need to ignore them, since they didn't seem to be concerned about making noise.
And then she slid her hand just a little lower.
Aiden's fingers threaded into her hair, tightening just enough to make her pause, before he pulled her head back. Her mouth slid off him with a wet pop, breath catching as she looked up.
"Get the rest of your clothes off," he said, voice low and rough. "I want to see you."
She smiled, through slick and swollen lips, then backed off the bed in a slow crawl that was meant to tease. Aiden barely registered that she was putting on a show. He was watching her body now, and it took him a moment to recognize that she was performing.
The shirt came off first, cropped and fitted. Then her bra, it unhooked easily and got tossed aside.
Her breasts were small and had a natural curve that fit her petite frame. He took in the subtle lines of her ribs, the taut stretch of skin over her stomach, the way her hipbones jutted out just enough to cast a shadow in the dim light.
She pushed her shorts down next, revealing there was nothing underneath. Aiden's gaze followed the movement as she stepped out of them, her thighs were slim and toned. She was delicate, almost fragile-looking. Slender hips, a trim waist with small, neat proportions all the way down.
It was nothing like what he'd been seeing lately. Not like the woman in the hallway that one morning, in a robe that didn't fully cover her. The flash of thighs he couldn't unsee, that carried a softness that stayed with him even now.
Kim climbed back onto the bed, crawling over him with her chest brushing his as she kissed him again.
"Condom?" she asked, breathless against his jaw.
"Nightstand," he muttered, hands sliding down her sides, feeling every inch of her small frame he could reach beneath his palms.
She reached for the drawer without breaking the kiss, still grinding against him slowly, her pussy leaving slick trails across his skin.
Even as she tore the wrapper open and rolled it on with practiced hands, part of Aiden's mind briefly went back to that first night when he had first moved in.
Was she listening to them now? Or was she doing something to drown it out?
The thought bounced around in his head, bringing a heat that was tightening low in his gut just as Kim sank onto him with a sharp gasp. Aiden bit his lip, eyes closing as he grabbed her hips to steady her, to steady himself, and he gave in to the feeling.
Kim rocked her hips slowly at first, easing herself down inch by inch, her breath catching with each movement. Her hands pressed against his chest for balance and dug her nails in just slightly as she adjusted.
"Jesus," she whispered, voice shaking. "You weren't kidding."
Aiden's eyes stayed on where they were joined, watching the way her body struggled to take him. It was more than just the length, though that was clearly a challenge, but the thickness. Her breath becoming strained every time she sank a little deeper, the stretch obvious in her face, and the trembling of her thighs.
"You okay?" he asked through a clenched jaw, hands gliding over her sides now.
She nodded, parting her lips. "Yeah," she breathed. "Just - fuck, give me a second."
Her hips stilled, grinding in small, shallow circles as she tried to adjust. His hands moved to the sides of her waist, easily wrapping his fingers around the narrow span of it. Both of his hands nearly met at the small of her back. She was that compact. That small.
The contrast hit him hard.
She was tiny everywhere, slender hips, delicate ribcage, and her narrow thighs trembled with her effort. As for him, he looked massive in comparison. Watching himself disappear into her felt obscene. Like something he shouldn't be seeing, shouldn't be doing, but there was no way he was stopping.
Kim whimpered softly, then exhaled a shaky laugh.
"You're... fucking thick," she said, almost accusatory, her voice hoarse with effort. "God."
Aiden groaned, his hands sliding down to her hips, gripping her. "Didn't you say you could handle it?" he muttered, teasing her while straining to keep control. It was a throwback to the teasing brag she'd made hours earlier, when they were still at the bar flirting, and he was just trying to get her home.
"I can," she muttered, lifting herself up slightly before easing back down again, slower this time, her mouth falling open. "But you might ruin me."
Her words shot through him like voltage. He sat up partway, mouth catching hers in a hungry kiss, his hands still bracketing her waist, anchoring and guiding her.
"You feel that?" he murmured against her lips.
She moaned, shivering as he drove up into her just enough to make her cry out. Her arms locked around his shoulders now, clinging as she rode him with uneven, desperate motions.
Every time she took him deeper, he felt it, the pull of her body, the smallness of her frame struggling to contain him. And he loved all of it. The control, the contrast, the sense that she was fighting to keep up with his size.
And for a few blinding minutes, it was enough to shut everything else out. Even the thought of the woman down the hall. Well, almost.
Chapter 27
...She'd stopped trying to drown them out, no longer feeling a need to ignore them, since they didn't seem to be concerned about making noise.
And then she slid her hand just a little lower.
Her fingers grazed over smooth skin, then dipped down, keeping the contact featherlight at first. She was already warm, already far more wet than she'd expected. The friction sent a shiver spiraling up her spine. Letting her legs shift wider, her hips tilted to meet her touch. Her breath was shallow, chest rising and falling in short breaths.
From the other side of the wall there was a soft, feminine gasp followed by a rough, groan she instantly recognized. Aiden.
Natalie's fingers moved in slow, deliberate circles, matching the cadence she heard. The girl whimpered again in high-pitched desperation, and Aiden's voice followed in a low murmur she couldn't quite make out, but it was enough just hearing the tone.
Her eyes fluttered closed, lips parting as she rolled her hips against her hand. And then, in a brief moment of sobriety, it hit her.
The walls. That first night. She and Lisa had been tipsy, tangled in the sheets, trying to keep their giggles and kisses muffled. She'd assumed they'd been quiet enough and that Aiden wouldn't have heard. Wouldn't have known. But now... hearing every moan, every slick sound coming from his room, she knew better.
Of course he'd heard them.
Her stomach flipped, arousal deepening at the thought. He'd been right there. Just like she was now. Listening. Imagining.
Was he repulsed by the idea of them together? Did it... excite him? Had he touched himself the way she was touching herself now?
The memory flared hotter now of Lisa on top of her, their bodies tangled, with Natalie gasping into Lisa as she came. It was a moment of private intimacy between them they hadn't shared in a while, but now? Now it felt exposed as she experienced Aiden's moment as he had theirs. And if she could hear every moan coming from his room tonight... Then he'd heard everything that night too.
The idea of it made her hand move faster, with slippery fingers, causing her thighs to tremble.
Then the phone buzzed again.
You still awake?
She blinked down at the screen. Her busy hand didn't stop. Didn't even slow down.
Matt was still here waiting for her to respond to him.
She hovered over the camera roll, and could hear her heart thudding as her thumb slid back to the photo she'd taken moments ago. Looking at the picture, she could see her skin glowing with the shirt pushed up and thighs parted just enough to suggest everything without actually showing too much.
The thought of him looking at her, right now, in this state, struck a nerve. She sent it. No caption or context. Just the image.
Her pulse jumped and the heat flooded her chest, cheeks, and core. Because now he'd see her in a way he never had and he'd know what kind of head space she was in.
Still the sounds kept coming. Aiden's voice, was low compared to the girl's high-pitched moan trailing after it. The mattress creaked in synch with the unmistakable sound of skin meeting skin.
Natalie's body arched, her fingers moving faster and more desperate. Her hand trembled when her thighs began closing in as she worked herself closer. The arousal wasn't just a subtle throb anymore. It was sharp and insistent, demanding her attention.
Matt was with her now, watching through the picture.
Aiden was with her too, without even knowing it. The noises from his room driving her arousal more than Matt who had been the initial catalyst of her evening on the couch.
Kim had finally started to find her rhythm.
Her hips rocked in smoother motions now, less tentative. The stretch was still there, he could feel it every time she dropped down onto him, but her body had clearly begun to adjust to the pressure. She let out a shaky moan as she began to ride him harder.
"Fuck," she gasped, bouncing slightly, hands back on his chest. "See, I told you I could take it. I just needed a minute. I'm the small package good things cum in," she finished with a wink, looking down at him grinning.
Aiden groaned, his fingers digging into her waist again, setting her pace. He couldn't get over the contrast of how small she was, how easily his hands wrapped around her. Watching his cock disappear into her narrow body over and over again made something primal tighten in his gut.
Then she reached up, sweat-slick and wild-eyed, and after a few seconds of twisting her hair, she'd pulled it back into a messy ponytail.
The move should've been playful, but it hit him hard. She was clearly into the moment.
"Give it to me, daddy" she moaned, out of nowhere. "Make me take it all."
Aiden's mind stalled for a second. He hadn't expected that. The way her voice pitched, high, and a little theatrical, it was almost cartoonish. She was playing herself up now, leaning into it, sounding like one of the girls from his late-night anime queue.



It didn't turn him off, but it threw him. Just enough to make him blink, lips parted, trying to recenter himself as she rode him harder.
Her petite ass slapped against his thighs now with each thrust. The sound filled the room, matched by the breathless urgency in her voice.
"Yes, please, daddy, more."
Hearing her call him daddy was unexpectedly arousing. The word on her tongue like that made him growl, bucking up into her hard enough to make her gasp again. She rode it out, eyes fluttering shut, mouth falling open. He'd seen girls say it in porn, even seen anime that dipped into this theme, but it'd never really done anything for him. But now... experiencing it personally, having someone call him "daddy," it was completely different.
"Fuck me," she whimpered. "Just like that, daddy. Yes, yes, right there."
Aiden's grip slipped lower, gripping the curve of her ass, holding her in place as he started bucking up into her faster, harder, until the bed shook beneath them.
Everything else, every thought, every voice, faded. Even if only for a moment.
Chapter 28
Natalie's hand didn't stop.
The moment she sent the photo, something inside her shifted. There was no hesitation anymore, the need was immediate and overwhelming. The idea of Matt seeing her like that for the first time, skin flushed, shirt lifted, thighs parted, sent a sharp thrill through her body.
She hadn't intended to go this far with him tonight. But the wine was warm in her limbs, the sounds from down the hall were getting louder, and her body had already crossed that line.
Her hand was still teasing herself, pressing against the damp cotton of her panties, and her breath catching at the contact. The friction sparked something sharp and urgent inside her. It wasn't enough.
Her hands moved under the hem of her shirt, hooked the waistband, and tugged her panties down. The motion was a little slow, not quite believing she was doing it. She pushed them past her feet and let them drop to the floor beside the bed, then leaned back into the pillows, legs easing apart again.
Now there was nothing in the way, allowing her fingers to find their target more easily this time. She was slick, throbbing, and already aching for more. She moaned under her breath as she circled her clit, hips lifting into the motion, the wet sounds from the other room syncing with her own.
Aiden's bed was creaking steadily. The girl's moans were getting higher, faster. And then she heard something new.
"Give it to me, daddy. Make me take it all."
The line jolted her, seemingly coming out of nowhere. Natalie froze, her heart kicking hard against her ribs. The girl went there, clear as anything. No buildup that Natalie had heard. Just confirmation she could take him all, then right to calling him daddy. It made everything inside Natalie clench.
God. He was really in what had been her guestroom, having a good night, fucking that girl. Right now.
Her phone buzzed. She jumped slightly from being pulled out of the moment.
Jesus. You're so fucking hot.
Matt.
Her chest rose and fell in shallow, quick bursts. One photo, that's all she'd sent. But now he'd seen it and he knew exactly what kind of state she was in and he clearly liked it.
Another message came in just as her hand slipped lower again.
Are you touching yourself right now?
She didn't answer. Her fingers were soaked, her thighs trembling, the tension winding tighter with every stroke.
Matt was looking at her picture. Aiden was in the next room. The girl was still moaning daddy through the wall, louder now, more frequently, completely lost in her own moment.
And Natalie was alone in the dark chasing something she couldn't stop. The pressure surged through her, causing the muscles to tense. Her body arched and then she came. It was hard, fast, and silent with her mouth open in a silent whimper. Her legs locked around her own hand as the orgasm crashed through her in waves.
She dropped back into the bed, spent and flushed, hearing her pulse thrumming in her ears. Every inch of her skin seemed like it was humming.
But through the wall, the sounds hadn't stopped. If anything, they were only getting louder. And her hand hadn't stopped either, only eased up.
Aiden's grip tightened on her hips, but instead of pulling her down again, he stilled her.
Kim blinked, breathless, still trying to move against him, until he lifted her, just like that. No warning, no strain. His hands slid to her ribs, and he picked her up as if she weighed nothing, guiding her off him with smooth control.
"Wait, what are you..." she started, voice thin, confused and flushed.
But he was already moving, setting her gently on the mattress beside him, then standing at the edge of the bed.
He was hard, and glistening. He stroked himself once, in a slow deliberate motion, keeping his eyes on her as he took her in.
"Come here," he said. "And turn around. I wanna fuck you from behind."
That did it for her. Kim hesitated for only a second, a wide smile crossing her face, then crawled toward him on hands and knees. Her ponytail starting to come loose, strands clinging to her flushed, sweaty face, the other still perched haphazardly on top of her head.
She reached him, leaned forward, and gave him a few quick sucks. It was messy, greedy, and more of a tease than anything. Then, without waiting for further direction, she turned, dropped to her elbows, and arched her back, offering herself completely.
Her legs parted enough to adjust the height to line up with him, and also show him everything. The light was just enough to see her puffy lips, with just a hint of the inner lips visible, glistening and open. She tilted her hips back with a shameless wiggle.
"Well?" she said, voice low and daring. "Don't leave me waiting." Then, with a playful little lilt, she added in that same high, cartoonish voice she'd used earlier, right out of some over-the-top anime girl fantasy, "Are you gonna spank me now, daddy?"
Aiden huffed a half-laugh through his nose. "Jesus," he muttered, but it didn't stop him.
He landed a sharp smack to her right cheek, seeing how much of it his hand covered. She gasped, arching with it, the sting pulling a moan from her lips.
"There it is," she breathed, voice hitching as he stepped in closer behind her, lining himself up, and then thrusting deep. There was no warm up, or easing back in.
She cried out, her body tensing around him as he filled her. The angle made everything tighter, every inch harder to take, with him now in more control, but she took it anyway, rocking back into him with a groan.
"Fuck, baby," Aiden growled, his hands gripping her hips. "You feel so damn good like this."
She whimpered, bracing her arms against the bed and her fists clenching the blanket to help hold herself in place against his thrusts. "Yes, daddy. Just like that. Don't stop."
He gave her another smack, this time to her left cheek, watching the ripple shoot across her small, but cute ass as she flinched and pushed back harder.
"You like that, honey?" he asked, his voice low, rough in her ear as he leaned over her back. "You like getting fucked and spanked like a bad little girl?"
"Yes," she moaned, breathless. "Please--more."
He obliged. Alternating cheeks now with sharp slaps between thrusts. She flinched, moaned, gasped with every impact, tightening around him each time. His thrusts stayed steady, deep, and possessive. Her small frame rocked beneath him, every part of her responding. Her cheeks a deepening shade of pink.
"That's it," he panted. "Take it for me, baby. You like that?"
Her voice turned wild, and desperate, the bratty edge from earlier gone and replaced by something more raw.
"I'm yours, daddy," she gasped. "Use me, fuck me harder, please."
His thumb trailed lower, moving from where it had settled at the small of her back. Now it was sliding into the cleft between her cheeks, slipping lower until it found her rosebud. He pressed there gently, holding firm as he drove into her again.
She whimpered, her whole body shaking. "Noooo! N-not there," she said breathily, that same higher pitched voice coming back. "Nobody's ever touched me there, daddy..."
But there was no sincerity in it. No real hesitation.
If anything, it was a line, a performance, delivered with wide-eyed faux-innocence as she looked over her shoulder, and rocked her hips back harder against him. Clearly craving every inch, every press of his thumb where she pretended not to want it.
"You've never been touched here, huh?" Aiden murmured, thumb circling it now, slick with the fluids he'd gathered from around his plunging cock. "I bet you'll like it, baby. I'll go slow. You'll be a good girl for me, won't you?"
Kim moaned, her face buried in the sheets, ass arching shamelessly into his hand even as she gave a half-hearted protest.
"N-no, don't," she said, all breath and whimper, but there was still no resistance in her voice. Just that same bratty pout making its way back into her voice. "I've never... not there..."
Aiden grinned, eyes locked on the way she was opening for him, her body betraying every word.
"Never?" he repeated, and at that exact moment, he pushed.
His thumb sank in slowly, just the tip breaching her tightest spot.
Kim gasped, her whole-body jolting. A broken sound escaped her lips, a desperate moan as she rocked back hard against him, greedy for more even as her breath came fast and ragged.
"I--I don't know," she stammered, her voice trembling. "I shouldn't like it..."
"But you do," he growled, fucking into her deeper now, each thrust pushing her forward as his thumb held steady, locked inside her.
She whimpered, her voice fraying. "No more... please, I can't take any more."
"Shhh," Aiden murmured. "You're doing perfect."
Her ass trembled beneath his grip, stretched around both cock and thumb, and still, she kept pushing back.
Chapter 29
And in the next room, Natalie heard everything.
Natalie lay still for a long moment, her hand stilling to allow the aftershocks of her orgasm to fade into the soft thrum of her pulse. Her body was flushed and damp, her breath slowly settling. But the desire, or her bodies need, hadn't left.
Because the sounds hadn't stopped. She could still hear them. A slap of skin, breathy gasps, the girl's high, theatrical cries of pleasure. And Aiden's voice, low and rough, trying to maintain control.
Her phone buzzed against the sheets.
Still with me?
Matt again.
She blinked, eyes hazy, and tapped out a reply before she could question it.
Not done yet.
She hit send. She didn't think about what she was writing. Just typed and sent it. There was no context other than the picture she'd sent and now she wondered what he was thinking. Her lip caught between her teeth.
Then, through the wall came Aiden's voice again. "And turn around."
Natalie's breath stuttered as the heat flared under her skin, fresh and insistent. She didn't think, as she started to move again.
Pushing herself up slowly, she sat at the edge of the bed, heart already racing again. The room was quiet except for the soft echo of the bed next door and her own shallow breaths.
Still not satisfied, she reached into the nightstand drawer and pulled out the most recent toy she'd used. It was slim, curved, and familiar in her hand. But as she wrapped her fingers around its small size, she hesitated. Her gaze drifted toward the dresser.
The other one. Longer. Thicker. Heavier. The one she hadn't touched since that night with Lisa.
She bit her lip, hesitated, then quietly set the first toy aside. Getting up and crossing the room, she went to where her other toys were tucked away. Her hand closed around the bigger one, and something in her chest fluttered as she considered its size and the words from the petite blonde. She could hear the way the girl cried out from the other room. The way Aiden's bed slammed into the wall.
He wasn't average. She was sure of that now.
Moving back to the bed, she crawled up onto it, and got onto her knees, then lowered herself forward over the mattress. Her chest pressed into the sheets, feet hanging just off the edge, same as she imagined the other girl was based on what she could hear. Face down, cheek to the comforter, she closed her eyes and positioned herself, knees spread, ass lifted, just like the girl next door.
One hand cupped her breast, squeezing gently. The other brought the toy between her thighs, the tip brushing over slick, sensitive skin before she angled it and began to ease it in.
She gasped at the stretch, wider, deeper than her fingers provided before. Her hips rocked slightly, adjusting as her body accepted the fullness.
And then she heard a sharp, unmistakable smack. Her breath hitched. Another, harder. Followed by a loud, needy moan from the girl and more words, Natalie couldn't make out through her foggy brain. Her heart was pounding in her ears.
Natalie's thighs tensed, her back arching as she pressed the toy deeper, the sounds from the other room alone were enough to send a pulse between her legs. Her mind filled in the rest--Aiden's hand, her skin pink and hot beneath his palm, her gasps as he praised her and did it again.
The rhythm from Aiden's room became her rhythm now. Low, deep thrusts accompanying wet sounds. The sound of skin on skin, she couldn't mimic. Moans rising. And of course, the spanking. Firm and rhythmic.
She moaned into the sheets, letting her body move in time with theirs. Her hand worked the toy deeper, her other squeezing her breast harder now.
And this time, she didn't try to be quiet.
Kim's messy little ponytail had come undone now, her hair sticking to her neck and shoulders in damp strands. There was nothing playful left in her voice, no whines or theatrics. Just broken, breathless gasps as her body rocked with his, open and wrecked beneath him.
Aiden slid his thumb free from her, and she whimpered at the loss. Before she could even catch her breath, his hands were in her hair, grabbing the loose, sweat-damp strands falling around her shoulders. He wrapped them around both fists and pulled, raising her chest a little higher.
Kim cried out, the pull on her scalp was unexpected. It wasn't exactly pleasant, but that just fueled her. Legs trembling as he drove harder, dragging her body to meet every thrust. Her hands were pressing into the mattress to support her weight as he lifted her by the hair.
There was no resistance now. No pretense. She was lost in the moment, moaning, wild, and chasing every inch of him. Her words were reduced to helpless sounds that barely resembled language.
Aiden grunted, his breath coming in bursts. His grip in her hair tightened. He was close as her body was tightening around him again. He could feel her hot, slick cunt pulling at him, with her slightly bony ass slapping against his hips as he slammed into her.
Then, just for a second, he thought he heard something. Just barely, a sound from outside the room. I was faint and muffled, but he was pretty sure it was a moan. And it wasn't Kim.
His brain barely processed it, but the effect was immediate. It hit him like a spark setting off a chain reaction, snapping his last thread of control.
He groaned, his jaw clenched tight, and slammed into her one last time, burying himself deep as his whole body locked up. He came hard, the orgasm tearing through him as he filled the condom, his fingers fisted tight in her hair, keeping her ass pulled flush to him.
Kim gasped at the pressure, her eyes fluttering as she reached between her legs with one shaking hand, steadying herself with the other. She rubbed herself fast and frantic, and came seconds later, arching beneath him. Her thighs were flexing to the point near cramping from their wide stance and the pleasure coursing through her. Her body twitching around him as she cried out into the room.
They stayed pressed together for a moment, both of them panting and sweating, her body trembling in his grip as his began to finally relax. He let her hair go gently, the strands slipping through his fingers.
But that sound, with no proof of what it was, lingered at the edge of his mind. Was it possible he imagined it?
Chapter 30
Natalie didn't slow.
The sounds through the wall had shifted to something rougher now. The girl crying out, voice wrecked and unfiltered. Aiden growling low, through each audible thrust, each movement punctuated with the sound of flesh meeting flesh.
She was already close again, still sensitive from before. The large dildo pushed her there fast with her body already on edge, and the nerves already primed. But it wasn't just the toy, it was what she'd been hearing.
Something about the way the girl moaned. The tone in Aiden's voice. And the steady smack that could only be one thing. He had been spanking her. Then that was replaced as by her meek protests of what could only be him sticking something in her butt. One of Natalie's own newly discovered pleasures.
Natalie's breath quickened, as her body was tightening. And before she could talk herself out of it, her free hand reached back, as her fingers traveled down the cleft of her own backside. She hesitated only a second, then pushed, one finger pressing past the resistance of the tight ring. The pressure a counterpoint to the fullness already inside her.
She gasped. The sensation was sharp, overwhelming her. Feeling it all at once, the toy, her own hand partially cupping her cheek as one of her fingers, then two, felt the pulse of it all through that thin, sensitive barrier. The toy sliding in and out, the individual channels clenching in response to the probes penetrating them.
It sent a jolt through her spine. And her mind fractured. The sound of Aiden's voice, the girl moaning, Matt still waiting for her to get back to him, with only one picture between them. If he could see her now, on her knees, face down, her body spread and working both hands as she chased another high... what would he say if he knew how dirty she could be as she sought her own limits?
The thought tipped her over the edge.
Her climax hit fast and hard, a cry escaping her before she could stop it. This time it wasn't muffled. Her cheek pressed into the mattress as the orgasm tore through her in tight, clenching waves. Her hips rocked forward once, then again, her body fluttering around the toy, her breath coming fast and unsteady. The arching of her back, hunching her hips in reflex, involuntarily causing her fingers to slip out of her back passage. Her hand clutched at her cheek in response as she gripped herself.
She stayed like that for a moment, gasping, pulsing, caught in the afterglow, when she heard it through the wall, Aiden's voice, rough and ragged. A grunt, a broken breath, the slap of skin slamming home one final time. Then the girl's moan, louder than anything before, helpless and high and unmistakably real.
It washed over her, thick with heat, like her own climax reflected back at her from the other side of the door.
Natalie shuddered, her body still twitching as the sound lingered in her ears. Slowly, she slid her hand away to support herself better, then withdrew the toy. Its length was wet, shining with the evidence of everything she'd felt on it.
She lay there, chest heaving, collecting herself.
Then she picked up her phone. Once more, no context, just the image.
She framed the toy, still glistening and laying discarded on the comforter, and snapped a photo - clearly in focus, utterly unambiguous.
She hit send.
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The knock came softly.
Erik Holloway glanced up from his desk, already knowing who it would be. Ms. Atwell, one of the admin assistants, stood just inside the office door with a clipboard tucked against her chest and a curious look she didn't bother hiding.
"She's here," she said lightly, then stepped aside.
Mia walked in with the calm assurance of someone who didn't get called into unexpected meetings. Her uniform of a pleated black and blue skirt just above her knees, and a crisp blouse, resting neatly over her slender frame, was all in perfect order. Auburn bangs framed her face neatly, and her glasses sat low on her nose, having slipped down. A common occurrence she was used to from so many years with her nose buried in books. She didn't smile, but there was a trace of amusement in her eyes.
"Ms Delaney," Erik said, standing as she entered. He gestured toward the seat opposite his desk. "Thanks for coming."
"I didn't realize I had a choice," she replied, settling into the chair.
Ms. Atwell lingered a moment too long at the threshold, glancing between them. It wasn't until Erik turned and gave her a look as though asking why she were still there, that she turned and left.
He waited a few seconds before moving to gently to close the door behind her. This wasn't a hallway conversation. He returned to his chair, keeping a measured expression.
"I know I don't usually close the door when we meet," he said, watching her expression. "But given the nature of what we need to discuss today, rumors, questions about your reputation, I thought it was only fair to offer you a bit of privacy."
She tilted her head. "Rumors? Reputation? The usual character assassination from other valedictorian candidates?"
He didn't smile. "Mia, you've always been one of the strongest students here. Debate team, drama, top of your class. You know I'm not here to police your life. But when there are repeated concerns about behavior-"
"Behavior," she repeated questioningly, as if tasting the word.
"Well... yes, behavior that's being gossiped about," he said uncomfortable with the topic at hand. "And about how that behavior reflects on you, and by extension, the school," he continued, "I have to step in. Especially with who your father is."
Her lips twitched. "There it is."
He leaned forward slightly, lowering his voice. "You know I'm required to report certain things to him. If I believe there's something going on that could compromise your academic standing or the school's reputation... I have an obligation to you, and to him."
"Yeah, you'd tell him," she said dismissively. "Right."
Erik hesitated. "Have you talked to your father recently?"
"Last night," she said breezily. "He was reviewing scholarship applications and griping about an applicants' grammar. Why?"
"Because if even half of what I've been hearing is true, he'd be... mortified."
She stared at him, deadpan, looking right into his eyes, letting the words hang. Her eyebrows raised. After a moment, she gave the slightest shake of her head and a tiny shrug, as though she were waiting for something more.
Realizing he was waiting for her to say something, she crossed one leg over the other, looking at a picture of his children on his desk. "You know," she said lightly, "you talk a lot about reputations for someone who has one of his own."
His brow tightened. "Excuse me?"
"Oh, come on, Mr. Holloway. You think students don't talk? This is a boarding school. The place practically runs on rumors." She smiled smugly. "And from what I've heard, I'm not the only one who's been getting... attention."
His jaw tensed. "We're not here to talk about me."
"No," she said, voice still playful, "you're here to lecture me about my choices. But maybe you should spend a little more time thinking about yours."
"Mia-"
She ignored him, tilting her head in mock curiosity. "The version I heard is that you've been sending naughty little pics of your... winky" she dragged the last word out with exaggerated sweetness, "to one of the girls here. That doesn't sound very professional, does it? Sounds to me like you've been taking advantage of the students you're supposed to be helping."
His mouth opened slightly, but nothing came out at first. Then his expression hardened.
"Be careful, Mia," he said, his tone tightening. "Allegations like that can ruin people's lives. Even hinting at something like that... it's not just inappropriate, it's dangerous."
She didn't flinch. "I'm not making allegations," she said with a shrug. "Just saying what's already making the rounds."
His brow furrowed. "What's making the rounds, exactly?"
"You really don't know?" She leaned back, giving him an almost pitying look, bouncing her top leg. "There's a photo going around. Kind of... revealing. Word is it came from your number."
He exhaled sharply. "If something like that is being passed around, then it's doctored. Or just being passed off as me. Either way, it's not what you think."
She smiled. "Of course it's not. It never is, is it?"
"This isn't a game, Mia," he continued, his expression becoming sterner as he looked at her. "You may be eighteen, but you're still a student and your father's my supervisor. I don't know what you think you're doing right now, but you're on thin ice."
She tilted her head at him, amused. "You sound nervous."
"I sound serious," he replied. "You're deflecting. This conversation is about your conduct, not mine."
"But that's the thing, Mr. Holloway," she said, leaning forward just enough to cut the space between them in half. "I don't think you're in any position to judge mine."
"You're making assumptions based on gossip." He kept his voice even, but his posture had stiffened. "That's not like you."
"Isn't it?" She smiled; lips pressed together like she was holding back a laugh. "Feels like everyone's always assuming things about me. Sweet little Mia. Model student. Drama nerd. Dean's daughter." Her eyes drifted toward the edge of the desk, then back to him. "But we both know people aren't always what they seem."
"I have no idea what you're trying to accomplish here," he said, sitting back slightly.
"That's okay," she said calmly. "You will."
Then, with an almost theatrical calm, she reached into her bag, and pulled out her phone. She tapped at the screen, casually thumbing through screens and apps, scrolling slowly. Her mouth curled with a big grin, for a moment before giving way to a look resembling appreciation. She tilted her head, studying whatever she'd found.
Then she turned the phone toward him.
"You know," she said, as if offering an honest compliment, "it's nicer than I would've given you credit for."
Erik's eyes snapped to the screen. His body went rigid.
The image wasn't subtle. A hand, wrapped around a hard cock - full, the head almost purple it was so swollen, unmistakably aroused.
"That's not me." He stood halfway from his chair, voice sharper now. "You're way out of line, Mia. You shouldn't even have a picture like that on your phone, much less be showing it to your high school guidance counselor."
She turned the phone back toward herself, letting her eyes linger on the image. She licked her upper lip slowly, then caught the bottom one gently between her teeth, gaze drifting toward his hand on the desk.
"So it's just a coincidence," she said, "that the guy in the picture Amelia sent me, has the exact same scar... right here."
She turned the phone back to him and nodded toward his hand, her tone soft, almost curious, like she was still deciding whether to play dumb or press the advantage. His fingers curled instinctively, but the damage was done. The mark was obvious and they both knew it, causing him to sink back down into his chair.
"Funny how small the world is," she said, tapping the edge of the phone with her nail. "One little scar, and suddenly everything feels a lot less hypothetical."
She stood, then slowly, like she had all the time in the world, stepped around the side of his desk. Leaning into the edge of the desk and bracing herself with a delicate looking hand. She looked at his, with the scar again.
"I wonder," she said, eyes moving to his groin, "if there's any other identifying marks we'd find if we were to take a peek around."
"Mia." His voice held warning now, but it also had a bit of a waiver to it, making it sound a touch less threatening. "This stops here. I'm not going to-"
"You're not going to what?" She cut him off, and looked up at him, feigning innocence. "Take advantage of a student? Be unprofessional?" Her mouth curved. "Little late for that, don't you think?"
"You don't actually know that that's me. I haven't touched anyone," he said, backing his chair up slightly, so he could turn it as she stood at the side of his desk. "I haven't done anything."
"You've thought about it, though." Her voice dropped to something almost intimate. "I've seen it. The way your eyes linger. The little hesitations when I sit too close. You think you're subtle, but you're not."
He shook his head, jaw clenched. "You're reading into things that aren't there."
"No," she said, stepping in close now, taking advantage of the room he created when he moved his chair to turn towards her. Close enough for her skirt to brush his knee. "You forget how good I am at paying attention. I don't have the GPA I do because I'm some kinda fucking idiot, that isn't aware of what's going on around me. The way that you and half my teachers look at me and my big doe eyes," she finished making an exaggerated pouty look and batting her eye lashes.
He didn't answer, but his jaw moved as though he were chewing at the inside of his cheek now.
"You act like this is some big shock," she went on, turning halfway and sliding herself up onto the edge of his desk. "Like you haven't looked. It's okay to admit it. You wouldn't be the first faculty member who has. Hell, even a few minutes ago, the janitor just happened to drop his mop, so he had to bend down, right next to my cute little butt, to get it, while I was standing in the waiting area, right outside here."
She crossed one leg over the other towards him as she sat on the edge of his desk, the movement deliberate, as it caused the hem of her skirt to inch higher over her thigh. Her fingers toyed loosely with the edge.
"I've even caught a woman or two blushing when their eyes wandered a little too long," she added, giving a small, knowing smile. "It's not that secret. I know what people fantasize about, when they look at the smart girl. The one with the pristine reputation that makes her seem like she thinks she's above everyone else."
"Mia," he said, voice tight. "You need to stop this."
"Why?" She tilted her head. "Because you can't honestly deny that you look at me? That you don't think about the same things as everyone else around here that knows me?"
He stood then, pushing back from his chair, but standing his ground in an attempt to regain control of the conversation.
"This isn't you," he said. "Whatever this is, this... game you're playing at, or I don't know... You don't really want to do this."
"I'm not a little girl," she said, eyes locking with his. "And if you're not that guy in the picture, then what are you getting so worked up about?"
He stared at her.
"Prove it," she said, a challenge in her voice now. "Pull it out. Show me it's not the same one."
His expression cracked for a second in surprise and disbelief.
"Mia-"
"You're already in the deep end, Mr. Holloway." Placing her hands on the edge of the desk underneath her, she leaned forward, her body tilted toward him. "So, either you're him... or you're not. One of those options means I owe you an apology. The other means I was right, and you have no place lecturing me on reputations and what's proper behavior."
"I-" he started, but she cut him off before he could find his footing.
"Or," she said, her voice calm and easy, "you can refuse. And I'll just show the picture to my dad."
He blinked, his breath caught mid-syllable, the rebuttal he was trying to find just coming out as a strangled sound.
She shrugged lightly, glancing back at her phone that had been abandoned on the desk in front of the now empty chair she'd previously sat in.
"I know you're feeling a little stressed right now, but you can still remember him, right? You know, your boss, the Dean of Students? Pretty sure he'd love to have a sit-down of his own about this with you. Maybe you could prove it's not you to him."
"I-" he started, but she cut him off again, using a more matter-of-fact tone.
"You can try to talk your way out of this, Erk," she said, now using his first name and lifting her eyes to meet his, "but by now, you've got to know how this looks. If I were anyone else, you'd already be done."
His lips parted, but she still didn't give him a chance to speak.
"But that's the problem, isn't it?" she added, her voice almost thoughtful. "You're not worried about how it looks, or whether it's true. You're worried that no one would care either way."
He stared at her, flustered. The tension around his eyes deepened as she sat there on his desk, calm as ever, legs crossed, fingernails idly tapping at the underside of the desk where her fingers still curled around the edge.
"You say it's not you?" she asked, tilting her head. "Then show me. If you're so worried about what even the implication of a rumor would do to your career here, hell anywhere, with the way something like this follows you, then let me see it, and if I'm wrong, I still owe you that apology."
"Mia - Jesus." He took a step back, hand running through his hair, color rising to his face. "You don't know what you're saying. Anything about this would ruin my life. This is insane," he muttered. "You can't be serious."
"Oh, I'm dead serious," she said, legs swinging idly now where she sat. "All you have to do is prove me wrong."
He looked at her, really looked at her. Her expression didn't waver. She wasn't bluffing. Or if she was, she was doing a terrifyingly good job of it.
"You don't have to do anything," she added softly, eyes meeting his. "But if you don't... we both know what happens next."
She let the words hang as she glanced to the side. Her gaze landed on the small silver frame at the corner of his desk holding a photo of him and his two kids. It looked like it was taken on what looked like a beach trip. They all looked happy, wearing matching hats, and making funny faces for the camera.
She reached for it, turning the frame toward her and studying it for a moment, like she was trying to guess their ages. She didn't smile, or comment on what she observed. Just traced the edge of the frame with her index finger.
"What do you think happens if you lose your job over this?" she asked finally, voice soft and genuinely curious, looking at the joy in the photo. "Do you just... move? Find work somewhere else...? Do you think you'd be able to? Probably going to have to switch careers, huh? I hope you've already paid off that psychology degree of yours, 'cause times could get tough."
She didn't look at him when she said it. Just kept her eyes on the picture, the weight of the moment resting on how he would respond.
When she set the frame back down, she turned her head back up to him, waiting.
His jaw was tight, and his breath appeared to be coming in shallow gulps. For a moment, he didn't speak as he looked at her with would could only be described as honest fear of her. Then, quietly, almost under his breath, broke.
"Okay," he said
She raised an eyebrow, but said nothing.
"Yes," he continued, his voice barely above a whisper. "It's me. I sent it. You're right, and you obviously already know that."
Her eyes were still staring into his soul from over the top of her glasses.
"You got what you wanted, alright? Isn't that enough?" He adjusted his tie trying to find his ability to swallow.
She didn't move.
"What do you want from me, Mia?" he asked, his voice cracking just slightly as he finally looked at her in desperation from her lack of any responses.
"I already told you what I want," she said calmly, her eyes still fixed on him over the top of her glasses. "You just keep choosing to live in denial."
He shook his head faintly, as if trying to clear it, but didn't speak.
"I want you to show me," she said, voice softer now that he was starting to capitulate, patient, almost like she was explaining something to someone slow to catch on. "I want to see it. Or I go to my dad."
He stared at her, eyes wide, as his hand went to his tie again, loosening it now, as if the room had suddenly gotten too warm. He looked down, then up, but still frozen in place.
"I'm not asking again." She tilted her head slightly, watching him.
He swallowed hard, his hand still clutching the loosened tie at his neck. Then, slowly, as if almost mechanical, he moved.
She broke eye contact so she could follow as they reached lower, until his hands and her eyes both came to stop at his groin.
A slow, salacious smile spread across her lips as she watched him hesitate. She didn't say anything, just caught her bottom lip gently between her teeth, a soft "Mmm" escaping as the tension crackled between them like a live wire.
He paused, frozen there, waiting, maybe hoping she'd say something, do something, to stop this. But she didn't.
Instead, she uncrossed her legs with a fluid ease, leaving them parted just enough to leave room for her hands. Her fingers drifted idly to the inside of her thigh, just above the knee, scratching lightly at the skin as though she wasn't even aware she was doing it.
Her eyes never left the place where his hand still hovered.
"Well?" she asked, her voice coming out breathy now, giving away her own excitement. "Are you going to keep making me wait, or have you just changed your mind?"
His breath shuddered as he looked down, his hand finally moving again. With stiff, reluctant fingers, he grabbed the little tab and lowered the fly. Gravity did the rest as his slacks loosened, parting just enough to give her a peek.
There was no fabric beneath.
For the briefest moment, she caught a glimpse of dark pubic hair, coarse and unexpected. Her brows lifted subtly with curiosity, as if this little detail of him going sans underwear intrigued her more than anything else.
Then it was gone. His hand blocking her view as reached inside, fingers fumbling for a second before he drew himself free.
He wasn't fully hard, just heavy, half-awake, the kind of slow rise that suggested the tension of the situation was inhibiting his desire. It hung forward from his hand, the soft weight of it swinging slightly in the still air before he let go and let it rest, exposed.



His arms dropped uselessly to his sides, uncertain, caught somewhere between shame and surrender.
"That's not how it looked in the picture," she said, tilting her head slightly. Her tone wasn't angry, just faintly disappointed, like he hadn't lived up to a standard he never agreed to. "How am I supposed to compare if it looks like... this?"
He flinched, hands twitching at his sides.
"I can't just-" he started, then exhaled sharply, face flushed. "You have to understand how... uncomfortable this is. I'm not a machine, Mia. I can't make it happen just because you want it to."
"Hmm," she murmured, eyes drifting down again. "That's a shame."
She began to idly swing her legs, the soft swish of her feet drawing his eyes whether he wanted to look or not. Her knee-high stockings shifted with each swing, white, with little frilled tops that hugged just above the curve of her calves, innocent by design, yet anything but in effect.
"Maybe," she started, with a hint of a smile in her voice, "I could help."
Her fingers, still resting on the inside of her thighs, began to slowly drag upward with purpose, gathering the fabric of her black and blue checkered skirt as they moved. Inch by inch, the hem lifted, until it came to rest high on her thighs, just barely preserving mystery. The fabric stopped right at the point where it blocked his view of what kind of panties she might be wearing.
Then, without a word, she brought one hand to her blouse, fingers slipping over the first button. She never took her eyes off his penis, watching closely for any sign of a reaction. One button undone. Then another. Her skin peeked through the open collar, warm and soft, the edge of her bra just barely visible now.
Her eyes found his again.
"Still uncomfortable?" she asked, her fingers lingering at the open edge of her blouse.
His eyes lifted with uncertainty as he finally began to take in her look today.
Her auburn hair was pulled high into a wavy ponytail, but it didn't tame her. Loose strands framed her face in soft curves, brushing her cheeks, separated by the blunt cut of her bangs drawing even more attention to her eyes. Those sharp, impossibly big eyes that had looked so much softer on the days she wore contacts, when nothing came between her and whoever she was looking at. Stunning, then, but dangerous, now as they stared at him.
She smiled faintly, and his gaze dipped lower.
Her legs were long, too long for someone only 5'6", he might've once thought. Slender, perfectly balanced for her build, their lines framed by the white knee-high stockings hugging her calves. A girlish touch with the delicate frills.
She undid another button, catching his attention as his focus jumped back to her fingers now. Then another. The blouse parted further, revealing the center band of her white bra, fitted neatly across her ribs. As she worked her way down, her hands paused just above the waistband of her skirt. Then, with a slow drift of her hands, she pulled, parting the blouse fully, letting the soft upper swells of her B-cup breasts come into view.
His penis finally twitched. Still half-hard, still heavy and somewhat unresponsive, but not entirely without hope, it would seem.
His breathing was deeper now. He swallowed and licked his lips, still unsure what to do with his hands, with his eyes, with the tension building at the base of his spine. He tried to look away. Look at the pictures on his desk. What mattered in his life.
"Look at me," she said, voice low but certain. "It's okay."
He did.
"Like I told you," she continued, "I know you've looked before. I never stopped you. I never told you not to. Not once."
She let the blouse hang open, her chest rising and falling with a slow, even rhythm, giving him time to take it all in.
"I liked it," she added, her voice playful now. "Still do. But looking at Mr. Winky, I'm not sure if he likes me..." she pouted slightly, her full lips drawing into a gentle curve as a touch of sadness slipped into her tone.
It was in her eyes more than anything. Those deep, expressive eyes that had always undone him when she wasn't hiding behind her glasses. He'd seen that look before. In class. In the hallway. In sessions. But never like this. He used to admire them in their sessions, and they way they carried the note of disappointment now, hit him harder than it should've considering the situation.
"I-" he tried, but the sound barely cleared his throat.
She leaned forward, still seated on the desk, her legs moving to part further. The open blouse now framing a bit of cleavage as she moved, the fabric falling away to either side of her ribcage. Her skirt remained bunched high, held in place by the gentle tension of her thighs.
"I get it," she said, softer now. "You're nervous. I'm sure something like this is all... new for you."
Her hand reached out, steady as ever, and wrapped around him.
He gasped quietly, more startled than anything else at the unexpected contact, but didn't move. Her fingers closed around the base of his member, soft and deliberate. She began to tug, with a fluid coaxing of him.
"There we go," she murmured, eyes on her hand. "The faster you get hard, the sooner this'll all be over."
He exhaled shakily through a slack mouth, but he didn't speak.
"I just want to see it, just like it was in the picture," she said, still in that soft tone that straddled comfort and command. "Only, up close and personal... knowing it's just for me."
She looked up at him then, meeting his eyes again, her expression calm. Confident in the fact he wouldn't rebuff her at this point.
His response came in the form of his eyes closing. His head lulling back slightly, and his mouth falling open, a low sound escaping from somewhere deep in his chest.
"Mia..."
"Mmm." She sighed, and her grip never faltering. "I love hearing the name Mia come out of your mouth?"
His only reply was a short, strained breath as she felt him begin to stiffen. It was slow at first, then with gathering momentum. The weight in her hand grew heavier, firmer. It thickened against her palm, pushing out beyond the fingers wrapped around it.
She let out a quiet hum of approval, unable to stop the spread of a smile at watching as his body responded under her touch.
Then, without missing a beat, she brought her free hand to the open fly of his pants. Her fingers slipped inside carefully, curling around the warmth she found there. The zipper scratched against him as she drew him out completely, his testicles following in her gentle grip.
He twitched, a brief, involuntary flinch at the sharp scratch of the zipper, but he didn't protest. He was too caught in the moment, too wrapped in the feel of her hand, the growing pressure, the sound of her breath just an arm's length away.
Without a word, she began to move, wiggling further back onto his desk. Her hands remained steady as her butt slid across the surface, her skirt pulling beneath her. Her knees bumped the edge of the desk, nudging against a wire bin of folders that rattled and tipped, spilling a few loose papers. A small metal file tray slid out of the way with a dull scrape as she made space for herself, claiming the desk fully now, making it clear the desk was hers to use as she saw fit.
Once she was settled, legs parted, balance secure, she tightened her grip around him.
Then she pulled. It wasn't rough, but firm, intentional, a silent demand for him to come closer. He shuffled forward, the drag of his shoes awkward across the linoleum. When he glanced down, uncertain of what she was doing, he saw her looking up at him with absolute clarity.
There was no hesitation in her eyes. No softness left in her posture. Just that same look of purpose when she first started to come around his desk. And then she leaned forward.
Her breath hit him first, warm and shallow, and a moment later, so did her mouth. He shuddered the moment she took him in, his thighs tense, his breath coming out in a groan just above her.
She worked him with her mouth and hand. Her lips tight around the length of him. She could feel the last hints of softness fading away. The gradual swell and rise of him as her tongue pressed and moved. Every shift of her lips was met with a slight throb in return, his body surrendering inch by inch to the inevitable.
By the time she eased back, letting him slip free, there was no doubt left. He was, fully erect, firm in her hand.
"There he is," she murmured to herself more than to him, her voice thick with satisfaction. "That's what I was looking for."
She lifted him again, stroking slowly, and letting her fingers glide over the length with idle curiosity. Her grip tightened as she felt the shape of him in her hand, tracing his shaft with her nails as though she was studying another school assignment.
"Who knew you were hiding such a big dick like this under those bland-ass old man slacks," she said with a quiet, amused breath.
His groaned at her words.
She didn't look up, just kept her eyes on him. Or rather, on his dick. She turned her wrist slightly, watching the way the tip moved, watching the way he twitched under her touch. Her thumb swept through the saliva left behind by her mouth, rubbing it gently along the ridge of his crown, until it pressed into the area where the dip at the bottom of his head, met his shaft. She teased the sensitive skin at his frenulum, clearly knowing what she was doing.
He stood still, hands on his hips now, watching her with a look that sat somewhere between awe and disbelief. He knew he wasn't huge. High side of average, definitely, but hearing her talk about it like it was something more, like she was genuinely impressed, or almost reverent whether she believed it or not, was doing just as much for him as watching the act itself.
And her voice... those words coming out of her mouth, felt disorienting. The girl he was supposed to be helping guide into the next phase of her life - the one he'd known had always been intelligent, composed, articulate, the epitome of the model student. But this version of her, this Mia, was raw and unfiltered.
Now that he'd heard her say "dick" like that, half-teasing and half-proud, he couldn't unhear it. The rumors hadn't just been idle talk. They truth was sitting in front of him, stroking him slowly, having coerced him into this moment with calm words, a sharp mind, and an unsettling amount of control.
And God help him, it was driving him insane.
Then, just as slowly, she let go of him to find his hand. Guiding it down to where hers had just been.
"Feed it to me," she said, voice low and sure, her breath warm against him.
He obeyed. His fingers wrapped around himself, hesitant at first from the idea of what he was doing, then firmer, any restraint he had leaving him as he watched himself push gently forward, watching her lips open to welcome him. A shiver ran the length of his spine as her tongue stuck out to meet him and guide him in. The wet sensation combined with the lewd visual was coursing through him like a jolt.
She reached up once more to deepen his involvement. Her fingers wrapped around his other hand and lifted it to the back of her head, guiding it into her ponytail. She wrapped the thick length of it around his hand like a handle and pressed his hand forward against her head. Pushing herself further down his shaft.
That was when his head fell back. A low groan escaped him, unrestrained this time, and his mouth hung open as he struggled to process the reality of what was happening. The feel of her, the control she had, the impossible talent of her mouth, and her sheer force of will that had brought him to this point.
And all he could do was hold on.
His head lolled back, jaw slack. "We... we shouldn't be doing this," he murmured, the words barely audible, drifting out more from reflex than conviction. There was no force behind them. No resistance. Only the shallow rise and fall of his chest and the tremble in his voice as her mouth continued its practiced talents.
Mia never slowed. Instead, she reached behind herself with one hand, fumbling blindly along the desk's cluttered surface, careful to not make any noise. Her head kept moving in a steady bobbing motion, lips sealed around him, taking him deeper each time. Her eyes flicked sideways, searching for what she couldn't see. She found papers, a pen she bumped, but grabbed before I could make any noise. And then finally, her fingers found her phone.
She kept her rhythm, glancing out the corner of her eye while thumbing at the screen, working quickly but carefully. The camera app opened with a quiet tap. She adjusted the angle with one hand, tilted it just enough to frame the shot, her lips stretched wide around him, his hips flush with the edge of the desk, clearly his office, his personal items in the background, her eyes squinted as though in effort.
Then, with a sudden drop of her shoulders, she sank the rest of the way.
Her nose pressed against his skin, glasses pushing into him as she forced as much as she could into her mouth. The hand he had wrapped around himself moved out of the way, making room as it now hovered awkwardly as if unsure what to do with it suddenly.
She squeezed her eyes shut as though in discomfort and pressed the button.
The artificial sound of the shutter wasn't loud, but clear enough to cut through the haze of sensation.
His head snapped down instantly, finding her phone in her hand.
"What the fuck - did you just take a picture?" he growled, yanking hard on her hair where it was still wrapped around his fist.
The sudden force made her gasp, her head jerking back as her eyes widened, breath gasping from having taken all of him. Her hand clenched reflexively around the phone, thumb tapping the side just in time to lock the screen before he could see anything.
His chest was heaving, panic creeping into his expression now with flushed, disorientation, the moment spiraling beyond his control.
"Tell me you didn't," he said again, voice rough. "Tell me that's not what I just heard."
She blinked up at him, lips parted, eyes still red and watery from the depth she'd taken him.
What?" she whispered, the sound of her voice was small, confused and wounded. "I - I didn't... I was just trying to breathe."
He stared down at her, the hand still tangled in her ponytail trembling slightly.
"You pushed my head down," she added, softer now. "You forced that big cock all the way into my throat... I was just trying not to gag."
Her grip on the phone didn't loosen, but she smiled faintly, pleased with herself. Entertained by how easily she'd threw him off, knowing what she described is how it would look in the picture. She looked up at him with those glassy, expressive eyes, still wet at the corners after swallowing him, and for a moment, she said nothing at all.
He stood frozen in place, still in shock, his hand slackening where it clutched her ponytail. After a breathless pause, he let it go completely.
She watched him step back, his face blank with conflicted thoughts and pulsing need.
Then, without missing a beat, she leaned back on his desk, her elbows bracing behind her, arching slightly as she adjusted her position. She lifted her feet until she could hook her heels on the edge of the desk with a gentle clack. The movement made her skirt slide up her thighs the rest of the way, bunching around her waist, while the back of it hung just off the edge.
She reached down and tugged at the fabric, eyes following her own fingers as she flattened it against herself so she could see.
Looking down her body, she could see the simple white cotton panties, pulled snug across her hips. It presented the picture perfect clean, soft innocence, that was completely out of alignment with how she as acting.
From where he stood, just a step or two back from the desk, he could see everything. His eyes drifted upward, catching the slightly wild look in her eyes down her body. The signature bite of the left side of her bottom lip under the front tooth. Further still was the soft angle of her blouse still tucked neatly into the waistband of her skirt, but parted wide where her posture leaned back, the fabric stretching and falling open under its own weight. One breast rested demurely beneath the simple white bra, framed by the open blouse. The other was more obscured, partially hidden by the fold of the blouse and the way her arm pressed against it as she reached down to adjust her skirt.
That subtle inward pressure made the flesh swell, pushed up by her arm pressing against it, the outline of her bra tugged tighter over the flesh beneath. The contrast, of that simple, unassuming school uniform, that crisp fabric draped across skin she'd made so deliberately visible with her unbuttoning, was disorienting.
And below, her legs were spread wide across his desk, white knee-highs creased gently behind her knees, the skirt bunched up and forgotten at her waist. Between her parted thighs, the soft mound beneath the cotton fabric was fully visible now, the faint crease at the center, the taut pull of the fabric clinging against her. Her panties hugged her closely, highlighting the bare skin around them, of her hips, before disappearing beneath the curves of her ass. Each subtle shift of her body only pulled the fabric tighter, the edge of it pinched where it met the desk, the leg bands digging slightly into her with just enough pressure to tease what lay beneath.
He'd noticed it before, quietly, in passing, the way her figure carried itself under fitted slacks or uniform skirts. Petite, yes, but always with that subtle lift in the back. A shape that made its perkiness known even when hidden.
But now, at the center of it all, where the clean white of her panties might've once conveyed innocence, he saw something far more salacious. The adductor muscles just beneath the fabric flexed with the effort of holding her legs open, lifting the cotton slightly, creating the smallest of gaps between her panties and her skin. An invitation disguised as modesty.
He could see the faint outline of her mound pressed against the gusset, and at the very center, a subtle change of color, just a hint of pink where dampness had begun to soak. The fabric was already beginning to show what it tried to delicately hide.
She ran a single finger slowly down the center of the cotton, tracing her own shape through the damp fabric with casual precision. Her nail grazed along the faint crease, dragging from the waistband to where the material began to darken.
"Look what you did," she said, her voice soft but scolding. "You've ruined my panties."
His breath caught.
Without thinking, his hand drifted back to his erection, fingers wrapping loosely around the base. He couldn't stop watching her. Couldn't pretend to be above it. Not with her legs splayed open in front of him, and her voice in his ears. He couldn't pretend he hadn't thought about her before.
His mouth opened, but the only thing that came out was a long sigh of breath.
Glancing between her hand and his, her middle and index fingers moved next, nails lightly scratching the skin just outside the leg bands on either side, with a slow intent, like she was teasing herself as much as him. When they reached as far as they could, before the expanse of the pure white panties was to much for her fingers to spread, they curled under each side, hooking the fabric gently, and pulling at it ever so slightly. The cotton tensed across her, pulling taut over her lips, the pressure pressing in to show every detail, every contour beneath.
She repositioned until her index finger pressed into the wet center of the fabric, tracing the length of the soft crease beneath until it reached the spot she'd been building toward. She rubbed lightly at the top of her tiny slit, right where her clit would be, one tight circle, then another. The pressure of her touch made the material dip slightly, pressing in and shifting as she rubbed again.



Her breath caught under her own manipulation, and at the same time, she heard that quiet, helpless moan from him. Barely more than a breath, but thick with everything he hadn't been voicing.
The entire time, her eyes kept moving between her fingers and his hand. She was completely absorbed in watching the way her touch shaped the fabric, how it gave under her pressure, how she responded to it, in comparison to how his dick twitched in his hand when she touched herself in certain ways. How he must be feeling watching it, how she was feeling making him.
Erik took a step forward.
"Mia, we have to stop this," he sighed.
His hand was still working slowly as it moved up and down his length now, fingers tightening in unconscious rhythm with her movements. He couldn't stop. Couldn't look away.
"You said the sooner you got to see it, the sooner this would be over..." He said the words, but they were shaky, stretched between want and regret.
She finally looked up at him. Mischief danced behind her flushed cheeks and parted lips, her chest rising with every slow breath.
"Did I?" she said, tilting her head just slightly. "But, do you really think you're in a position to be saying what we should be doing?"
With her free hand from the arm propping her up, she tapped a single finger against her phone, still lying screen-down beside her on the desk. The reminder was subtle but loud enough.
His face tensed, from his desires, but he didn't stop stroking.
Her eyes flicked between his face and her hand, torn between the satisfaction of watching him fall apart and the sensation building beneath her fingers.
She slid her hand down, fingertips disappearing beneath the tight band of her panties. With a small exhale, she grabbed the fabric from one side, the center of both their focus coming into view. Tring to get some room, she tugged some more. It resisted at first, tension of the leg band fighting her, until she heard a little snapping sound, followed by several more as the elastic buckled against her pull. She worked at it, wrenching the fabric until she could try to catch it on the roundness of her butt. Settling back down, she tried to use her body weight to hold it in place against the desk.
For a moment, it held. Her fingers moved back to the crease between her thighs, no visible inner lips, no hint of the hood covering her clit. Just a delicate, uninterrupted slit that had to be one of the most perfectly petite pussies he'd ever seen.
As she gently used her fingers to spread herself open for him, her body twitched under the touch, a soft flinch she couldn't suppress. The panties began to slide back, drifting toward the center again, bunching awkwardly. The cotton caught along the edge of her mound, twisted and imprecise.
Neither of them cared. What mattered was that she was touching herself now, bare and deliberate, and he was watching her do it. His hand was still moving along his cock, slow and steady, but his face no longer looked strained or unsure.
Mia smiled at seeing that look overtaking him. The look of increasingly unrestrained desire. She pressed her fingers into herself, slick and welcoming between the fold. Then, her voice lifted, laced with a kind of mock professionalism, but unable to hide the tease in it, just below the surface.
"So, Mr. Holloway," she said, breath catching lightly between words, "weren't we supposed to be discussing a private matter today?"
He swallowed hard, eyes locked between her thighs.
"I think," she continued, dragging her fingers up over her clit again, "you said you'd heard a rumor...?"
She arched slightly as her words teased even herself, causing a jolt of electricity that branched out from behind her tiny clitoris, still hidden from his view, but aching now. The feeling of it made her shiver, her chest rising with a breath she hadn't expected. The exposed side of her chest shifted beneath her open blouse, her bra nudging upward with the movement, the swell of her breast pressing forward just slightly with the motion.
"Go on," she said softly. "Remind me what it was."
He opened his mouth, but he closed it again, trying to find the moisture so he could speak.
"I..." He swallowed, eyes flicking between her face and her pussy, spread open and glistening just inches in front of him. "It was just... I'd heard..."
She tilted her head, amused. "Go on. You heard...?"
"Well, you know how students can be," he mumbled. "It was just something about you. Around school. Stuff people said. I wasn't-"
She cut him off with a look, of interest.
"You still don't want to say it, now? After how serious you were when I walked in here" she asked, voice barely above a whisper, and her fingers constantly moving.
He shook his head slowly, shame prickling down his neck. His Adam's apple bobbed as he swallowed again, trying to find words that didn't exist.
"That's okay," she said, more gently now. "You can just show me instead. Maybe that'd be easier."
He looked up at her, breath shallow.
"Come on," she coaxed, a little smile curling her lips. "It's okay."
His body moved before he could stop it. Reaching over, he grabbed the chair beside him and pulled it forward, the wheels rolling softly against the floor as he sat down in front of her. Right at the edge of the desk, between her spread legs.
His hands found her thighs, unsure at first, then steadier as his gaze lowered.
Her pussy quivered, as her fingers moved through the lips again, reasserting the pressure to spread herself further open. She was trying to keep the slipper skin from moving under her hold, exposed and waiting in an invitation that erased the last of his protests.
She watched his face as he lowered toward her, eyes wide, breath uneven, his hands warm as they hooked beneath her knees and slid slowly up the backs of her thighs. He didn't stop until they found her hips, holding her there, guiding her toward him with a hesitance that barely masked the need in his touch.
But it was his tongue that held her focus, slipping past his lips a second before he made contact. Nervous, yet on a mission. Reaching for what she knew he'd been imagining in quiet, guilt-ridden moments since their prior visits. The sight of it sent a sharp jolt up her spine.
Then he closed the gap.
The first press of his tongue was light, a gentle touch just below her clit where she held herself open for him. And her body answered without hesitation. Her thighs tensed under his hands. A soft shiver rolled through her belly. Her mouth fell open as she breathed in, sharp and silent.
He groaned, the sound vibrating against her as his lips followed, closing over her with a new kind of hunger. She gasped, her fingers slipping away from where they had been spreading herself open to give him space. They moved instead to his hair, tangling in it instinctively, pulling him to her as her back hunched under the tension in her stomach.
And then it was her turn to surrender. Her head tilting back, as she exhaled through her own breathy moan. "So Mrs. Duchene's been talking, I see..."
His mouth paused, lifting from her slowly, his brow raised and wet lips still parted from going down on her.
"Mrs. Duchene?" he asked, blinking like he'd misheard her.
Mia looked down at him with a small smirk, her fingers still threaded loosely through his hair. She wasted no time, in gently applying pressure to bring his mouth back to her.
"Mmhmm. She refused to give me credit for a rebuttal I used in my closing argument," Mia said, her voice thick with suggestion. "Took a little... persuasion to convince her I deserved it. Let's just say, her mouth was too busy to argue, when I presented my... case."
His eyes widened, a breath hitching in his throat at her words, but there was no space to pull back, no moment to process what he'd just heard. Her fingers stayed tangled in his hair, tightening slightly, anchoring him right where she wanted. Guiding him to her sweet spots.
The smirk she'd worn just a second earlier softened into something more curious. There was a flicker of uncertainty, a shift in her expression as her body moved with its own momentum, hips tilting forward, urging his mouth over her sex. Neither stopping as they study the expression on the other's face.
His tongue kept working instinctively, even as his brain tried to catch up. The shock in his expression didn't fade, but his lips stayed moving, the breath from his nose, hot against her. A low sound rose in his throat, muffled against her as her grip encouraged him to keep going.
That strange, delicious tension between his wide, questioning eyes and the obedience of his mouth, made her core pulse. The confusion in his face was real, but the way he followed her body was automatic now.
"Wait..." she said slowly, tilting her head as she registered his confusion. "That's not who you meant?"
"No," he said when she let up her hold so he could answer, a little breathless, still flushed. "I meant some kid from drama. They're saying he went down on you under the stage... one night after a rehearsal."
Her eyes narrowed slightly, with amusement flickering in them, maybe even pride.
"Kyle?" she repeated with a soft scoff, and before he could say anything else, her fingers tightened in his hair, guiding his face back to where she wanted him. "He would talk, she sighed, before reapplying the pressure to his head.
He didn't resist, letting his lips meet hers again, with a hunger that surprised her. It was more than obedience now; he was surrendering to her.
"He so wasn't even worth it," she sighed, giving into the sensations once more. "I've gotta tell you, your tongue is way better than his."
She felt the way his mouth moved at her words, more focused, as though trying to reinforce the earning of her compliment. His hands were still on her thighs where they met her hips, holding her steady, but he wasn't leading anything. She was.
Above him, Mia arched slightly, her body taut with anticipation. The room seemed to narrow to the points where they touched, his breath, her grip, the warmth spreading between them. She looked down at him once, and the sight nearly pushed her over the edge: his eyes half-closed, lips pressed against her. Every movement of his mouth was dictated by her hand in his hair. Lost between her thighs.
She could feel his tongue reaching, trying to scoop her essence where it seeped from her opening. And yet, she felt her own edge start to blur. The distinct control of her teasing began to soften as her body reacted, betraying her even as she tried to keep control.
"Did you even bother to ask who started that rumor?" she murmured, voice low and frayed around the edges.
His response came in the form of a small shake of his head, lips still working, tongue still devoted, pressing into her with unspoken apology.
Mia let out a soft, breathless laugh, the kind that hinted at both triumph and disbelief. "Of course you didn't," she said, eyes fluttering half-shut, her head tipping slightly to the side. "All those meetings we had, all that time we spent discussing my education and my college plans-" she paused as he found her clit again, drawing a moan from her. "You never once looked past the 'model student'. Missed this one, didn't you?"
His reply was muffled, a low grunt against her as his tongue dragged slowly up her center, catching the shudder that ran through her thighs. Her fingers tensed in his hair.
"You just heard what you wanted," she continued, her voice growing softer even as her hips moved, insisting he hit certain spots. "Let someone else fill in the details for you. And now look at you."
He let out another hungry grunt, his eyes closing as he surrendered to the sensation and the weight of her words. He didn't see her hand, a little shaky, as it slid across his desk until it found her phone. With a few quick, silent taps, she opened the camera once more, and flipped it to video.
He didn't realize anything was different until his eyes fluttered open and he saw it pointed toward his face. He stopped, his gaze shooting from the phone's lens to her face.
"Wait... are you taking another picture?!" he choked out, the question a sharp, panicked whisper that barely left his lips.
She shook her head, a slow, sensual smile spreading across her face. "No," she whispered. "A video. I going to record you making me cum, Mr. Holloway."
The words hit him like a shock, a deep, thrilling jolt to his core. The damage was done. She'd already taken one photo, in addition to what she'd shown him earlier, and now the evidence of his face flush against her, catching every movement and sound. Her hips twitched beneath his face, and without any more hesitation, he returned to his work, every flick of his tongue now imbued with the knowledge that this moment was being captured forever.
She gasped sharply, her thighs twitching under his grip as he found the tender place just beneath her clit and pressed there with a slow, deliberate circle. Her back arched faintly from the desk.
"Come on, counselor," she whispered, her breath catching in a hitch, "if you don't make me cum, I'm taking all this straight to my dad. The picture of you holding my poor little head down on your cock-"
His mouth opened wider, sealing over her, cutting off her words. The petiteness of her pussy allowing him to essentially cover her entire mound with his mouth for a moment, zeroing in on his target. His tongue pressed deeper, redoubling his efforts as he looked at the camera. Her hand clutched tighter at the back of his head, holding him to her as the pleasure coiled fast and hot in her core.
She tried to speak again, to make one more jab about his lack of due diligence to the rumors, but her breath broke too soon. Her words died in a moan as her legs tensed around him, a tremble rising through her belly.
"Fuck..." she whispered, trying to stay quiet so no one outside their little world would hear. Her moans were a mixture of gasps and whimpers. Her fingers dug into his hair with a sudden, desperate grip, as her body arched from the flexing of her muscles. The pleasure, already a humming current beneath her skin, suddenly surged, a tidal wave crashing over her.
As she bucked against him, his hands left her hips, locking her thighs around his arms, and his hands moving to her pussy from above. With a powerful, commanding pull, he drew her tighter against his face, his fingers spreading her open to give himself full, uninhibited access. This new pressure, this deeper reach, made her entire body tremble.
The pleasure became an electric shock that exploded outward from a deep, coiling knot in her belly. She held him there, tight against her, her hips lifting and bucking in a rhythm she couldn't control as the sharp peaks of sensation crested and rolled through her, one after another, until her muscles were quivering and her mind was a blank canvas of pure, white-hot bliss.
A final, breathless strained whimper escaped her as the last tremors subsided, leaving her limp and pliant against him. The aftershocks came as a soft, lingering pulse of warmth from her belly.
She exhaled slowly, her chest still rising and falling from the lingering tingles. Her hand slipped gently from his hair, then brushing against his cheek, tracing the dampness there.
"You did a good job," she said, her voice low but no longer teasing. There was something careful in her tone. Her thumb lingered near the corner of his mouth, catching a trace of her own arousal, and feeding it to him as she slipped her thumb into his mouth.
He looked up at her, uncertain, still flushed and breathless. His lips closed over her thumb as she pushed it further, until his tongue found it.
She tilted her head. "Did you like it?" The question wasn't mocking, it was earnest, as if his answer genuinely mattered.
He nodded again, this time with more conviction. "Yeah," he said quietly around her probing digit. "I did."
For a second, her expression faltered, before looking to her phone. She pressed stop, pressing the little button to lock it, and setting it back on the desk.
He watched her carefully, still catching his breath. "So... are we done now?"
She let out a small laugh, soft, almost pitying, and tapping his nose, in a condescending sort of way. "No," she murmured. "Of course not."
His brow creased, confused but hopeful.
She leaned back slightly, her smile tilting. "You think I'd stop after you got me this wound up? After getting this lovely video that says you're stuck doing whatever I want?" Her tapped the phone once again. "I've been dripping since I showed you that photo."
He swallowed. "Mia, this has gone way to far al-"
Her finger touched his mouth, signaling him to stop speaking. "Amelia told me how good you felt," she whispered. "How full she was after. How long she couldn't walk right."
His pulse throbbed in his throat.
"I want that," she added. "I want to feel you, just like she did." She wasn't done playing with him yet.
Laid out across his desk, her school uniform askew. White blouse spread open, the edge of her bra slightly askew where her breasts shifted beneath the light cotton. Her skirt was bunched around her hips, thighs spread and knees bent, heels still hooked on the desk's edge.
He sat in his chair between them, her legs lightly resting over his arms. His hands were trembling against the panties partially covering her now that no one was putting effort into keeping it aside. His gaze drifted down, lingering, then flicked back up to her face.
"Mia..." his voice came out hoarse. "We shouldn't..."
Her head tilted, smile increasing again. "That's not a real no."
He swallowed hard, but didn't move. Didn't try to adjust her skirt. Didn't even look away. "Somebody could come by anytime. We're already past when our meeting should've ended."
She hummed, dragging her heel lightly along the side of his arm. "Then be quiet, and get to work before someone comes to check on us."
"Mia..."
"You want to know what else Amelia told me?" she said, almost coaxing now. "She said it felt so good, she couldn't stop thinking about it. The way he stretched her, filled her." Her right leg moved, coming to scratch her heel along his back. "She said she didn't even mean to go that far. That you sweet talked her until she couldn't help herself. Just completely wore her down until she caved. Just like you're caving now."
His grip on her legs tightened, another quiet grunt slipping from his throat, and he buried his mouth in the soft thigh now alongside his face to try and hide the noise. She leaned her head back against the desk, fully laying down for the first time, allowing her hands to start to roam her stomach.
"Amelia said you were worth it though, even if it was reckless. Even if she got caught," her voice sounded airy, and almost distant.
His chair scraped back suddenly.
She lifted her head just in time to see him rise to his feet with no warning. His hands caught under her legs as he stood, bringing them up with him until her ankles rested on his shoulders. The shift left her open and completely vulnerable to him, her back lifting just slightly from the desk in response to the force of his hands along her legs when he stood.
"Oh," she said, lips parting. Her eyes lit up with mischief. "That got to you, didn't it?"
He stepped closer, to the edge of the desk where she lay, her thighs spreading wider to make room for him to see without hesitation.
"Are we really going to do this?" he asked, voice rough.
She reached up, sliding her hands slowly from her abdomen, and up over her ribs until her fingers slipped under the bottom of her bra. In one fluid motion, she pulled it up and over, baring herself to him, offering him an unobstructed view of her breasts, completely unashamed.



"Baby, this tiny, little pussy is gonna feel better than anything you've had," she said, voice low and unsteady. Her eyes stayed locked on his. "I promise, it'll be worth your while, when you see how I really keep my grades up."
His smile was crooked, dark with disbelief and want. He reached for her without a word, his hands sliding to her hips, fingers hooking into the waistband of her panties. The fabric was already tugged to the side, but that wasn't enough. He wanted them off.
She felt the pull and planted pressed her heels against his shoulders and pushing, raising her hips off the desk just enough to help him.
"There you go," she giggled, breath catching as the cool air hit her skin. "So desperate now, aren't you?"
He grinned as he slid the panties down over her ass, tugging slowly as they caught and dragged along the soft resistance of her butt. Past the last curve, they peeled free, revealing everything, slick and swollen, waiting for his cock. He started to slide them up her thighs, but when they reached her calves, bunched just below his face, her voice came soft but clear.
"Stop. Leave them right there," she breathed.
He looked down at her, brow raised.
"Right there," she said again, shifting slightly so her legs pressed a little harder against his chest. "I want you to smell what you've been missing from never having the balls to make a move."
His jaw flexed as her words burrowed into his ears, taunting him.
"I expect you to keep them right under your nose." Her grin widened. "Since you're not down, with your face buried in me anymore."
That made his smile break wider, darker. His hands gripped her thighs and pulled her towards him, until her ass hung just over the edge of the desk, close enough to feel the heat of her on his shaft. It'd never stopped throbbing since she'd pulled it from his fly and brought it to full hardness.
"You're insane," he muttered.
"And you love it."
He looked down between them, one hand moving from her thigh to his cock, gripping the base and giving it a firm stroke. Then he guided it forward, eyes locked on the way her pretty little slit parted for him. He didn't press in right away, as he processed what he was about to do. The tip was nestled touching her lips, slick and teasing, as if savoring the anticipation.
She propped herself up on her elbows, her ponytail swinging behind her in her effort to sit up in time to watch as he lined it up.
The second he pushed forward, she gasped. Her body took him in, inch by inch, and her elbows buckled beneath her.
Her head hit the desk with a soft, dull thud, and she let out a strangled sound as her back arched. Both hands flew up to her chest, cupping and squeezing, her thumbs rolling over her nipples, drawn so tight they seemed impossibly small against the swell of her modest breasts.
"F-fuck," she breathed, voice trembling. "That's it. Just like that..."
He groaned as he sank deeper, the sensation nearly overwhelming. She was tight. Tighter than any girl he'd had, even after watching her spread open on his tongue, seeing it up close, there was simply no preparing for the way she felt as he pushed through the tight walls. And those walls clung to him, warm and slick, pulsing in slow, chaotic flutters that made his knees lock.
It felt just as small as it had looked when he'd been eye-level with her, watching her little pussy tense and quiver while his mouth worked her over. He remembered how narrow she'd looked then, how her body had opened just barely for his tongue, her folds flushed and glistening, her entrance twitching each time she moaned.
Now, wrapped around him, she still felt impossibly snug. As if she wasn't meant to take him fully, and her body was trying anyway.
His hands stayed firm on her thighs, keeping her pulled flush against him. Her legs shook where they rested on his shoulders, the panties still tangled at her calves.
"Jesus," he muttered, grinding in deeper, feeling her body stretch and pulse around every inch. "You weren't kidding..."
She didn't answer. Her hands were still at her chest, clutching her breasts as her back arched, head turned to the side, lips parted but silent, already completely wrecked.
He started to move slowly at first, trying to find a rhythm, each thrust met with the impossible resistance of her tightening around him. Every inch felt like a fight, her body clinging to him in waves. He gritted his teeth, holding onto her thighs as they trembled with each push.
Suddenly she shifted. One leg slid from his shoulder, only to swing to the other. Her ankles crossed high at one side, forcing her thighs to squeeze tighter around his dick, trapping him deeper.
"Come on and hate fuck me, Mr. Holloway. Show me how mad you are to be buried balls deep in my pussy," she groaned, while clenching down on him.
The results were immediate.
"Fuck," he groaned, jaw clenched as her challenge and the new pressure drove him to thrust harder into her. The tension, the way her thighs pressed against his stomach as he held her to him, there was no give.
His control had snapped.
His hands shot forward, pushing hers away from her chest without a second thought. He cupped her breasts roughly, fingers spreading wide as he palmed the whole of them and squeezed. There was no gentleness in the way he groped her. Her nipples were still taut, impossibly small in the center of his grip, and he rolled them between his fingers until she gasped.
She reached blindly, arms flailing for a moment before her palms slapped against the desk. It was no use, the surface was too smooth, nothing to grab, nothing to ground her. Her hips jerked with every thrust.
Finally, her arms folded, fingers digging into her own shoulders, clutching tight just to satisfy the need of her hands unconscious reflex to grab at something.
"Oh my god," she whimpered, barely able to breathe between the jolts of sensation. "Don't stop-don't you fucking stop!"
He watched her fall apart beneath him, her body twitching and arching, barely holding it together. Her ankles stayed locked at his shoulder, every thrust dragging a strangled breath from her throat.
"Jesus Christ," he panted, eyes locked on the way her breasts moved under his grip. "You're so fucking tight... how are you this tight with the way you fuck around?"
She couldn't answer. Her head rolled side to side against the desk, mouth open, eyes glassy.
"You feel unreal," he growled, driving into her harder now, his disbelief becoming an obsession. "God... thank fuck she sent that picture."
That pulled a moan from her, made her gasp.
Her hand shot between her thighs, pushing through the closed space until they found where they were joined. The fingers finding the slippery nub of her clit, hidden at the top of her slit. They moved with frantic urgency and her whole body jumped.
"That's it," he said, voice thick. "Come on, baby. Show me how much you love my cock."
Her hips bucked, hand moving faster, the friction unbearable as she felt on fire. Her thighs began to shake as they stayed clamped together, and she let out a broken sob as the orgasm hit hard, stealing her voice and breath.
Her body clenched tight around him, rippling and pulsing as she came, back arching off the desk, heels digging into his shoulders as if trying to drag him even deeper.
He barely held on through her climax, the way she clenched around him sending shocks through his spine. She was still trembling, still panting, her fingers slack between her legs when it hit him.
His grip tightened, hips driving forward one last time with a ragged moan. "F-fuck, I'm-"
She felt it. The sudden warmth inside her, as his thick cum sprayed deep inside. Her eyes flew open, head snapping up as realization hit.
"Oh my god-no-" she gasped, pushing at his chest with her legs, and her hand now pressing at his stomach.
He stumbled back a half step, but not until after the first few spurts had already found their way inside her. Still mid-orgasm, her pushing broke his rhythm and unseated him. His cock pulsing in the open air now causing instinct to take over.
His hand wrapped around himself, tight and urgent, stroking with a need to get the rest out.
The first spurt hit the back of her thighs, hot and thick. She gasped at the sensation but didn't pull away, just parted her legs wide in reflex, ankles still bound together by her panties, chest rising and falling.
Another rope followed, landing just above her mound, slick and warm, streaking across her skin. He kept his grip steady, coaxing out every last pulse, watching as the final drops spilled over her, mixing with what was already there.
Her pussy was already glistening from before, and now the whole area gleamed. She'd shaved herself clean of any hair, and the skin was now flushed a dark pink, and smeared with both of them.
She looked down at the mess he'd made, dazed and breathless, her legs now resting loosely against him with just enough strength to keep them from falling.
"Jesus," she whispered, voice barely there. "You really couldn't help yourself, could you?"
He gave himself one final stroke and a flick in her direction, causing a few stray flecks to arc from the tip, landing across her lower abdomen, just above her mound, a drop or two managed to land on her skirt.
She flinched, gasping as they hit her skin. "Hey," she said, half-laughing, half-scolding. "That's not very nice, considering what I just let you do."
His grin was sheepish, breath still ragged. "Sorry. Reflex."
"Mmhmm." Her eyes drifted down again. Her fingers slid slowly to her skin, tracing through the scattered ribbons and drips, dragging them across her in lazy patterns. Her touch was light, almost curious, smearing him over the soft, flushed surface of her mound and lips.
"You've got some nerve," she murmured, not looking at him. "Good thing that cock put me in a forgiving mood."
He couldn't stop staring.
As her fingers played in his cum that covered her, some of what had made it inside began to drip from the bottom of her slit. Easing out of her stretched entrance, it slid from between her folds, thick and slow as it eased down towards her cute butt. His breath caught.
She followed his gaze, then looked down, becoming aware of the feel as his seed oozed out of her.
Without a word, she reached between her thighs, fingers dipping to catch it. She scraped from her tightly clamped rosebud up, scooping the warm mess. She lifted it, watching the stretch of it between her fingertips, translucent and glistening. Her expression shifted thoughtfully.
Then, slowly, her hand lowered again and she rubbed it over her clit. Her body twitched at the contact, her breath catching.
"Oh my god," she breathed, her voice taking a more serious tone again. "You really came inside me," she muttered sounding displeased. Then her eyes lifted to him. "Without me saying you could."
His heart stuttered. "I-I know, I'm sorry-fuck, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to-"
"You didn't even ask if it was okay." she said. Another shiver rippled through her as she rubbed slowly, her body still sensitive. "What if I get pregnant now, huh? What do you think my dad's gonna say when he finds out the guidance counselor knocked up his daughter, who was on track to be valedictorian?"
"Shit," he swore, scrambling, looking around the desk for something, anything, to clean her with. "Jesus, I didn't-fuck, hold on, I'll fix it-"
He grabbed a stack of tissues from next to his monitor, trying to reach between her legs like he could somehow undo what he'd done, wipe it away, make it not real.
But she was already laughing, her fingers still slow between her thighs.
"You're cute when you panic," she said, breath still catching here and there, the aftershocks having not fully faded yet.
He exhaled, sounding slightly stressed still, and gently brushed her hand aside to wipe her dry. "Yeah, well... maybe warn a guy next time before you start talking about babies."
She grinned but let him take over, his touch was caring and soft as he wiped her clean, dabbing at her lips, thighs, and even where both their fluids ran down her butt into the shallow cleft, cleaning the mess he'd made with a focused concentration. No more jokes. Just a glance up every now and then, checking her face.
When he was done, he tossed the soiled tissues into the trash next to his desk, then slowly let her legs down, guiding them until her feet touched the floor. The position caused her back to arch uncomfortably from her butt hanging off the edge during their fucking. She moved to stand and relieve the pressure on her spine and where the desk bit into her.
He stepped back after helping her up, tucking himself away with one hand, the other brushing at his shirt as if trying to pull himself back together.
She bent to collect her panties, sliding them up her legs with no rush, the elastic snapping into place as she stood. Then she reached up, putting her bra back in place and then moving onto her blouse. Fingers fumbling slightly with the first button, as she began to do it up.
"Man that was super intense" she said, tone light as something in it shifted. There was no longer any teasing, just the sound of girl that was freshly fucked.
He shrugged, eyes on her hands as she worked her way up. "I don't know. I wasn't expecting all of that. Some of those things you said caught me totally off guard."
"Yeah?" She tucked the last button through its hole, pulling at the fabric as she looked at him. "So... do you do this with a lot of girls you're not supposed to be with?" she asked playfully with a wink.
"Only the ones that show me pictures of my dick." A big smile crossed his face when he answered.
She laughed, but this time it was quieter. A little breathier. "Well," she said, reaching for her phone on the desk, flipping it in her hand before locking eyes with him, "maybe she wanted you to feel like you'd been bad."
He held her gaze now, posture straightening just a little. "Yeah?" he said. "I think it might've worked?"
Her lips parted, about to speak when voices echoed from the hallway. One of them was unmistakably her father's.
They both froze. She whipped her head toward the door, eyes wide in horror, then looked back at him in a full panic. "Shit."
"Under," he whispered, already reaching for her elbow.
She dropped low, crouching fast, her heavy heels clacking once against the floor before she slid under his desk. Her blouse was only half-buttoned, bra still not seated correctly, and her knees knocked against the base of his chair. She pulled them to her chest, arms crossed tight, breathing fast and silent.
He turned just in time, raking a hand through his hair once more, completely flustered, and trying to flatten it. His fly was up, but his shirt was partially untucked. He pulled at it, pushed the tail further into his pants. Trying to look like he hadn't just-
Knock knock.
Before he could speak, the door cracked open.
"Sorry," her dad said, pushing the door wider and stepping halfway in, a folder in hand. "I know you door was closed, but I didn't see anything on your schedule and I'm in a rush. Hope I'm not interrupting anything."
Erik gave the most casual smile he could muster, swallowing the dryness in his throat. "No, no, just catching up on some notes."
Her father glanced around the room, eyes moving quickly as he looked from the monitor, to the chairs, and around the office in general. A second passed.
"You alone?"
Erik gave a single nod, heart thudding. "Yeah. Just me."
Mr. Delaney lingered in the doorway, glancing into the office. "I saw Amelia had an appointment with you a bit ago. Did she already leave?"
Erik shook his head. "Yeah, she left a bit ago."
"Everything okay?" Mr. Delaney asked, a trace of parental concern in his voice.
"Yeah," Erik replied, trying to sound relaxed. "She just stopped by to check in about her college list. Nothing out of the ordinary."
Mr. Delaney seemed to accept that. Then he stepped fully into the room and held up a folder.
"Alright, well, really quick. Need your signature on a release for tomorrow's panel. I forgot to get it to you earlier."
"Of course," Erik said quickly, stepping out from behind the desk, being conscious to not glance down, or to shift the chair too much.
"Sorry, I meant to follow up on this earlier," he said, as he stepped for to meet his boss halfway, taking the folder with what he hoped looked like steady hands.
"No problem," Mr. Delaney replied, still scanning the room with a faint crease in his brow. "I didn't want to assume you were free, but I figured I'd catch you between appointments. Your door being closed, kinda threw me off though."
"Yeah, no- Just, uh, just trying to wrap a couple of items, so I just needed a moment undisturbed, but I'm pretty much done," Erik muttered, flipping open the folder to the marked tab. He pulled the pen from the holder on his desk and signed the page quickly, but trying to not look rushed at the same time. Trying to not look guilty. Not to sweat.
He closed it just as fast and handed it back.
"Appreciate it," Mr. Deleaney said, tucking the folder under his arm. He glanced past Erik's shoulder again. "You sure you're not waiting on anyone?"
Erik gave a dry chuckle. "Nope. Just finishing up in here."
He nodded, apparently satisfied. "Alright then. I'll see you tomorrow?"
"Bright and early," Erik replied.
He lingered a second longer, then finally turned and stepped out into the hall.
"Have a good night," he waved as he walked out, pulling the door mostly shut behind him.
The second the latch clicked into place, Erik exhaled and let his hands fall to his knees, body dropping just slightly from relief.
Underneath, she was already starting to unfold.
As she started to crawl out from under the desk, Erik moved quickly to the door, cracked it open, and peeked into the hallway. After a cautious glance in both directions, he closed it fully with a soft click.
"Jesus Amelia, I thought you said your dad was supposed to be gone all day today," he whispered, turning back to her.
She stood, brushing off her skirt, still breathless. "He was, as far as I knew."
He crossed the room as she tucked her shirt in properly this time, fingers smoothing the hem into her waistband.
"That was way too close," he said, still riding the edge of adrenaline.
She let out an exasperated laugh. "Ya think?"
They both broke into quiet, nervous laughter, equal parts thrill and disbelief. Then, without thinking, he pulled her in and kissed her hard. She melted into it, mouth parting immediately in welcome to his, and her hands fisting in his shirt. The kiss broke with a soft gasp from both of them.
She blinked, looked down, and grinned. "Your shirt's still not tucked in properly."
He looked down, "Fucking perfect," he said letting out a small groan. "No wonder your dad kept looking around in here for someone." He adjusted his shirt, tucking it quickly. "Where do you come up with this stuff?"
That wicked little smile returned. "There's a reason I'm in drama, Mr. Holloway."
The playful way she said his name, getting to him, unable to resist, he leaned in and kissed her again, quicker this time, but just as deep, then gave her a gentle pat on the butt.
"Speaking of drama, nice touch using the picture. Caught me by surprise with that one. And don't forget to send me that video and picture you took. I want to see how it looked," he rushed out, looking at her with lust still in his eyes, wishing they didn't have to sneak around.
"Alright, you need to go before someone else walks in," he finished.
"I know," she sighed, straightening her skirt and walking back toward the door. She paused with her hand on the knob. "We're still on for Saturday, right?"



"Yes," he said without hesitation.
"Good," she said turning back, with teasing eyes.
But before she could leave, he stepped closer and gently caught her elbow, voice low again. "Hey... that thing with Mrs. Duchene... should I know something?"
She let out a sharp laugh, nearly too loud, then covered her mouth. "Of course not, silly. But hey..." Her lips curled again. "Maybe we could figure out a way to roleplay that sometime."
His brows lifted, a reluctant grin forming as he gave a small shake of his head.
She gave him one last wink, then cracked it open. After a brief check of the hallway herself, she slipped out and disappeared around the corner, leaving only the faint scent of her perfume, and the very real mess they'd just made.
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The day before leaving for vacation
Stephanie's thumb hovered over the screen. The words sat there, blunt and heavy.
We need to talk.
They weren't wrong. Just... premature. She'd deleted them, stared a moment longer, then locked her phone and set it face down on the nightstand. Something in her gut wouldn't settle.
Needing to move, Stephanie got up and paced around her room, before ducking into the bathroom, locking the door, and pressing her palm to her chest.
He did notice. Or at least, he suspected. And if dad was even halfway right, mom wouldn't stay in denial for long, she thought
Her mind raced back through every glance, every slip. The stolen moments. The smirk Jeff had given her when mom asked if they were "getting along." The lingering touch when he passed her the cereal. The night he'd come home late from a friend's and whispered something filthy in her ear right in the hallway.
God, they'd been careless. She knew better. She already felt like what they'd been doing was pushing things too far.
She splashed cold water on her face and stared at her reflection. She looked exhausted and stressed, pulse hammering her throat.
No more risks.
Right. That had lasted all of thirty minutes.
Back in her room, her phone buzzed again. Her little brother.
Jeff: You up?
She stared at the screen. Thought about what she'd overheard. About the way dad had said we need to know. As if he were already preparing for the worst.
Her fingers trembled as she typed, reevaluating her decision to wait to tell him tomorrow.
Stephanie: Come to my room
This time, she hit send.
There was a light knock at her door. Two short taps, then silence. Stephanie swept over and cracked it open. Jeff stood there in a t-shirt and loose athletic shorts.
She stepped aside without saying a word, letting him slip in, brushing her shoulder on the way past.
Having shut the door as quietly as she could, for a second, neither moved.
"You okay?" he asked, turning, while his eyes scanned her face.
"I just needed to clear my head." Stephanie nodded.
"You've been weird the last few hours."
"I wasn't going to say anything tonight. I didn't want to freak you out and have you act weird when you saw dad again tomorrow," she eventually responded, after a slight hesitation.
"Say anything about what?" Jeff asked with a confused look.
"I overheard something earlier," she said. "Before dad took off."
"Okay... what'd he say?" he questioned, with a shrug his shoulders after waiting for her to continue.
Stephanie crossed her arms. "He said something's off. Like, we're acting different around each other."
Jeff smirked and took a step closer. "Well... we kinda are."
"I'm serious."
He shrugged again. "He's just guessing. It's not like he caught us, or anything."
"He mentioned your swimsuit when we came inside. Said that there was a wet spot... there," she said waiving her finger towards his groin.
"He also brought up my bikini. And that I had streaks of something on the back," she was looking at him exasperatedly.
Jeff just laughed. "I didn't see anything, and I'd think I'd notice if my cum was all over your ass, so I don't know what he's talking about."
"Yeah, well, you're not exactly the most observant in those moments. And the blanket," she added. "The other night when we were watching that movie. He said we looked 'too close.'"
Jeff just gave her a face. "Okay, so he's watching us now. Creepy, but it's fine."
Stephanie stared at him, arms crossed. "He's not watching. He's noticing... That's worse!" she finished, exasperated at his lack of concern.
After taking a second to look in her eyes for a moment, he stepped closer, closing the distance between them. His arms slid around his sister, tugging her into his chest, in a comforting hug.
She didn't resist. For a second, it felt good to be held by him, like they could pause the chaos and just breathe.
Then his hands started to drift. First along her lower back, then slipping down, to inch beneath the hem of her shirt. His lips brushed the top of her head.
"You're overthinking it," he whispered. "We just need to be more careful."
His hands slid lower, resting her just inside the waistband of her shorts.
"Jeff," she said sharply, twisting in his grip. "That's not careful."
He kissed her neck. "You let me in your room."
"I let you in to talk."
He pulled back slightly, enough to meet her eyes, but not enough to let go. "You're always saying we need to be smart, and I'm fine with that, but you can't keep acting like you don't want this."
"I do want this," she snapped, more than she meant to. "But not when dad thinks we're already fucking in the living room."
Jeff blinked, then grinned. "Okay... that part we didn't do, but if he already thinks it, and you're up for it-"
She gave him a shove. "Jeff!"
"Alright, alright." He raised his hands in surrender, but still looking way too amused.
Stephanie crossed the room and opened the door a few inches. "Go," she hissed, keeping her voice low enough so mom wouldn't hear.
"Now?" he asked, like he hadn't expected her to actually mean it.
"Yes, now! And be quiet. Also, the next time I say we need to talk, don't treat it like foreplay," she finished, stepping away from the door and out of his reach for him to leave.
He stepped out, still smirking, but his voice dropped as he grabbed the doorhandle to close it. "I'll be quiet next time. You won't even hear me come in," he said with a wag of his eyebrows.
Seeing her grab a notebook in preparation to throw at him, he closed the door quickly with a laugh.
Stephanie stood at the kitchen counter, scooping chia seeds into her yogurt bowl, then slicing half a banana over the top. Her water bottle sat next to her phone, beads of condensation trailing down the side.
Mom rinsed out a mug at the sink. "Dad left early," she said as if to no one in particular. "Didn't even finish his smoothie."
Stephanie nodded, focused on her breakfast.
"Your brother still asleep?" she asked, Stephanie.
"Probably," Stephanie said. "His door was closed."
Mom gave a small shake of her head. "That boy could sleep through an earthquake."
Stephanie managed a smile and stirred absently before taking a bite.
They sat in silence for a moment with mom sipping her coffee at the table, and Stephanie perched on a stool at the island. For Stephanie it felt like something was still hanging in the air. As though mom was trying to build up to something, but didn't know how to say it.
Then mom spoke again. "You two seem... closer lately."
Stephanie's pulse picked up.
She kept her eyes on her bowl. "He's getting ready for college now, so we have some new things to talk about. I guess that happens." She tried to sound calm even though her stomach was tight from wondering where the conversation may be going.
Her mom hummed, casual on the surface. "I've just noticed things lately. How you look at each other. The way you talk. It's nice, I think. I wasn't sure you two would ever get along as well as you seem to these days."
Stephanie took a sip from her water bottle to buy a few seconds.
"I mean," mom continued, "you're both attractive, smart, young. I just always hoped you'd be out there starting your life. Finding your future husband, or something."
That pulled Stephanie's eyes up. "What does that mean?"
Mom smiled, but it didn't quite seem genuine. "Well, I met your dad when he was in college, so I guess I figured you'd..." she trailed off, knowing Stephanie was to invested in her school and gymnastics to be looking for her future husband yet. "Nothing. Just me being a mom. Ignore me," she finished with a sigh.
Stephanie gave a courtesy laugh. "Well, we may get along, but he still leaves breakfast bar wrappers everywhere and doesn't clean up behind himself. So he's still my annoying little brother. I just tolerate him more because at least now I can talk to him about stuff other than his video games."
"So, nothing's changed, then," she replied with a full smile.
Stephanie nodded, even as her chest felt tight.
"Nope. He's still annoying," she said forcing a smile.
Mom stood and grabbed her bag. "I've got a few errands to run. You want anything from the store?"
"I'm good."
As she walked to the door, keys jingling in her hand, she paused.
"You know I trust you, right?"
Stephanie froze. "Yeah. Of course."
Mom gave her a long look, as though she were searching her face. Then she nodded and stepped out.
The moment the front door shut, Stephanie let out a breath and sank back, feeling the island press into her back as she melted into the stool, her spoon resting in her half-eaten bowl. If mom hadn't seen anything yet, she was definitely paying attention now too.
Stephanie's phone screen had gone dark again. The same group text from her friends still sat unread, and her book might as well have been in another language. She'd tried lying on her bed, sitting at her desk, even pacing. Nothing helped. Her mind kept looping back to her dad's voice, mom's long stare, the way the tension in the kitchen seemed thick, as though his words had gotten to mom and now, she was wondering after all.
They hadn't been caught, but she felt like they were dangerously close, and it didn't feel so much like a thrill anymore. It felt like waiting for the floor to give out.
She sat on the floor now, back against the side of her bed, knees pulled up, book open in her lap. She hadn't turned a page in ten minutes. When the soft knock came, her head barely lifted.
Jeff didn't wait for a response. He opened the door and leaned against the frame. "You hiding?"
Stephanie didn't look at him right away. "No, I'm not hiding," she said. "Just... avoiding."
He stepped a little inside, wearing his socks, mesh shorts, and a T-shirt, looking like he'd been parked in front of his screen for a while. His hair was tousled like he'd run his hands through it half a dozen times as he does when he gets frustrated with a team online.
"Avoiding what?" he asked gently.
"Everything."
He tilted his head. "Want me to leave?"
She shook her head. "No."
That was enough. He came closer, and dropped down beside her without waiting for an invite. They sat shoulder to shoulder, legs bent, the book forgotten between them. For a moment, neither spoke.
"I get it," Jeff said finally. "Dad's been... weird."
Stephanie snorted. "That's one word for it."
"I didn't mean to make things worse last night," he added, softer now. "You just looked like you needed a laugh or something."
She didn't respond to his words, just sat there staring at the floor in front of her.
"Steph," he said, turning to face her a little more. "Do you regret any of it?"
"No," she said, looking up at him with sadness in her eyes.
"Then what are you scared of?"
She gave a small, humorless laugh. "That it's not going to stop, but we should."
Jeff frowned. "What do you mean?"
"This. Us. Sneaking around. I feel like we should stop, but I don't actually want to. It's just that... I'm scared it's just going to keep going until someone gets hurt."
He let that sit. Then reached out and gently took the book from her lap, closing it and setting it aside. His hand lingered at her knee.
"Then let's stop thinking for a second," he said. "Just... sit here with me."
Stephanie still didn't answer, but she also didn't stop him when he leaned closer either, or when his fingers brushed up her thigh. When his lips met hers, there wasn't the usual rush. Instead, she just felt an affection that asked nothing from her except to stay close. It was the first time all day she didn't feel alone and in her head.
Her hand slid to his jaw, then into his hair. Their mouths opened, tongues meeting in a deeper kiss. She shifted, half-turning into his lap, and the sensation of his body beneath hers comforted her in a way nothing else could. He was warm, solid, familiar, the brother who'd always been there for her. After gymnastics meets, fights with friends, or just a bad day, he was the one who showed up.
But as her hips pressed closer, the comfort ignited something deeper. That burn she felt for him hadn't faded since the night of their so-called practice date - the night everything changed. It was in the way he looked at her, the way his hands moved when he was being careful. It was the sense that, when he held her and whispered the right words, everything really might be okay. And that, more than anything, was why she didn't want to stop, even when she knew they probably should.
Jeff's hand cupped her side, slid under the hem of her shirt, then up, pausing just beneath her bra. Stephanie whimpered softly against his mouth. Her legs unfolded and she turned, moving toward his lap, straddling him with her knees on the carpet.
"Steph," he breathed, his voice low now, nearly reverent.
"I know," she whispered. "Just... for a minute."
Jeff had no idea how long they'd been kissing, only that feel of her on his lap made it impossible to think straight. Stephanie's arms had wrapped around his neck, her mouth soft and hungry against his, and her hips were moving just enough to drive him insane.
It all caused him to be turned on, but it was also about how close she felt. How his sister's body fit against his like it was supposed to be there. His hands moved up under her shirt again, more confident this time, palms sliding along the warm skin of her back until he found the clasp of her bra.
The fact that she didn't stop him encouraged him to press forward and unhook it. He felt her breath catch in his mouth when he slid his hands around to the front, he ran his thumbs under the curve of her breasts, just barely touching them. It was enough to make her shift again in his lap though.
"Steph..." he breathed, as both a warning and a plea.
Her forehead rested against his. She didn't answer right away. Her chest rose and fell against his hands, and for a moment it felt like neither of them was breathing properly.
Then her hands moved to his wrists, bringing them to a halt.
The sound of his tone, when he whispered her name, had brought her back to their reality.
"Don't," she whispered.
Jeff froze.
"I want to," she added quickly. "God, I want to. But if you touch me... I won't stop."
He nodded, with a groan, still holding her just below her breasts. The feel of them resting in the crook between his thumb and finger.
"Okay. I get it."
"I just needed this moment with you," she murmured, burying her face into his neck.
He slid his hands away from beneath her loose hanging bra, letting his arms wrap fully around her instead. They locked around her back, pulling her into a firm hug. She melted into him, chest to chest, her forehead resting against his. They weren't kissing anymore. Just holding. Her weight settled over him, the feeling of care washing over them both as their breathing slowly evened out.
From the hallway, a door clicked shut. Maybe their parents' bedroom, or the linen closet. But the sound jolted Stephanie all the same.
Her head snapped up. "My door-" she whispered, already starting to scramble off his lap.
His arms tightened around his sister. "Wait-"
"Jeff, my door's still open-" Her voice rose in a panic, but he didn't let go.
"Just a few more seconds," he said, grinning even as she fought against his hold.
She pushed at his chest. "Are you insane?"
He laughed softly, still holding her close. "Relax. It was just the bathroom door, in their room."
She froze, her breath caught halfway out. Then, slowly, she relaxed again, slumping against him.
She smiled against her brother's shoulder, then let out a sigh so deep it seemed to carry all of the tension from her limbs.
"I'm scared we're going to screw everything up," she said softly.
"Well, you're supposed to be the voice of reason," Jeff said, his hand moving to the back of her head. "But jeez... one little kiss from me and you climb right into my lap."
That made her laugh before she sat up, brushing hair from her face. "Shut up."
She shifted to climb off him, and as she did, his hand slid down for a quick squeeze of her ass.
"Jeff," she said firmly, giving him a look of warning, with just a hint of a smile cracking through.
"What? It's a reflex! I mean, it's built into a guy that when he sees an ass that nice, he has to touch it."
"I need to do a couple of things before dinner," she said, fully standing and shaking her head before stretching.
Jeff didn't argue. He just looked at her, unable to look away as she raised her arms overhead, her back arching as only a gymnast's could. He couldn't help but notice the subtle ripple of muscle beneath her skin, the easy, unconscious flexibility that always reminded him she'd been an athlete most of her life.
"I'm serious. Go," she hissed.
He stood, adjusting his erection with no effort to hide the gesture, flashing his crooked smile. "You're lucky I have self-control."
"Is that what we're calling me kicking you out, now? You having self-control?" she asked, raising a brow.
"Close enough," he said, stepping into the hallway. "Seriously, you've gotta stop stretching like that in front of me, if you want me to leave next time."
She shut the door in his face, but not before he caught the smirk she was trying to not let him see.
The sound of pans clattering in the kitchen greeted her as she came downstairs. Mom had already laid out some of the groceries they'd be packing for the lake. Jeff's water bottle sat on the counter, half full, a ring of condensation spreading beneath it.
Stephanie moved to the island. The air felt different, but she couldn't dismiss that maybe it was just her overthinking.
She nodded toward the bottle. "Jeff's always leaving stuff around."
The comment was casual, an attempt to reinforce the idea that he still got on her nerves, even if they'd been getting along lately.
"Hey," mom said brightly. "You got your things sorted?"
Stephanie nodded, peeling the wrapper slowly. "Mostly. I tried to not pack half my closet. Figured I'd leave a little room for everyone else to bring stuff too."
"Smart girl. We all appreciate you consideration for others," mom chuckled.
Jeff appeared a few seconds later, barefoot, raking a hand through his hair. "So what time are we leaving tomorrow?"
"Early," dad answered, walking in from the hallway. "I want to beat the rush."
Jeff gave a noncommittal head bob. "Cool."
Their dad looked between them. "You two seem to be getting along really well lately."
Stephanie glanced at Jeff with a mock look of skepticism. "I mean... he's not the same little twerp he used to be; I'll give him that, but..."
That earned a small laugh from mom as she closed the fridge. "Well, he did grow up eventually," she said, shooting dad a sideways glance. She was light on the surface, but edged with a dose of a warning towards Frank after their last conversation about Jeff and Stephanie.
"It's good you're getting along, just feels a little different lately. Funny how fast things change. One minute you're arguing over the remote, next thing I know, you're inseparable."
Stephanie leaned her hip against the island, arms loosely crossed as she looked between them. "Yeah, well... I guess spending enough time around someone eventually wears you down."
Jeff moved toward the sink, turning on the faucet to rinse his hands.
Dad's eyes stayed on them.
Jeff could feel his dad watching him, like he was trying to find a crack somewhere in his expression. He kept his posture loose, eyes on the sink. It was an attempt to remain casual, but his shoulders were tighter than he wanted them to be.



"Anything we should know about before we head out tomorrow?" dad asked, with an even voice.
Jeff dried his hands on a towel, then leaned against the counter. "Like what? Stephanie's inability to pack light?"
Stephanie rolled her eyes. "Right, because God forbid, I bring options. Meanwhile, if you had your way, you'd be bringing all of your game machines, and not just your laptop."
"You two," mom said, shaking her head and a light smile.
Dad didn't find the exchange as funny.
Jeff felt the pause stretching out. Then, quieter, dad added, "I'm just saying... if there's any problems going on, it's better we talk about it now than pretend everything's fine."
Stephanie was already reaching for her water bottle. "We're fine."
Her voice was steady. Jeff glanced at her, admiring her ability to stay so calm, considering how stressed she'd been. He knew she was rattled, but she wasn't showing it. Not even a tremor. A life time of stress management before competitions.
Dad looked like he might press further, but mom touched his arm gently. "Can we not do this tonight, Frank? Please?" she muttered to him.
He looked at her for a moment, seeing the seriousness in her face.
"I'm going to finish packing," he said. "We leave at six."
"Anyone want a banana shake?" Mom smiled at them.
"I'm trying to watch my girlish figure," he joked and lifted his hands to pass.
Stephanie offered a small smile. "Maybe later."
As mom busied herself again, Jeff caught Stephanie's eyes across the counter. Her expression was calm, but the way she gripped her water bottle said enough. For the first time, he really understood what she'd been trying to tell him.
They were officially under surveillance now.
Day 1 of the vacation - Saturday
The rear hatch didn't shut on the first try.
Stephanie shifted her bag and tried again, this time hearing the latch catch with a satisfying sound. Dad had already loaded the cooler, chairs, and their luggage. The sun was just starting to come up making everything look more peaceful than it felt.
Just as she rounded the side of the SUV, Jeff walked out the front door, his backpack slung over one shoulder and a bag of snacks in his other hand.
"You really bringing the whole pantry?" she asked.
"Not my fault. Mom said to grab everything. I just grabbed what she had put out."
Stephanie raised an eyebrow as he walked past. "Please tell me that's not just chips and energy drinks."
"You wound me," he said, tossing the snacks onto the back seat. "Besides, mom packed it all, not me."
Mom called from inside the house. "Did someone grab the extra towels from the laundry room?"
"I got 'em," Jeff said, jogging back up the steps.
Stephanie climbed into the back seat, sliding across the leather and adjusting her seatbelt. A moment later, mom joined dad up front, cheerful and chatting already about the weather forecast for the week and which grocery store might have the better deli options.
She stared out the window, the edge of her shorts brushing her thigh where the seat was still warm. Jeff climbed in beside her, tossing the bags over the back seat cramming the towels down so dad would still be able to see out the back while driving. As he settled in, he nudged her knee with his own, like he was still the annoying little brother who lived to get a reaction.
She gave him a glance as though warning him, but he just smiled back at her.
The engine hummed to life as dad pulled out of the driveway, turning onto the main road. Jeff leaned his head back, watching the trees flick past through the rear window. His knee resting a few inches away from Stephanie's.
He could feel her thinking. The subtle tension in her posture, the way her fingers toyed with the hem of her shorts. She was back to overthinking things.
They passed a gas station. Then the park. Then that little produce stand mom always talked about stopping at and never actually did.
The drive stretched on, with dad's old rock music playing.
"We'll probably hit a little traffic near the cutoff, but it should clear up after that," dad eventually said, breaking the silence.
Mom hummed her agreement and reached for the playlist on her phone. The music battle about to begin of what to listen to on long drives, were always a safe bet to happen on every road trip.
Jeff leaned closer to Stephanie, letting his hand brush hers. She didn't turn from the window to look at him, instead, her fingers moved slightly, just enough that the side of her pinky intertwined with his.
It was only a small gesture, but with dad and mom just feet away, and with how distant she'd seemed in her own head, it meant everything to him that she didn't pull away.
Stephanie sat behind their dad, wither her legs now angled slightly toward the door. Her cheek rested on her knuckles as the trees blurred past the window. The casual talk from up front almost made it easy to pretend nothing had changed.
She felt Jeff move beside her. The sound of his seatbelt unbuckling instantly got dad's attention.
"Sit back and buckle up," dad said without turning his head.
"Yeah, I know, safety and all that," Jeff replied, already leaning forward between the seats, arms braced casually on the back of the two front seats. "I just wanted to ask about fishing. You bring your new rod?"
That got him to loosen up. Dad's brow eased, just slightly as he looked at him in the rearview mirror.
"I brought a few," he said. "But yeah, I brought my new one to try out, plus the two you guys used to use when you'd go fishing with me, just in case. No new tackles this time, but that should be fine for what's in the lake."
Jeff nodded like he was taking mental notes. "Did you have a particular day you were thinking? Or just whenever the weather's good?"
"Depends how windy it gets overnight," dad said. "Forecast looks consistently good for a few days, but that shoreline's gotten unpredictable with the crap growing in some areas. Might try a late-afternoon drop and see how they're biting tomorrow, after we grab the boat."
Stephanie could feel the subtle shift in dad's attitude and how it seemed less guarded now, his voice loosening as he settled into a topic he loved. Mom chimed in from the passenger seat, asking about that one time he caught a bass near the rocks and had to have Jeff help get it in the boat. Jeff laughed, reminding her that he'd nearly dropped the net in the water.
The conversation continued, as the tension seemed to be forgotten.
Jeff stayed leaned forward between the seats, his elbows resting loosely on the center console, still engaged with their parents. Suddenly, his left hand reached back casually, dropping behind him toward the seat where Stephanie sat. He didn't look at her as he maintained his causal conversation, but his hand found her thigh.
Stephanie stiffened. She caught the movement just as his fingers brushed her leg. She shifted slightly and swatted at him, her eyes going wide in disbelief. He didn't pull away, just shook his hand after she hit it, before easing back like nothing had happened.
"-and that's when I told him he'd probably spooked the whole damn cove, and scared all of the fish away," dad was saying, clearly deep into a story from last season.
His next touch was light at first, as though testing her, almost absentmindedly. Stephanie's muscles tensed instantly. She glanced down, then back up at the road. Her knee shifted away from him, as a subtle warning.
Jeff gave a laugh that sounded completely natural. "That sounds like him. You should've seen him try to untangle the line after. Took twenty minutes before he ended up still having to use a knife, anyway."
Mom added something about the weather that day, and Jeff responded easily. It was only during another long-winded story from dad, that Jeff glanced over his shoulder quickly, and mouthed to Stephanie, Scoot down, taking advantage of dad's distraction.
She narrowed her eyes at him.
He turned back to the front and picked up the thread of conversation again, asking dad about the drop-off near the south bank. While dad answered, Jeff's hand returned a little more cautiously this time.
His fingers found the front of her thigh, brushing gently as if it were nothing. Stephanie's breath stuttered. She grabbed his wrist and pushed it away this time instead of just swatting at him, her eyes darting to mom and dad to make sure no one had noticed. The next time he looked back, she gave him a look that said: Don't.
Jeff didn't stop talking. He tossed in a short joke about bait types that made mom laugh. His tone never wavered. But when he glanced back again, the grin he gave her was maddening.
Come on, he mouthed again, barely moving his lips, speaking more with his eyes.
Stephanie shook her head once. She folded her arms across her stomach, doing her best to ignore the blush climbing up her neck. He didn't touch her for a few seconds, and for a moment she thought maybe he'd let it go.
Then his hand came back, resting higher this time, closer to the inside of her thigh. The pressure was light, but it was impossible to ignore. Stephanie swallowed, her eyes flicking down as she tried to focus on the passing trees outside her window.
She shifted in her seat, her better judgement losing out to the touch of his fingers. Her shoulders sagged as she exhaled through her nose, then gradually slid a little lower in her seat. Her knees parted slightly, and her face burned as she reached up, brushing her hair around, almost as if she were trying to hide behind it. A flush crept higher across her cheeks.
She'd dropped just enough that his fingers didn't have to reach much further, before they traced long the soft curve of her inner thigh, circling gently just beneath the line of her shorts. Each pass grazing higher by fractions, slowly enough that her nerves started fraying at the edges.
He kept talking up front like nothing was happening, nodding at something dad said, adding a comment here and there about gear weight or casting angles. His voice never faltered.
Stephanie tried to focus on anything else. The road, the trees, the sound of the tires on the road, but her skin betrayed her. She could feel how warm she was as the sensitivity increased. Her legs kept shifting, at first in resistance, but now just trying to manage the tension building at her core.
His thumb stroked along the inside of her thigh again, just missing the point where her body was starting to ache for more. It made her hips twitch without meaning to, a slight tilt that only invited him further.
Still, he didn't go straight for it, and that made it worse... Or better? She didn't really know anymore.
She closed her eyes while her breath became more shallow. Her hand gripped the top of her own thigh, fingers digging into the muscle just above his, but she didn't push him away. She couldn't, every inch of her was buzzing with nerves and a rising tension in her belly. The pressure between her legs was becoming unbearable now.
Jeff's fingers inched higher, stroking beneath the light linen, brushing the very top of her inner thigh. A breath escaped her lips before she could stop it. If he'd heard it, he didn't acknowledge it. He just kept his place leaning between the front seats, talking about depth finders or tackle, anything to keep dad and mom occupied, while he pretended he hadn't just felt her thighs twitch again under his touch.
He was giving her every chance to stop him, and she hadn't. She only bit her lip and scrunched further down in the seat. Her hands held tight in her lap, and then she let her knees drift apart, just slightly, and his hand followed.
The tips of his fingers found the edge of her panties and rested there. Just resting. Waiting for her to react.
Stephanie clenched her thighs for a moment, out of reflex at feeling his hand so high, trapping it, then she let them ease open again. She was losing the fight against her own body, her pulse increasing so fast it felt like her heart was about to beat its way out of her chest.
Still, he waited.
The longer he stayed at that edge of her sex, the more she wanted him to move, but he still wasn't. Her eyes darted forward. Mom was still chatting with dad, talking about something they'd need to grab from the store before unloading. Jeff chimed in again, not missing a beat.
And then his thumb slipped over the top of her panties.
Stephanie flinched, hips shifting upward and into his touch just slightly as his touch finally reached where she was wettest. He moved softly, brushing along her slit, never too deep, and never fast. She buried her face in her hand, biting into her palm.
His fingers explored slowly, tracing the dampness over the fabric. Teasing again and making her twitch. The pressure building inside her had nowhere to go. Her body screamed for friction. For contact. For more than this unbearable hovering.
Then unexpectedly, even to her, her hand moved. Her shaky fingers slid between her legs as they spread further. She gripped the edge of her shorts, holding her breath, and pulled the leg hole aside slowly, taking her panties with it.
His fingers slid in without resistance.
Stephanie's head tilted back against the seat, wishing she could see the expression on his face when he suddenly felt her smooth skin, instead of fabric. Her mouth parted in silence. He was inside her now, slowly circling with two fingers, working her over with a pressure she hadn't realized she needed so badly.
Up front, the conversation went on. No one noticed her flushed face or the way her knees had pulled up slightly, as her feet reactively rose up onto their toes. No one noticed her trembling.
His fingers moved slow and steady inside her, tracing small, deliberate circles stirring her insides, taking his time. Stephanie's muscles tensed with every pass, her thighs twitching in tiny pulses as the tension in her body wound tighter. She tried to keep her face turned slightly toward the window, with a palm still pressed to her mouth in an attempt to hide the color rising in her cheeks.
Each stroke made it harder to stay still. Her hand was still holding her shorts aside, fingertips trembling as she tried to keep them from slipping back into place as she became more and more distracted. Jeff's hand worked with impossible control under the circumstances, each movement subtle, continuing to talk like he wasn't doing anything unusual. But he was, and she was letting him.
The sensation was deep and building fast. Her lower stomach clenched, as the tension began spreading through her limbs in small waves. She didn't dare shift too much; afraid it would draw attention and he'd have to stop. Her whole body felt wired, drawn so tight she couldn't breathe fully.
Up front, mom was laughing again. Dad said something about needing to check the propane on the grill when they arrived. Jeff responded smoothly, keeping his tone even, and his body still forward as if he wasn't knuckle-deep inside her.
Stephanie blinked, her vision blurring slightly as she fought to stay quiet. The pleasure came in waves now, small at first, but growing. It was in the tightening of her thighs, the gasp of every breath, the near cramping of her calves, and the helpless curl of her toes inside her sandals.
Her eyes closed for a moment, then again. She was close. She wanted to let go, but couldn't. Not here. Not with mom's and dad's voices two feet away. The thought made her pulse race harder.
Jeff's fingers adjusted their angle, just slightly. The pads of them pressed into a spot that made her whole body jolt. Her stomach clenched. A quiet gasp caught in her throat, and she bit the webbing of her hand, between her thumb and finger, hard to keep it from escaping. He'd hit this spot by accident before.
She shifted her hips just a little. Then a little more. Her hand pressed harder against the seat beside her, bracing herself. Another stroke. Slower this time, as she became wetter and he had to take more care to not make noise from his fingers stirring within her. He added more pressure in place of the slower strokes.
Stephanie exhaled, a shallow breath slipping from her nose as her muscles tightened again. Her thighs were trembling now, and her body locked in place while Jeff's fingers moved slowly inside her. He hadn't looked back. He hadn't changed his focus. He just kept going, while he carried on the conversation like none of it was happening.
It wasn't enough, but she needed it to be, now, losing any sense of feeling this shouldn't be happening.
Her free hand drifted down from where it had been covering part of her face. She hesitated for a moment, then slipped it over herself through the leg hole she still held aside for him. Her fingers moved, finding the swollen center of her arousal, circling over her clitoris. The relief was immediate.
Jeff felt the change. Her fingers brushed his, the movement unmistakable. He turned slightly, just enough to see his sister's hand between her legs, her head tipped forward and hair falling over her face. She looked lost in her desire, flushed from the sensations as she helped push herself to the edge. He watched for a moment, taking in the motion of her hand and the way her hips pressed and twitched.
Then he turned back, responding to something dad had said with a simple, "Yeah, that makes sense," ignoring her fingers still rubbing against his.
Stephanie couldn't look at him. Her attention was fixed on keeping quiet, and as still as possible, even as her body betrayed her. Her breathing changed when her thighs clenched again. She rocked her hips slightly, increasing the pressure of his fingers inside her with the quick, firm strokes she made over her clit. It didn't take long to go over the precipice.
Her orgasm came fast, but she managed to choke down her moans. Her legs drew tighter, her fingers froze, and a violent tremor rolled through her core. She clenched around his hand, her body shuddering through the orgasm in silent waves. She breathed through her nose, clenching her jaw and scrunching her brow, with her eyes closed. The need to stay quiet forcing her body to release the energy in different ways, as her throat clenched and she bit at her lip.
Jeff didn't change a thing. He stayed forward, kept his tone level, and slipped his hand out from her shorts once he felt her start to come down.
Stephanie let her own hand fall limp in her lap. Her legs stayed parted for a moment before she released her shorts and eased them together again. Her chest rose and fell under the thin stretch of her tank top, and she pressed her forehead lightly to the window, eyes still closed.
Neither of them said a word. Jeff moved back into his seat, his hands resting casually in his lap, while he examined his fingers. Up front, mom was still chatting about store stops, and dad had moved on to fuel levels and boat prep. None of it felt out of place.
But Stephanie could feel the change. Her body still hummed faintly from the final sensations of her release.
The fresh lake air came up to meet them as they got out of the SUV. Dad opened the door to the house and stepped aside so mom could go in first. "We'll get the car unloaded if you want to get settled," he said. "No sense all of us tripping over each other."
Stephanie followed her in, running her fingers along the back of a wide couch that faced a stone fireplace. The place was nicer than she remembered. It looked like the owners had bought some new furniture since the last time they were there. Through the rear windows, the deck overlooked a wide sloping lawn that ran to the edge of the lake, dotted with paddleboards and two kayaks stacked by the dock. The late afternoon sun made the water look almost silver.



Jeff moved past her with a duffel on one shoulder and a paper bag in the other. "Still beats a roadside motel."
"No rusty vending machine in the lobby," Stephanie said, brushing her hair back and peeking into the open kitchen.
Mom had already moved toward the hallway. "I wonder if they've changed out anything in the main bedroom." she said aloud, looking around the living room. "Stephanie, you've got the one on the left. Jeff-"
"Yeah, yeah," he said. "Loft. Got it."
He climbed the short staircase that led to the open-railed loft above the living area. It had a bed, a low dresser, and enough floor space to give him room to move around without feeling crowded.
Dad returned to the SUV for the next round of bags, distracted with a mental checklist: food, fridge, chargers, sunscreen. He didn't seem to be watching them, and after the car ride, that was a relief for both Jeff and Stephanie.
They unpacked casually. Stephanie opened the closet in her room and hung a few of her things, then checked the bathroom for towels. Back downstairs, Jeff wandered into the kitchen and helped their mom put away cold items from the cooler they brought. Dad was outside on the deck checking the grill and muttering about the propane.
No one was watching them, letting Jeff feel a little more relaxed after the way dad had been the night before.
When Stephanie came out with a bundle of blankets, she paused by the patio door, catching Jeff's glance as he passed by with a cooler. It was brief, just a quick look from him, a faint smirk tugging at one corner of his mouth, but it was enough to bring back the memory of his hand between her thighs in the car, how calm he was while he talked to dad like nothing was happening. Her cheeks warmed again, but he didn't stop walking, and neither did she.
Dad was still poking around the grill, muttering something about uneven propane flow while mom unpacked burger fixings, along with paper plates, and plasticware onto the deck table. Jeff joined dad by the grill, grabbing the spatula and giving a few mock-expert flips in the air. Stephanie watched him from the edge of the deck, the way he slid so easily into both roles of the dweeby brother, and the teasing boy who could still make her stomach do flips with just a look.
Dad took over again with the burgers while Jeff stepped back, peeling a slice of cheese for himself and eating it straight. Mom handed Stephanie a pitcher of lemonade, then moved on to slicing tomatoes.
"So," dad said, brushing sauce onto one of the patties, "we need to pick up the rental boat tomorrow."
"Should be good weather," mom said. "At least until Thursday. After that, the forecast looks a little iffy."
"We'll plan lake activities for the first half of the week," dad nodded. "Split time between fishing and tubing, and see what happens from there."
Jeff grinned. "And maybe not let Stephanie drive the boat this time."
Stephanie rolled her eyes. "That was one time, and the wake rules weren't marked clearly."
"You nearly beached it," dad added.
"I was helping you test the hull integrity," she deadpanned. "You're welcome."
Everyone chuckled. It was the kind of easy laughter that came from shared stories and well-worn memories. It didn't erase the tension from earlier, but it layered something familiar and comforting on top.
As they finished their food, they relaxed at the patio table. Plates passed, drinks poured. Mom and dad slipped into conversation about gas prices near the marina and whether or not the shed still had some outdoor lounge chairs. Jeff chimed in occasionally, but his eyes found Stephanie's across the table more than once, giving silent messages, reminders, and looks she wasn't sure how to respond to.
Later, the sun dipped below the trees, casting everything in twilight blue. The few non-disposable dishes were dropped in the sink to be delt with the next day, and dad disappeared into the primary bedroom with mom not long after. Steph wandered toward her bedroom with a yawn and a stretch, leaving Jeff alone in the living room.
He stayed downstairs after Stephanie slipped away, the soft creak of her bedroom door closing somewhere down the hall. The only glow came from the muted screen of the TV and the occasional blink of the router tucked under the entertainment center. It all marked just how still the house had become.
He sat on the edge of the couch, elbows resting on his knees, hands laced loosely, and for a moment, he just stared at the floor. The memory of what he had done so brazenly hadn't left his thoughts. The feel of her legs against his hand. How wet she was. The way she'd moved, helped him, and only gave him a few weak looks of protest that said no.
His erection had barely gone down.
With a grunt, he stood, turning off the TV and started the climb up the stairs to the loft, where his laptop was. It was dim up there, lit only by a small nightlight near the stairs. His suitcase was still unzipped, clothes half-spilled out beside the bed.
He grabbed the laptop and tossed it onto the mattress, flopped down beside it, and pulled it open. After a few clicks and scrolls, he opened a familiar site just to take the edge off. A thumbnail caught his eye and he opened the video, but his attention kept drifting. The video was fine, there was plenty of action, but not enough her.
He scrubbed through a few clips with the volume off and the screen dimmed, but none of it did much. The girls looked too polished, and their noises were too fake. His hand wasn't even in his pants. He closed the tab and sat back, restless.
His phone was still face up beside him. He picked it up, unlocked it, and opened their text thread. No unread messages. No new notifications. Just that same, generic conversation that they had last.
He didn't overthink it.
Jeff: you still up?
A moment passed. Then another. His thumb hovered over the screen. Maybe she was asleep already, but he doubted it. He leaned back against the pillows, legs stretched out, laptop still glowing beside him, and waited, unable to sleep.
Stephanie lay on her back, one leg bent, foot tucked under the other knee, reading an e-book before going to sleep. It was a different take on Peter Pan and the Lost Boys. Definitely not the type mom or dad would've approved of. Her room was dark except for the light from her phone screen and the faint light above the dock bleeding in through the blinds.
When the buzz of a message lit up her screen, her thumb hovered for a second before she decided to finish the page she was on.
Jeff: you still up?
Eventually opening the message, she stared at it, lips curling faintly. Of course he was texting her now as she read that book. Her thumbs moved before she really thought it through.
Stephanie: Maybe. Depends who's asking.
Jeff smirked when the message came in. He didn't hesitate.
Jeff: just some guy who can't stop thinking about the way you would've sounded earlier if you didn't have to be quiet.
His heart beat a little harder as he hit send, then waited, fingers brushing his jaw.
Back in her room, Stephanie bit her lip, then shifted onto her side, propping her head up on her hand. Her stomach flipped a little as she reread the message. She didn't reply right away as she considered his flirting and if she wanted to reciprocate.
She typed slowly.
Stephanie: You're incorrigible. But... can't sleep, so I'm reading.
Jeff scoffed as he read her message, assuming it was something educational. He immediately typed out his reply.
Jeff: and I'm the nerd? at least I'm not reading on vacation.
Stephanie's lips pulled into a small smile as she read his message. She could practically see the smirk on his face, the one he wore when he was being a smart ass. He probably figured she was reading some boring textbook or one of the classics he'd skimmed in high school as required reading. Something safe.
But he didn't know about this book. Or that she'd been hooked on it since the second chapter. Or how it had her twisting under the covers more than once since she started it.
She opened the app she was reading on and scrolled through to find a particular passage. One where the main character had been backed against a wall, breathless, pinned by someone dangerous and cocky and impossible to resist. She took a screen shot of it, and then she sent it. No words, or explanation.
Jeff's screen lit up. He assumed it was another teasing message, maybe a sarcastic gif or a "go to bed" meme. But when the image loaded, his brow furrowed.
Then his eyes widened. He reread the paragraph. Once. Twice. A third time, slower. She was reading that? His mouth parted slightly, caught between disbelief and something a lot closer to arousal at the thought of her reading something dirty.
His reply came seconds later.
Jeff: since when do you read stuff like that?
Stephanie grinned at his reply, her thumb tapping the side of the phone as she reread what he sent. She could picture his face perfectly, with his eyebrows raised, lips parted, maybe grabbing at himself, thinking of what she might be doing as she read. Good.
She tucked the blankets tighter around her waist, the phone casting a faint glow against her as she began typing.
Stephanie: Since I got tired of reading about girls who always do the right thing.
She hit send, then immediately flipped the phone face down on the mattress and rolled onto her back, heart beating a little faster now. It felt like a challenge and a confession, proof that she hadn't stopped thinking about his touch in the car, and maybe a test too, made easier by the walls and rooms that separated them now.
Up in the loft, Jeff leaned forward, phone close, the rest of the room forgotten. Her response excited him more than he expected. Her teasing was subtle, but way more direct than she usually was. He looked at her words again.
Girls who always do the right thing.
His thumb hovered for a second. Then he typed:
Jeff: guess I'm lucky you're not one of those girls
He didn't wait before sending another.
Jeff: so what else goes on in this book, exactly?
Back in her room, Stephanie rolled her eyes at the second message but felt the familiar tension return low in her stomach. She knew exactly what he meant. And she knew he'd probably reread that passage once he saw it again.
Still lying on her back, she used her thumb to skip through a few pages to find the spot that made her pause earlier. The one that hinted at things far rougher than what she ever talked about. Just a few taps, and she took a screenshot, one that clearly showed a sentence describing fingers pinning wrists above a head, a mouth hovering. She glanced at it once. Then attached it to the chat and hit send before she could question herself for sharing.
Stephanie: Here's the part that made me have to stop reading for a few. Happy now?
Then she set the phone down beside her on the pillow and stared at the ceiling, heart knocking a little harder than before.
He stared at the screenshot again, thumb hovering over the image. His mouth pulled into a slow grin. He hadn't expected that from her. Stephanie, with her tight schedules and finals stress, curled up reading about wrists being pinned and mouths hovering.
Jeff: didn't know you were into all that
Back in her room, Stephanie's brow rose as she read his reply. Her heart still hadn't slowed. She rolled onto her back, one knee lifting slightly again, phone resting on her stomach as she typed.
Stephanie: I didn't say I'm into it. It's just a book. A little escapism.
She immediately followed it with a second text.
Stephanie: Doesn't mean I want it for real.
Jeff read her reply with a smirk. He could almost hear her voice and the words coming out sounding defensive, teasing, maybe a little uncertain. It made him want to push, just a little, but not so hard that he'd scare her off.
He typed with one hand, the other idly resting over the front of his shorts.
Jeff: still kinda hot though. were you thinking about it while I was touching you in the car, with nowhere to go to escape?
The moment he hit send, he leaned back on the pillows again, eyes flicking toward the rafters of the loft. He didn't expect her to admit anything, but now he was imagining her, flushed in the seat next to him, thinking about wrists and mouths and things he hadn't even done to her yet.
Stephanie immediately felt her skin warm as she read the message. She stared at it for a long second, then exhaled through her nose and bit her lower lip. The idea of him imagining her like that... it made something tighten inside her all over again.
Instead of typing right away, she opened her camera, flipped it to the front-facing view, and lifted her phone a few inches above her head.
No filters. Just her, in the tank top she'd worn to bed, one strap slightly slipped off her shoulder. She looked soft, flushed from the book and their conversation, and giving the sexiest smile she could muster, still finding that part of her confidence.
Click.
She added a caption:
Stephanie: Don't you wish you knew
Sent.
Jeff's breath caught when it came through. He sat up straighter, fingers pinching to zoom the image without even thinking. His heart was hammering now, that throb returning in full force. Her expression, the slight drop of her lips, their fullness, that strap falling - he could practically feel her in the room with him.
He stared at it longer than intended, then sent back:
Jeff: jesus. how do you still look like that even when ready for bed? sending pictures like that doesn't tell me you want to stop anything...
Stephanie let out a small, shaky breath. She was still fighting the part of her brain that said she shouldn't be doing this, starting to resurface at his reminder, but knowing he liked it, seeing his reaction. His words, the way he looked at her, the affection she always felt from him gave her something she didn't even realize she'd needed before they started.
Stephanie: We're in different rooms. Feels safer.
Jeff: yeah. but I'm definitely hard now. just so you know.
She laughed quietly, then curled onto her side again, heart pounding and fingers hovering over the phone.
She thought for a moment, then reached under the covers and pushed her shorts just low enough on one hip to show a small hint of the curve beneath her waistband.
She snapped the picture, letting the shadows do most of the work, the way the sheet fell naturally helping her stay just this side of too far.
Then-
Stephanie: your turn.
Jeff's eyes lit up when her next photo came through. It wasn't overt. The hint of her hip just above the loose waistband, the way the lighting played against her skin. It was subtle, and somehow even more provocative than if she'd sent him everything. It was Stephanie - naturally sexy, without trying, in his opinion.
Jeff: rude. you already know what it looks like. now you're just teasing me.
Stephanie smiled faintly at her phone, her fingers ghosting across the screen in thought. She could still feel the pulse between her thighs from earlier, that tension building again. She wasn't used to being the one to push him, but she wasn't going to back off, either, letting him feel the pressure for a change.
Stephanie: you're stalling.
Jeff huffed a laugh. She wasn't wrong. He rolled to his side and adjusted his waistband slightly, the fabric of his shorts pulled tight across his groin. The effect didn't actually show his hardon, but the tension was enough to show he wasn't lying to her earlier about what her picture did to him. He angled the camera and took a shot, hard, but not exposed, the kind of image that felt like something she'd take if it were her.
He hesitated only a second before attaching it.
Jeff: fine. just for you.
He hit send, then ran a hand through his hair, suddenly aware of how warm the loft felt.
Back in her room, Stephanie's mouth went slack when she opened the image. He was hard. And it wasn't like it was the first time she'd seen him like that, not even the first time that day after looking over at him in the car when he'd finished with her, but something about the intimacy of it, the fact that he'd just sent it to her and no one else, made her chest tighten.
She took a deep breath and typed slowly:
Stephanie: you're lucky i'm already worked up.
Stephanie: if this was yesterday... i don't think i could've handled it.
Jeff: no one stopping you now.
She stared at that message for a second, then reached under the sheet again, hand drifting lower.
Jeff's phone buzzed.
Another image.
It was darker than before, the lighting dim from only the flash of the screen's front facing camera and most of her hidden, but it was clear enough. Her hand was slipping beneath the elastic of her panties, her fingers just under the waistband obviously not quite reaching herself. It was still only teasing but undeniably sexy.
Stephanie: still safe, right?
Jeff's mouth went dry. His response came slower this time, his hand already moving over himself as he stared at the screen.
Jeff: depends on your definition.
Another picture from Stephanie followed, this time she was holding the phone slightly above her chest. Her tank top had slipped more, one strap barely clinging to her shoulder. Her lips were parted, and in the grainy image, there was a softness to her eyes that almost made him ache.
Stephanie: then maybe not.
He stared, unable to respond right away, caught between the arousal, the adrenaline, and something heavier pressing against his chest from the love he felt for her, and the surprise at her daring tonight.
He set his phone down for a second, just to breathe, then picked it back up.
Jeff: you're making it really hard to be good right now. literally... hard
Stephanie snorted softly, the sound quickly swallowed by her pillow as she buried her face in it for a moment. She hadn't expected her body to respond this much from a few messages, but her thighs kept tensing. Her breath had quickened, and the longer it went on, the harder it was getting to resist the urge to touch herself. It was stupid, really, it was just some flirty texts, but every message made it more difficult to pretend she didn't want more. She adjusted the blanket slightly and a few moments later, she sent another text.
Stephanie: good's overrated.
Then, without warning, a video came through.
Jeff's pulse kicked up as he saw the play icon. He tapped it.
It was only a few seconds long. The camera was angled low, mostly shadow, but unmistakable. Her fingers were between her legs. Her breathing was shallow. There was no talking. Just the movement of her hand, and the faintest tremble of her thighs.
Jeff's hand closed tighter over himself, already stroking. His own excitement was barely contained.
Jeff: fuck. send a longer one. i need to watch it while i cum.
Stephanie hesitated, her thumb hovering, then typed:
Stephanie: only if you do the same.
Jeff's breath hitched as he read her message. His other hand moved from the base of his shaft to reach for the phone, pointing it low. The tension in his chest rose from what she was doing to him with her messages. Now she wanted to see him, to see what she'd done to him. He hit record.



The screen captured his hand working steadily, the quiet huff of his breath. He kept the phone steady for a few seconds, then angled it slightly so she could see the way his fingers tightened and the small flex of his abdomen as he stroked, moving closer to the edge.
He hit send without trimming it. No second-guessing.
Back in her room, Stephanie watched the bubble appear, then blinked as the thumbnail preview loaded. She sat up slightly, absently pulling the blanket tighter around as she tapped the video. Her lips parted the moment she saw it. His hand was stroking himself; his body was flexing when he'd hit certain spots around the head, he clearly wasn't holding back in what he sent her. Her heart fluttered hard in her chest. She replayed it once, then again, before shifting the phone to the side and leaning back.
She wasn't trying to tease anymore. Her fingers slid under the edge of her panties and found herself already wet. All from him. From this.
Pulling them aside with one hand, she hit record again, the camera tucked discreetly in the crook of her bent knee, angled down so he could see her hand move but not her face. Just enough to let him watch her fingers, the way they stroked softly, rhythmically, until her hips began to roll slightly with each pass.
The sound of her breath, faint and staggered, filled the audio. She gasped once, her legs tensing, then she stopped the recording before it went too far.
Stephanie: hope that helps.
Jeff groaned aloud the second it landed. His cock twitched in his grip. The video was short, but watching her, knowing she'd filmed it for him, tightened everything inside him. His fingers worked faster now, less restrained. He thumbed back to her last video and let it play again, matching the pace.
Jeff: send another. show me when you finish.
Stephanie stared at the message, her heart hammering as she read it again. It was more than just the demand; it was how badly she wanted to do it. How much of her was already caving this.
She pulled the blanket off completely, followed by her panties, not even pretending to hide anymore, and adjusted the angle of the phone again. She zoomed it in slightly, making sure he had a closer view. Her fingers moved with more urgency now, slippery and rhythmic. She let herself chase the impending orgasm, hips twitching, stomach clenching.
She started recording again.
This time, she didn't stop when she gasped. Or when her thighs trembled. She let the camera capture it all. The way her hand dipped inside to spread her natural lubricant, The speed in which her fingers increased as they focused on her clitoris, the sound of her breath catching, the final flutter of her body as the tension finally snapped and rippled through her.
Her legs stayed tense, shaking slightly, even as her hand stilled. She sent the video with trembling fingers.
Jeff opened the video the second it came through. The moment it filled the screen, his breath caught.
She'd pulled the blanket off, completely bare now with her panties gone, and thighs spread just enough to frame the shot. Her fingers moved in slow, deliberate strokes at first, gliding through the slick folds he could clearly see. The way her lips parted under her touch, they were shiny, flushed, and wet. It made his cock twitch painfully in his hand.
The camera wobbled slightly when her hips began to jump, chasing the friction, and he saw her fingertips disappear inside her, first one, then two, before pulling back out again, glistening.
He exhaled sharply, grip tightening.
The view was close enough that he could see everything. The smooth slide of her fingers, the way her body clenched when she gasped, her barely-there inner lips clinging to her fingers. Every stroke left a shimmer behind. When her hand moved up to circle her clit, he could tell by the tension in her thighs that she was right on the edge and likely too far gone to care.
Then it happened. Her hips lifted slightly off the mattress, thighs trembling, fingers moving faster with frantic, focused strokes. Her breath stuttered, and in the middle of it, between the soft, broken whimpers, his name slipped out, high and breathy. The sound of it hit him like a shock.
He watched her twitch, her lower abdominals flexing and spasming uncontrollably, the defined muscles tightening in forceful waves that seemed to travel through her entire body. Her knees drew in slightly, and her fingers only slowed when the lingering sensitivity finally made her pull back. Every tremor held his focus, but it was hearing his name that captured his attention completely. It was the hottest thing he'd ever heard.
Jeff sank deeper into the pillows, his eyes locked on the looping clip, her parted thighs, the motion of her hand, the gasp as the release took her, and that perfect, unguarded sound of his name. The tension he'd been carrying all day from the car ride to now slammed into him.
He grunted low in his throat as the first pulse hit, his cock jumping in his hand. Thick ropes of cum shot high, streaking his stomach, chest, even reaching the base of his neck. His whole body shuddered as each spasm dragged more from him, until it eased into smaller beads sliding from the tip. He finally sagged back against the pillows, chest rising and falling hard.
He stared at the ceiling, chest still heaving, before finally glancing down at the mess across his torso.
"Jesus," he muttered, wiping a hand on the sheets next to him. He picked up his phone, angled it, and snapped a picture of his bare chest streaked with the proof of how hot he thought she was.
Jeff: was gonna film it for you but i couldn't stop watching the video.
He hit send, still catching his breath, and let the phone fall to his side.
Stephanie's phone buzzed again, the screen lighting up with his message. It felt like ages since she'd sent the video, even though she knew it had only been a few minutes. But those minutes had felt like an eternity, thick with anticipation, her heart thudding harder with every second of silence. She'd never dared to send anything like that, even questioning why girls would risk putting something like that out there. But she'd also never had anyone to send something like that to, before her brother of all people.
When she opened the image, her breath stopped.
His bare chest streaked with cum - so much of it. High across his abdomen, and even his upper chest. Her stomach fluttered, as her thighs tensed instinctively. She hadn't expected that. Hadn't expected him to come that hard because of her. Because of what she'd sent.
A laugh of disbelief slipped out, breathless and shaken, as she clutched the phone in both hands. Her body buzzed all over again. A kind of stunned satisfaction, mixed arousal, and a sense of power from knowing she could cause such a reaction from him. And all of it laced with fondness for her little brother.
She read his message again. Then again.
Part of her wanted to write something flirty or clever, like she had been tonight, but she just kept staring at the photo with her mouth hanging open in disbelief. She felt unsteady, like she'd set something in motion that she couldn't quite pull back from.
She finally typed, slowly:
Stephanie: Didn't expect that.
Stephanie: You really couldn't look away?
The moment she hit send, she tucked the phone under her chin and stared at the ceiling, her body still warm, her pelvis still bare beneath the blankets. It felt strange being in separate rooms after sharing something so intimate, like they should be closer somehow. But maybe that distance was why it felt safe enough to happen at all. But it also kept her from seeing his reactions first hand. Caused her insecurities to mount in between texts.
Her phone buzzed again.
Back in the loft, Jeff immediately switched from the video he watched, to the text she'd just sent. He didn't hesitate to reply.
Jeff: not for a second. still can't
He paused, thumbs hovering, then added:
Jeff: kind of wanna sneak into your room right now
He hit send before he could regret it, knowing there was a 99% chance she wouldn't allow it.
Downstairs, Stephanie bit her bottom lip, her pulse kicking up again. The buzz in her belly had started to fade after her climax, but now it returned.
She took a moment before answering. She just stared at the message, thinking of everything she'd let happen today. Like he had said, she was supposed to be the voice of reason and she was failing miserably.
Eventually, her thumbs moved again.
Stephanie: It was probably stupid of me to have sent that
Stephanie: But I'm not sure I'm mad I did it
And she meant it. Even as her heart pounded in her chest.
He could still feel the aftershocks in his body, but something about her words pulled his mind back into focus. His fingers hovered over the keyboard. He wanted to say something to reassure her, maybe tease her, definitely to tell her how insanely sexy it had been to watch her, but nothing felt quite right.
Another message came through.
Stephanie: We should probably get some sleep. And no, you're not allowed to sneak into my room
Jeff laughed quietly under his breath, the sound fading in the empty loft. He stared at her message for a few seconds, then typed back:
Jeff: rude but fine
Jeff: goodnight trouble
He hit send and set the phone on the mattress beside him, still grinning as he stared at the ceiling. Downstairs, she was probably doing the same. Separate rooms. And an entire week ahead.
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Stephanie strolled into the living room, head high and shoulders back. One of the most notable things about her was the extreme arch in her lower back that made her already eye-catching backside stand out all the more. The habitual posture of a gymnast. Her walk was stiff but feminine, her clothes were a casual pair of sweatpants over a sleeveless, vibrant red unitard.
She spotted Jeff sitting on the couch, his eyes glued to his laptop. Smirking, she sauntered over and plopped down beside him without bothering to see what he was watching. At twenty-one, she was in college on a gymnastics scholarship. He was still in high school, eighteen and nearing the end of his senior year. They were both on the awkward side of the social scale, each naturally introverted.
Stephanie had been in gymnastics for as long as she could remember, and while she was good, the sport had never seemed to love her as much as she loved it. She had never been among the elite, and she blamed her body. She was never built like the stereotypical gymnast, with more curves than most. Her breasts were larger, her hips wider; she often felt like certain apparatuses worked against her, or that judges marked her down because her lines didn't match the standard. It had left her self-conscious about her body, which in turn made her uneasy around guys.
Many had tried hitting on her, after all, she was a gorgeous gymnast, flexible in ways that drew attention. But when they flirted, she often misread it, assuming they were just being polite or, worse, toying with her. It had made her self-deprecating and dismissive.
Jeff, on the other hand, was the proverbial nerd. He wasn't a bad-looking guy, just socially awkward, which kept him far from the "cool kid" crowd at school. With his social status decided for him, he spent most of his time in books or on his computer. He played a lot of games online and was teaching himself programming, with plans to study engineering in college.
"What's up, Jeff? Still drowning in your nerdy fantasies, I see?" she teased, nudging his arm as she reached for the TV remote to flip through the channels. "Anything good going on with you?"
Jeff had jumped slightly when Stephanie plopped down beside him, her sudden presence startling him out of his focus. He quickly minimized the window he'd had open on his laptop, hoping she hadn't caught a glimpse of the content. Turning to face her, he gave a warm, genuine smile despite the initial surprise.
"Oh hey, Stephanie! Didn't hear you come in," he chuckled softly.
Laughing or smiling had always been his way of covering when he was nervous, and he was definitely nervous now, hoping she hadn't seen anything. His eyes drifted to her outfit, taking in the vibrant red unitard peeking above the waistband of her sweatpants. He swallowed hard, trying not to stare at how it clung to her athletic form.
"I was just, uh, catching up on some, um, coding stuff," he lied, his eyes flicking back to the laptop screen before meeting Stephanie's again. "So, what's up with you? Just finished practice?"
Jeff's eyes darted to her unitard once more before he quickly looked away. Her discomfort in her own skin often made her misinterpret the looks she got. Years of training had left her with little time around guys, and she'd never learned how to interact with them easily. If not for her love of gymnastics, and the scholarship that came with it, she might have quit long ago, knowing she was never going to reach the sport's elite level.
The insecurities that came with that bled into how she saw herself. Even though she could tell the way Jeff looked at her wasn't how he should be looking at his sister, it felt different when it was Jeff. It didn't bother her. In fact, it made her feel... something she couldn't quite define, but she didn't hate it. He was too nerdy to be threatening, and that nerdy quality made his attention oddly endearing. The fact that he was the boy she'd grown up next door to, who had never tried anything before, made her assume he hadn't been interested in her anyway.
"Right, 'coding stuff,'" she said, making air quotes with her fingers, teasing him. She gave him a knowing look but decided to let him off the hook. "Yeah, another day, another practice. Think I'm just gonna chill in front of the TV for the evening and find something to watch."
She stretched her arms above her head, arching her back slightly. The motion drew the tight fabric of her unitard taut across her chest; a detail Jeff didn't miss as he stole a quick glance.
"I'm going to go change quick. I just wanted to get out of there after practice, hence the reason I'm still in my leotard," she added matter-of-factly, reading his glance at her outfit as him wondering why she hadn't changed yet.
Jeff swallowed hard at the stretch and tried not to stare as she walked away. His already hard cock twitched involuntarily. Hoping she didn't notice, he adjusted himself, wondering how her nipples didn't show through that material, and how she managed to flatten her chest in it at all. He'd had a thing for her since the moment he'd first become aware of girls. He'd always tried to suppress it for a number of reasons. First and foremost, she's his sister, but beyond that, he figured she was completely out of his league on top of it.
Now he just hoped he wouldn't do anything to make things awkward between them. She had always been kind to him. She hadn't treated him like the geeky kid cramping her style. Being a few years older, she would drop him off at a friend's house on her way to practice, or buy him and his friends tickets to R-rated movies when he wasn't old enough. She talked to him like he was one of her friends and not the little pest he might have been, considering how much time he always wanted to spend with her. But no matter how much he tried, there were moments he just couldn't help looking.
"You wanna join me?" she asked, plopping back down on the couch and pulling up the streaming service on the TV. As she shifted, trying to get comfortable, her thigh brushed against Jeff's. Thinking nothing of it, she settled in, her thigh a couple of inches away from his.
"Uh, y-yeah, sure. Sounds good," he stammered, his voice slightly higher than usual.
The brief contact hadn't gone unnoticed by him. He closed his laptop and set it aside on the coffee table. As he did, his arm accidentally brushed against her thigh. He jerked back as if burned, a light blush creeping up his neck. Clearing his throat, he tried to act as if nothing had happened. She didn't seem to notice the brief contact. He leaned back on the couch, forcing himself to focus on the TV screen.
"What are we watching? Anything specific in mind, or are we just browsing?" he asked.
Stephanie glanced over at him, noticing the slight flush off his cheeks. She frowned, concerned. "Hey, are you okay? You seem a bit flustered." She reached out, placing a hand on his arm. She had always been affectionate with Jeff growing up, and even now her touch was gentle and reassuring.
Taking his nod as confirmation he was fine, she looked back toward the television. "We can watch whatever you want. I'm easy," she said, her thumb absently rubbing small circles on Jeff's arm. She didn't even realize she was doing it, the action completely natural to her.
Jeff, on the other hand, felt his heart race from Stephanie's touch. He was acutely aware of every point of contact between their bodies. The warmth of her hand seeping into him, sending shivers down his spine, the proximity of her hip to his, the imagined warmth from the briefest touch of her thigh now feeling cold and vacant.
"I was thinking maybe a comedy? Or an action movie? Really, just anything to distract me from the meet coming up," she suggested, her eyes scanning the selection on the screen.
She was so used to being around Jeff that she didn't even consider how her actions or words might inspire his imagination. To her, this was just another normal evening hanging out with her little brother.
As she scrolled through the options, she shifted closer to him, her head resting on his shoulder, making Jeff hyperaware of her hair tickling his cheek, neck, and ear. She was tired from practice, and the comforting warmth of his body was always welcome. She felt safe with him. She always had. He was her anchor, her rock, the one person she could always count on. Jeff had always been there for her whenever she needed him. He had never been too busy, and even if it had seemed like she was disturbing him, he would drop what he was doing to help.
"What do you think? Anything catching your eye?" she asked, her voice soft and slightly muffled against his shoulder.
He took a deep breath, trying to calm his racing heart. This is Stephanie, my sister, he reminded himself, but it was getting harder and harder to ignore his feelings for her, especially when she was this close. He knew he shouldn't feel this way, but he couldn't help it. She was beautiful, kind, and she made him feel seen in a way no one else ever had.
"Um, yeah, a comedy sounds good," he managed, his voice strained as he tried to will his erection away. He couldn't think straight with her pressed against him, the scent of her strawberry shampoo filling his head, her soft curves warm against his side.
He tried to focus on the TV screen, but his eyes kept drifting to her face, and to the fullness of her pursed lips as she considered what to watch. He wondered what it would feel like to kiss her, to feel her lips on his, to taste her.
He gave a small shake of his head, as if it might banish the thought. He couldn't think like that. She's my sister, for god's sake, became his silent mantra. But even as he repeated it, he knew it was a losing battle. He was falling for her, hard, and he didn't know how to stop it.
Stephanie smiled softly when Jeff agreed to watch a comedy with her. She loved spending time with him like this, just the two of them, relaxed and comfortable in each other's company. She knew he could be a little awkward around her sometimes, but she had always chalked it up to him being younger and not quite knowing what to say to girls, even if it was just her.
"Great, comedy it is then," she said, lifting her head from his shoulder as she scrolled to the comedy section.
As Stephanie scanned the choices, her attention back on the TV, Jeff stole another glance at her. She had changed into shorts and a tank top, the neckline dipping enough that he could see straight down from his angle. There was no sign of a bra crossing the space beneath her breasts. He missed her warmth immediately, the absence of her touch leaving him with the same hollow chill he'd felt when her thigh brushed against him earlier.
He wanted to pull her back into his arms, to hold her close and never let go. Man, I need to find a distraction, he thought.
He shook his head slightly, trying once more to clear his thoughts. This was getting out of hand. He needed to get a grip on himself before he did something he'd regret, something that could ruin everything between them.
"With so many options, how can it be so hard to find something?" he asked, voicing the age-old question. His voice sounded more normal now that she wasn't pressed up against him. He forced himself to focus on the screen as she scrolled through the choices, trying to find something they would both enjoy.
As she searched, he became aware of the ache in his left arm from holding it awkwardly to avoid touching her. Needing to relax it, he let it drop to his side, and the back of his hand brushed against Stephanie's thigh. This time, he didn't pull away. Instead, he let it rest there, acutely aware of the smoothness of her skin. He swallowed dryly, knowing the thoughts in his head would mortify her if she knew, but lust was starting to outweigh rational thought. Maybe she doesn't mind. Maybe this is a sign she wants me too; he began to rationalize.
He glanced over at Stephanie, trying to gauge her reaction. She didn't seem to have noticed, her attention still fixed on the TV. Reality set in, he was probably reading into an innocent interaction between siblings, seeing signs where there were none. Still, he couldn't deny the way his heart raced when she was near, the way his body reacted to her touch. It only confirmed what he already knew, that his feelings for her were entirely one-sided.
While Jeff wrestled with his thoughts, Stephanie was completely oblivious, focused solely on finding a movie they could both enjoy. She scrolled through the options, pausing occasionally to read a description or watch a trailer. She didn't notice how long his hand lingered against her thigh, the touch inconsequential in her mind. Even if she had noticed, she likely wouldn't have thought twice about it. They "snuggled" all the time, so random body contact was to be expected.
"Ooh, how about this one?" she said excitedly, stopping on a movie she'd been meaning to watch for a while. It was a romantic comedy. She turned to look at Jeff, her eyes bright and eager.
"What do you think?" she asked, her hand coming to rest on his knee as she faced him. The action was innocent and completely platonic in her mind. She'd touched him like this countless times before, a simple gesture of comfort and affection. The overlap of limbs made Jeff's hand instinctively pull away as he felt her touch.
"S-sure, that one looks good. Ready whenever you are," he said.
Stephanie smiled brightly at his agreement, giving his knee a gentle squeeze before turning back to the TV. "Awesome, let's do it then!" she said enthusiastically, hitting play.
As the opening credits rolled, she settled back into the couch, her body naturally leaning toward Jeff's warmth. Falling into their usual movie-time position, she snuggled up against his side, her head finding its familiar spot on his shoulder. This was how they always watched movies together, close, sharing warmth. It was comfortable and familiar, bringing back that sense of safety she'd felt with him when she was younger.
Jeff's heart skipped a beat as she nestled in. Moving his left arm, he wrapped it around her instinctively, pulling her a little closer. He knew he shouldn't be doing it, but he couldn't stop himself. She never thought anything of it, her innocence when it came to guys' usual moves allowed him to take liberties he probably shouldn't. For her, it was simply snuggling. For him, it gave a vantage point he could enjoy without her noticing, feeding fantasies encouraged by the feeling of her body against his.
As the movie went on, she laughed freely at the jokes, her body shaking lightly against him with each chuckle. Jeff's attention was split between the screen and the deep view her neckline offered. The scent of her shampoo drifted up, pulling at another of his senses. It took effort, but he managed to shift his focus back to the movie, piecing together the moments he'd missed while watching her, and settling into simply enjoying both the movie and her little brother.
Every so often, she glanced up at him, checking to see if he was enjoying it too. Not every teenage guy liked a romcom. She loved seeing him laugh, loved the way his eyes crinkled at the corners and his face flushed slightly. It made her heart feel full in a way little else did.
At one particularly funny moment, she burst out laughing, her body shaking against him. He joined in, his own laughter rumbling through his chest and vibrating against her ear. She turned to look up at him, grinning wide.
"This movie is hilarious!" she exclaimed, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "I'm so glad we chose this one." She saw Jeff smiling as he watched, and he gave a simple nod in acknowledgment before she returned her attention to the screen.
When the movie ended, Stephanie stretched, her muscles yielding to the movement. The arch of her back pushed her chest forward, though she didn't notice the effect. She turned to Jeff with a playful smile. "Was it as good for you as it was for me?" she teased, smirking at her own innuendo.
He nodded again. "Yeah, it was pretty funny." He paused, took a breath, and said, "Hey, Stephanie, can I ask you something?"
"Of course," she replied, her brows furrowing slightly in concern as she saw the seriousness in his eyes. "What's on your mind?" she asked.
She shifted, turning her body to face him more fully, her legs crossing beneath her as she settled in. The movement caused her shorts to ride up slightly, revealing the length of her thigh almost to the crease of her hip.
Jeff took a deep breath, with his heart pounding. He wanted to ask her about helping him talk to girls, but he didn't know how to say it, or if he even should. He had never been good with the opposite sex, and the thought of asking Stephanie, the girl he had secretly lusted after for so long, was terrifying.
"It's just... I've been having some trouble, and I was hoping you could help me with something," he finally said, his voice barely above a whisper.
Stephanie's expression softened. She reached out, placing a hand on his forearms where they rested, folded in his lap. "Of course, Jeff. I'd be happy to help. What is it?" she asked, intent on doing whatever she could. He looked so uncomfortable she just wanted to hug him and make him feel better.
Jeff swallowed hard, trying to find the words. He had never talked about this sort of thing with anyone before, and now he was about to confess it to the one girl who occupied his thoughts the most. Maybe it was obvious, maybe she'd even guessed, but saying it out loud made him feel exposed in the most extreme way. He took another breath and pushed forward.
"It's... it's about girls. I-I don't know how to talk to them. I don't know what to say, or how to act. I'm just... I'm terrible at it," he admitted, his voice unsteady. "I freeze up, I screw it up. I don't know how to make them like me."
Stephanie bit her lip, her brows drawing together as she took in his words. She had always known he could be awkward around girls, but she hadn't realized how uncomfortable even talking about it made him. Her heart went out to him. Hearing that vulnerability in his voice hurt in a way she didn't expect. She wanted to help, to make him feel better, even if she wasn't quite sure how.
"Hey, Jeff," she said softly, her hand giving his arm a reassuring squeeze. "It's okay. You don't have to be good at everything. And you're definitely not terrible at talking to girls. You talk to me all the time, and I'm a girl, right?" She offered a small smile, trying to lighten the mood while searching for something encouraging to say.



She thought for a moment. "You know, maybe the problem isn't that you don't know how to talk to girls, but that you're trying too hard. Maybe you just need to be yourself. Girls aren't some alien species, we're just people, like you. And you're a great guy, Jeff. You're kind, funny, smart... any girl would be lucky to have you." She squeezed his arm again and added, "And hey, if you ever need help or advice, you can always come to me. I'm your sister, after all. I'll always be here for you, no matter what. Okay?"
Jeff rolled his eyes at the old cliché. Any girl would be lucky to have you. It was the kind of thing their mom would say, and it did him no good.
Stephanie chuckled softly at his reaction, knowing exactly how he felt. She knew how hollow the words probably sounded even as they left her mouth. "Yeah, I know, I sound just like mom, right?" She grinned and nudged him playfully. "But it's true, Jeff. You really are a catch. And I'm not just saying that because I'm your 'big sister,'" she added, the last two words with sarcasm. "I mean it."
She paused for a moment, thinking. "You know what? Let's make a deal. You help me with talking to guys, and I'll help you with your... girl problems. How does that sound?" She offered him a hopeful smile, waiting for his answer. "I can give you some pointers, maybe even role-play a few scenarios with you. That way we both get some practice. And... I don't know, it might do us both some good. What do you say?"
Her heart thudded in her chest as she spoke. She wasn't entirely sure why she was offering this, but she wanted to help him. She wanted to see him happy and confident, and she knew this had been holding him back for a long time. And besides, she thought, it might be fun, and it wasn't like she couldn't use a little help herself.
Jeff raised an eyebrow, studying her. He was surprised by the offer, but there was no way he was going to say no. He was desperate for any help he could get, and the thought of role-playing scenarios with Stephanie was far more appealing than he'd ever admit out loud. The dynamic between them was shifting right in front of him, and he wasn't sure how he felt about it. On one hand, he was terrified, one wrong move could ruin the amazing relationship they'd forged over the course of growing up. On the other, he was eager to see this new side of her, the side he wasn't supposed to know.
"Deal," he said at last. He swallowed hard, trying to calm his racing heart. "But... I don't want to mess up what we have, or make things weird between us."
Stephanie's face lit up with a bright smile at his agreement. She was thrilled he was willing to give it a try, and she silently vowed to help him however she could. "Oh, Jeff, of course we won't mess up our relationship!" she exclaimed, throwing her arms around him in a tight hug. After a moment, she pulled back, meeting his eyes with a sincerity that left no room for doubt. "You're my brother, and that will never change. No matter what, I'll always love you and be here for you."
She took his hand, giving it a reassuring squeeze. "And don't worry about making things weird. We're family, and family are supposed to help each other out. This is just us looking out for each other, okay? Nothing more, nothing less." She smiled warmly at him, her heart full of affection for her little brother. She had watched him grow up in the neighborhood and knew he'd been struggling with this for a while, just not this badly. She was grateful he trusted her enough to open up and was determined to be the best big sister she could be, and to help.
"So, when do you want to start?" she asked, her eyes bright with excitement. "I'm free after my next meet. It's my last one of the season, so I won't have nearly so much going on after. What do you think?" Her hand rested on Jeff's knee now, giving it a small squeeze.
"Yeah, let's see what happens," Jeff replied, his heart racing. He was taking a calculated risk, crossing a line between them that he knew existed for a reason, but he'd been aching for this for so long. Now that she had offered to help, there was no way he was going to pass it up.
"Alright, we'll start simple," she said, as her excitement grew the more she thought about it. She nodded, her smile widening.
Jeff tried not to let his disappointment show at the idea of having to wait until after her next meet. He knew how important gymnastics was to her and would never want to take away from that, but he couldn't help the pang of impatience.
"Yeah, that sounds good," he said, forcing a note of enthusiasm into his voice. "I'll be at your meet, cheering you on. And then afterwards, we can... practice."
He swallowed at the thought. He wasn't entirely sure what "practice" would mean, but the idea of it sent a wave of anticipation through him. He knew it wouldn't be easy with the way he felt about her, but she was the one person he was most comfortable around. If he could figure out how to talk to Stephanie, then maybe he could talk to anyone. And even though he knew he shouldn't be thinking about her that way, the thought of spending more time with her, and possibly getting a glimpse of a side of her he wasn't supposed to know was impossible to resist.
"In the meantime, I guess I'll just... keep trying. Maybe I'll talk to some girls at school, see if I can get better on my own. You know, so I'm not completely hopeless when we start practicing," he said, aiming for a casual tone. "But... if you have any advice for me, you know, for talking to girls in the meantime, that would be really helpful. I know you said you're not the best with guys, but... well, you're still a girl," he added with a shrug, "and I trust you more than anyone else."
Deep down, Jeff knew that if he hadn't been able to talk to girls before now, he wasn't going to suddenly master it in the next week. But he didn't know what else to say to her.
Stephanie's heart swelled with affection as she listened to Jeff speak. She could see the vulnerability in his eyes, the way he was trying so hard to be brave and confident. She knew how much courage it had taken for him to open up like this, and she was determined to do everything in her power to help him.
"Oh, Jeff," she said softly, taking his hand in hers. "You could never be hopeless. You're one of the kindest, most caring people I know. Any girl would be lucky to get to know you."
Despite her words of encouragement, a strange knot of jealousy tightened in her stomach at the thought of Jeff talking to other girls. She wasn't sure where it came from, but imagining him giving his attention to someone else made her stomach twist in a way she couldn't explain. She tried to shrug it off, chalking it up to her protective instincts as his big sister. Of course she wanted him to find someone special, someone who appreciated him for the amazing guy he was. But at the same time, she couldn't help worrying about him getting hurt. About him opening his heart to someone who didn't deserve it.
"As for advice..." she said, pausing to think. "I guess the best thing I can say is just be yourself. Don't try to be someone you're not, or say things you think a girl wants to hear. Just be genuine, and let your true self shine through. And if a girl can't see how amazing you are, then she's not worth your time anyway."
She gave his hand a gentle squeeze, looking up at him with a warm smile. "And remember, you don't have to do this alone. I'm here for you, always. No matter what happens with other girls, you'll always have me!" she exclaimed, her smile broadening as she threw her arms wide, presenting herself as if to make the point more dramatic.
Her words were sincere, but even as she spoke them, the uneasy feeling in her stomach wouldn't go away. She knew she should be happy Jeff was willing to put himself out there, and supportive of him finding someone. But the idea of him with someone else, of him moving on and leaving her behind, filled her with a sense of dread she couldn't quite place. It had always been the two of them, together through everything.
She let the thought drift away, telling herself she was being silly. Of course she wanted him to be happy. Of course she wanted him to find someone. And even if he did, she believed he would still be there for her whenever she needed him, just as she would be for him.
But as she reassured herself, an unexpected wave of longing for him washed over her, sudden and sharp. She looked up at him, her eyes locking on his, and something felt different. She couldn't put her finger on it, but there was a shift. A sudden, intense sense of possessiveness she had never felt toward him before. It was new, confusing, and she told herself it had to be nothing more than protectiveness. After all, he was being so vulnerable tonight.
Jeff felt it too. He could see it in her eyes, the way she was looking at him. It wasn't the same way she had always looked at him, not the way a sister looks at a brother. His heart pounded against his ribs. There was something more there, something new... but he told himself he must be reading into it again, projecting his feelings just like earlier.
The following week, Jeff stood at the edge of the gymnastics floor, the hum of the crowd mingling with the loud claps and cheers. His nerves mirrored hers, though he'd never let her see it. She had always been the one to keep things light between them. As her brother, he was proud of her, but also in awe of her dedication.
Stephanie had been a gymnast since she could walk, and she might not have been the best, but she was consistent. The balance beam was her strongest event, and her vault was solid, but it was her heart and effort that set her apart. Jeff had seen her struggle with both in practice recently. Today, though, she was in the zone. Over breakfast that morning, her eyes had gleamed as she told him she felt ready to show what she'd worked for.
The meet was held in a spacious university gymnasium, packed with teammates, families, and fans. Jeff spotted her team in their competition leotards, huddled together in a knot of nervous energy. But it was Stephanie's calmness, after days of being wound tighter and tighter, that caught his attention. She was focused, her eyes slightly narrowed as she ran through her routine in her head, visualizing every movement.
Jeff leaned back against the bleachers, legs stretched out before him. The air was heavy with anticipation. He knew she'd do well, but gymnastics, especially in front of a crowd, could bring out either the best or the worst. He was here not just as her brother, but as her biggest supporter. That alone was enough to keep him focused on her.
Then it was her turn.
Stephanie's expression sharpened, her hands brushing against her leotard as she stepped toward the floor. Jeff's heart rate kicked up, as he watched her move with deliberate grace to her opening position, the noise of the crowd dimming in his mind until it was just her. This was her moment.
The music began, and her routine unfolded like a story. She moved with fluid precision, her body soaring through the air. Her tumbling passes were clean, the back handspring and double layout twists flawless. She had always been able to execute with quiet confidence, and today was no different. Her dance elements flowed, graceful and expressive.
Jeff followed every motion, captivated by the way she seemed to command the floor. She didn't have to be the best to stand out, it was her heart that shone through for him. She poured herself into each move, her energy pulling the audience into her performance. When she landed her final tumbling pass without a single step out of place, Jeff was on his feet before he realized it, clapping and cheering along with the rest of the crowd.
Jeff stood up, clapping louder than anyone around him. He caught her eye as she took a deep breath and smiled, a mix of relief and pride washing over her face.
Her coach stepped in to congratulate her, and the rest of the team quickly joined in as she made her way off the mat. Jeff made his way down from the bleachers, weaving through the crowd until he was as close to her as the barrier would allow. Stephanie spotted him before he even reached her, her face lighting up the moment she saw him.
"You did it," he said, his voice full of admiration.
"Barely," she laughed, brushing a strand of hair from her forehead. "I thought I was going to step out on the last pass, but somehow, I didn't."
"You were amazing out there." Jeff leaned over the rail to hug her tightly, then stepped back. "Seriously, I've never seen you so in control."
They lingered there for a moment, just holding on to that quiet connection amidst the chaos of the meet.
As they headed out to meet their parents, Jeff couldn't help feeling grateful for the bond he had with his sister. It wasn't always perfect, but it was real. Stephanie didn't need to be a star gymnast for him to admire her, she already was, in his eyes, because of who and what she was. Strong, determined, and full of heart. That's what made her special, and he was glad to be there, cheering her on no matter the outcome.
The next afternoon, they were stretched out on the couch, Stephanie lying on her stomach with her head turned toward the TV. Jeff sat beside her, unable to keep his eyes off her. She was sprawled out next to him, one arm thrown above her head as she absently twisted a strand of her blonde hair.
She was so damn beautiful. His gaze drifted over the lines of her legs, the defined muscles of her back, the curve of her hips, and the perfect shape of her ass. He tried to push the thoughts away, tried to focus on the TV show playing in front of them, but it was useless. All he could see was her.
Fuck, he thought.
At the same time, Stephanie broke the silence. "So... I guess now that my meet's over, we can practice what we were talking about..." Her voice was tentative, almost casual, as if she were asking his opinion on it. She didn't look at him when she spoke.
Ever since they'd agreed to it, she'd felt a flutter of nerves every time the idea crossed her mind. She had convinced herself it was just from being anxious, after all, she'd never done anything like this before. Hell, she'd never even come close. But deep down, she knew that wasn't the only reason. Yes, she was nervous... but she was also excited.
Excited in a way she'd never been before. A way that sent her stomach into flips and made her heart pound in her chest.
Jeff turned to face her, his eyes tracing over her as she kept her focus on the TV, avoiding his gaze. Even without eye contact, he could see the uncertainty in her expression. An uncertainty that mirrored his own nerves now that the moment had actually arrived. He wasn't sure how to start, or how to break the ice. He had never done this before, and though he'd fantasized about it a hundred different ways, the reality was overwhelming.
"I guess that's true," he said, trying to sound casual, as if he hadn't thought about this every single time he'd looked at her since they'd made the deal. "But... I'm not sure where to start," he admitted, his voice rough with emotion. He swallowed hard, searching for the right words. "I want to help you, and I want you to help me. But I don't want to mess up what we have." The thought weighed heavy, the fear of ruining everything sitting at the root of why he struggled with girls in the first place.
Stephanie took a deep breath, still avoiding his eyes. Her heart was racing, and she wasn't entirely sure why she felt so nervous. It was just Jeff, after all, her nerdy little brother. There shouldn't have been anything to feel nervous about.
"Okay," she said, trying to sound more confident than she felt. "So, let's start with something simple. Just pretend I'm a girl in your class, okay?" She gave him an encouraging smile, hoping to put them both at ease. She imagined he must be feeling just as anxious as she was, so she tried to project a little confidence for the both of them.
"Hi there," she said, extending her hand toward him. "How's your class project coming along?" She had to fight back a small giggle at how odd the whole exercise felt.
Jeff paused, taking a moment to get into character. His eyes lingered on her face, her hair, the casual strength in her posture. That familiar tightness formed in his throat as he reached out and took her hand. Her skin was soft, and he held on just a second too long before letting go. Clearing his throat, he reminded himself that he was supposed to be talking to a classmate, not his gorgeous, impossibly tempting sister.
"It's going well. I've been doing a lot of research, and I think I've got a good start on my paper," he said, making an effort to sound confident. He drew in a breath, bracing himself for the next part. Taking the initiative with girls wasn't something that came naturally to him, but he knew this was the point of the practice.
"So, um... I was wondering if maybe you'd want to grab coffee sometime. We could study together, or just hang out. Whatever you want," he said, his voice faltering toward the end.
As the words left his mouth, he felt the heat rising in his face. He had never been this forward before, and even though it was just Stephanie, the nerves hit hard. He couldn't help wondering if he sounded too eager, or if he was making her uncomfortable.
He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself, and tried again. "I mean, if you're not busy. I know you have a lot going on with gymnastics and all, but I thought maybe we could find some time to just hang out. No pressure, just... just you and me. But only if you want to."
Stephanie smiled at him, her eyes softening. She could see how nervous he was, how much effort he was putting into this. It was sweet, really, and it made her heart swell with affection for him. She reached out and placed her hand on his, giving it a gentle squeeze.
"Hey, you're doing great," she said softly. "Just keep going, okay? You've got this." Compared to Jeff, she realized she was better at talking to guys than she gave herself credit for. Her problem wasn't conversation, it was reading the room, or understanding their intentions. Her self-confidence in her own beauty had always been the real hurdle.
Jeff nodded, drawing in a breath to steady himself. He looked into Stephanie's eyes, trying to gather his courage. "So, um, I was wondering if maybe you'd want to grab coffee sometime? We could study together, or just hang out," he stammered.
Stephanie's heart skipped a beat at his words, and she realized it was her turn. For a moment, she wasn't sure how to respond. She had never been asked out like this before, even if it was just Jeff roleplaying with her, and she suddenly became acutely aware of how close they were sitting, and how his hand felt beneath hers.
She took a breath, feeling that flutter in her stomach that had become all too familiar lately. It had to be nerves. Roleplaying was awkward enough, but doing it with Jeff while pretending he was a guy asking her out, was a whole other level. She took another breath, forced a smile, and nodded.
"Yeah, I'd love to," she said, aiming for casual, though she felt like her face was on fire.
Jeff smiled, relief washing over him. He hadn't expected her to agree so easily. He thought there would be more hesitation, maybe even a laugh to brush it off. But here she was, eyes shining with what looked like excitement.
"Great," he said, his voice a little hoarse. "So, um, when do you want to do this? I mean, we could do it today, or tomorrow, or whenever you want. I'm free basically anytime." His passiveness bled through again, making it sound as if the decision was entirely hers.
Stephanie giggled at his eagerness. Her own nerves were building, but she couldn't resist making light of the moment. Leaning back into the couch, she looked up at him with a playful smile. "Well, I don't know," she teased, tapping her chin in thought. "I am pretty busy, you know. I've got gymnastics practice, homework, studying for finals... all sorts of important things to do."



She paused for a moment, enjoying the way Jeff seemed to hang on her every word. It was kind of fun, actually, having this sort of power over him. She had never really thought about it before, but maybe there was something a little thrilling about talking to a guy this way.
"But I suppose I could squeeze you in," she said at last, her voice low and teasing. She reached out and traced a finger along his arm, trying to stifle a giggle. "How does tonight sound? We could grab dinner first, maybe see a movie... What do you say, stud?" She bit her lip, trying to hide her grin, and Jeff couldn't help noticing the fullness of that lip as it slipped free from between her teeth.
She knew she was laying it on thick, but she couldn't help herself. It was too much fun to watch him squirm. And besides, she was curious to see how he would respond to her flirting, unaware of how much weight her words and actions carried for him. Would he clam up? She wasn't intentionally trying to make him uncomfortable; she was just so out of her element that she didn't know how else to act. This had always been her problem, that when a guy talked to her, she couldn't take them seriously, and then she couldn't take the conversation seriously either. Usually, she didn't respond with flirting at all, she brushed it off instead. But this was Jeff, and with him, she felt more at liberty to play around.
Jeff's eyes widened, and he swallowed hard, his heart pounding in his chest. He knew Stephanie was only teasing, but the way she looked at him, the way her fingertip traced patterns on his arm, it stirred feelings he shouldn't have been entertaining. Especially not for his sister.
"Tonight sounds great," he managed to choke out. "Dinner and a movie, it's a date."
He cringed inwardly at the choice of words. A date. Was that what this was? It wasn't as if he'd ever been on a real date before, so maybe he didn't know the rules. But the idea of going somewhere with Stephanie, being out in public together and acting like a couple... it was almost too much to process.
"I mean, not a 'date' date," he added quickly, feeling his face warm. "Just, you know, two friends hanging out. That's all."
His eyes flicked down to her hand resting lightly on his arm, and he couldn't help but imagine what it might feel like to hold it, really hold it, as more than just her brother. Shame pricked at him for letting the thought linger, but it wouldn't leave. Lately, he had been feeling the weight of his loneliness more than ever. It had never been a problem before, but his feelings for her seemed to magnify it, making him hyper-aware of how isolated he was outside of his games.
And here was Stephanie, his beautiful, perfect sister, offering him something that felt dangerously close to more. Maybe it was just practice, but he couldn't wait to spend the evening with her.
He drew in a slow breath, trying to calm himself. He needed to stay focused, to keep the roleplay moving, but it was getting harder and harder to remember that this wasn't real, that Stephanie wasn't actually interested in him that way.
Stephanie looked into Jeff's eyes, trying to gauge his reaction. She wasn't sure if he was actually serious about this "date" or if he was simply playing along with the roleplay. But the way he was looking at her, the intensity in his eyes, sent her heart racing and had her palms dampening. She had never seen Jeff like this before, so focused and intent. It was a little unnerving, but oddly exciting. She found herself wondering what was going through his mind, what thoughts hid behind that stare.
"Tonight, huh?" she said, keeping her voice light and playful. "Well, I guess I could be persuaded. But it would have to be somewhere good. None of this fast-food nonsense. I want a real meal, at a real restaurant."
She crossed her legs, regarding Jeff with a teasing smile. The game between them of the back-and-forth was becoming addictive. Watching him squirm and seeing him so far out of his comfort zone, was unexpectedly entertaining. And she had to admit, there was a small thrill in flirting with him like this, even if it was only practice. The fact that her words could make her feel powerful, could visibly affect him, wasn't lost on her.
"And the movie had better be good too," she continued, tapping her chin in exaggerated thought. "Not some comic book movie, but something I can actually enjoy.
"I'm just kidding," she added quickly, a laugh slipping out as she softened her tone. "I'm sorry, I just couldn't resist. This is just practice, right? We're just playing around." Her insecurities edged in, the familiar feeling that she had pushed things too far even with herself.
When she caught the slight falter in Jeff's smile at her last words, her own chest tightened. "Wait... were you serious? Did you actually want to go to dinner and a movie tonight? Or was that just part of the roleplay?" she asked, her voice rising with the discomfort of realizing she might have disappointed him.
The confusion in his eyes gave her a pang of guilt for teasing him so much. This was exactly why she was terrible with guys, because she never believed they were serious, and she had a bad habit of putting her foot in her mouth or walking away with a completely wrong read on the situation.
Jeff's mind spun. He couldn't tell if Stephanie was genuinely interested or if she was simply toying with him. He had never been good at reading women, and Stephanie was no exception. He swallowed, tried to collect himself, and answered carefully.
"I... I don't know," he said at last, his voice soft, hesitant, and colored with an effort to mask disappointment. "I mean, I thought we were just practicing. But... now that we're talking about it, maybe we should actually go out tonight. You know, see if we can roleplay this in the real world."
He looked up at Stephanie, his eyes carrying a mix of nervousness and excitement. "What do you think? Do you want to? I mean, if it's too weird for you, we don't have to. We could just keep practicing here."
Even as he said the words, he realized how much he wanted it to be real. He wanted to take her out on an actual date and get a taste of what it might feel like to go out with her. At the same time, he knew how easily it could get weird. His own feelings aside, he was almost certain she wouldn't be comfortable. Still... she had been taking the roleplay further than he expected, and that was enough to keep his hopes alive.
Stephanie felt a rush of emotion as she met his eyes. She could hear the hope coming through his voice, even if he was trying to mask it. There was always the chance that a real date, even under the guise of "practice," could shift something between them in ways they couldn't undo. But it was fun, even more fun than she'd expected, and part of her wanted to keep living in the fantasy. Maybe, just maybe, she wanted to see what it would feel like too.
"You know what? Let's do it," she said, her tone decisive. "Let's go out tonight, just the two of us. We can grab dinner, see a movie, and just... just go on a date." A blush rose up her neck as she said it. "No pressure, no expectations. Just a chance to hang out and have fun."
She straightened, turning to face him fully. With a playful glint in her eyes, and grabbing his knees, she gave an exaggerated batting of her lashes. "We have a nice dinner, then share some popcorn and a soda! And cuddle up in the chairs where the armrest goes up!" She laughed, deflecting some of the absurdity in the situation. "Maybe this will be good for both of us."
Her smile widened, her eyes bright with a mix of excitement and amusement. The humor made it easier to lean into the idea, even if it still felt strange. A flutter stirred in her stomach, and she told herself it was just nerves, nothing more.
"So, where should we go?" she asked, her tone light and teasing.
Jeff felt his heart skip when she agreed. He could hardly believe it, after all this time of wanting to be alone with her in that way, she was saying yes. Even if it was "just for practice," he wanted the night to be perfect. Heat rose to his face as he tried to keep his focus on her words instead of letting his imagination run ahead to what might happen after the movie. Not that he thought it would actually happen... but he could dream.
"We could try that new Italian place near the mall," he suggested, his voice cautious. "I heard it's really good, and it's right next to the theater."
"And as for the movie, I don't really care," he added, aiming for casual. "We can see whatever you want. I'm just happy to be going on a date." The last part slipped out too earnestly, forcing him to mask it with a feigned indifference.
Jeff took a deep breath, the words having tumbled out of his mouth in a rush, and tried to calm his racing heart. He could still feel Stephanie's hand on his knees, and when he rested his own on top of hers, the softness of her skin sent electric jolts through him. The thought that he was actually going on a date with the one person who should have been more out of reach than anyone else was almost beyond belief, but the excitement swelling inside him refused to be contained. She was so beautiful, so perfect, and all he wanted was to hold her, to kiss her, while trying to hide the fact that his excitement wasn't the only thing swelling.
Stephanie felt her cheeks warm as Jeff mentioned the Italian restaurant. It did sound romantic, but she pushed the thought aside. This wasn't a real date, after all, just a bit of fun, a chance for both of them to get more comfortable spending time with and talking to the opposite sex.
"Italian sounds great," she said with a smile. She could see the spark in his eyes, and it made her stomach give a little flutter. She'd never seen him like this before - so open, so eager. It was a good look on him, she decided, even if the idea of a romantic evening out with him still made her uncomfortably aware of feelings she didn't understand.
She stood, collecting her thoughts. "Okay, so, Italian for dinner, and then a movie of my choice. Sounds like a plan." Grinning, she added, "I'm gonna go get ready. Pick me up at seven?" Her tone was teasing, but when she reached the bottom of the stairs, she glanced back with a mischievous smile. "And don't forget to wear something nice. This is a date, after all," she said matter-of-factly.
With that, she turned and headed up the stairs, her pulse pounding. She couldn't believe she was actually going on a date with her brother. She was going on a date with Jeff. But she couldn't deny the small surge of excitement either. It would be fun to dress up, go out, and have a good time. The fact that the whole thing was meant to serve as "practice" was an easy justification for letting herself get caught up in the idea, regardless of who it was with.
Jeff's eyes lingered on her as she disappeared upstairs. He could hardly believe she had agreed. Excitement and nerves twisted together in his chest until he couldn't sit still. The second she was out of sight, he jumped to his feet and headed for his room.
He tore through his closet, trying to find something decent. In the end, he settled on a pair of dark jeans and a button-down shirt that he hoped looked more mature than his usual t-shirts and hoodies. After a quick shower, he caught sight of himself in the bathroom mirror and grimaced. He looked like a bundle of nerves with his hair slightly mussed and eyes wide.
Drawing in a steadying breath, he focused on getting himself together. He dressed carefully, making sure everything sat just right. Tonight wasn't just another night, it was a chance to be someone a little more confident, someone who might actually deserve to be sitting across from Stephanie in a restaurant.
Jeff wanted to look good for Stephanie, to make a solid impression. Even if this wasn't a real date, he wanted to treat it like one. He headed back downstairs and paced the living room, unable to sit still while he waited for her. His mind kept racing with thoughts of the evening ahead. He wondered what she'd look like, what she'd wear. He tried to picture her, but no image in his head quite captured her beauty, her grace... her everything.
Upstairs, Stephanie felt like she was walking on air as she rummaged through her closet. The knot in her stomach was no longer from nerves, but from anticipation. She had never been on a date before, and the thought of going with Jeff was unexpectedly thrilling. She took her time getting ready, trying on outfit after outfit before finally settling on a little black dress she usually reserved for more formal events. It hugged her curves in all the right places. She stepped into a pair of heels that made her feel taller, more like a woman, more confident. Spinning once in front of the mirror, she admired her reflection. She'd never felt quite like this before. So empowered, or so ready to take on the night.
After what felt like an eternity, Jeff heard her footsteps on the stairs. He turned and his jaw went slack. She looked stunning. The black dress hugged her figure perfectly, and her hair fell in loose waves that framed her face. She wore makeup, something he rarely saw on her, and it didn't hide a thing. It simply polished and refined her natural beauty, making it impossible for him to look away.
His mouth went dry. She looked like a goddess, and he couldn't believe he was the one going out with her, even if it was only "practice."
"You look... amazing," he managed, his voice low and a little hoarse.
Stephanie's face lit up at the compliment, warmth flooding through her. She had spent so long feeling awkward around guys, second-guessing how she looked. Tonight, she felt confident, and hearing Jeff say it made that feeling even stronger.
"Oh, this old thing?" she teased, feigning nonchalance even as her cheeks warmed. "I just threw it on." She chuckled softly at the old cliché. "But thanks, Jeff. That means a lot."
She stepped closer, reaching out to adjust the collar of his shirt. The gesture was small, but intimate, and she felt her pulse jump as her fingertips brushed his skin. Pulling her hand back quickly, she masked the moment with a smile.
"You look pretty sharp yourself," she said lightly. "I like the shirt. It suits you."
Turning away to grab her purse, she took a slow breath to settle the butterflies in her stomach. This was just practice, she reminded herself. Not a real date. But the reminder didn't make her feel any less nervous.
"Shall we go?" she asked, turning back to Jeff with a bright smile. "I'm starving, and I can't wait to have some Italian."
At the restaurant, they were seated at a cozy corner table. It wasn't overly fancy, but it was nice, and considering Jeff didn't have a job, Stephanie figured he must have been stretching his budget to take her there. The little black dress felt like the right pick for the ambiance, pairing well with Jeff's button-down shirt and clean, dark jeans. She had never seen him in slacks before and wasn't sure he even owned a pair, so the button-down itself came as a pleasant surprise.
Throughout the meal, they touched more than usual, with a hand brushing an arm, a playful nudge with an elbow, the occasional squeeze of a hand. Their conversation wandered from lighthearted jokes to shared memories, and the laughter came easily. Whatever tension they'd started the night with had made way for the comfort that came with a lifetime of knowing each other. The idea of this being "just practice" had long slipped from their minds.
After dinner, they strolled to the movie theater hand in hand, their fingers entwined as though it were the most natural thing in the world. Jeff held the door open for her, and they found seats near the back.
Stephanie settled in, feeling a warmth spread through her as Jeff took the seat beside her. For reasons she couldn't quite explain, being close to him like this felt right. She leaned into him, resting her head on his shoulder as the previews rolled.
When the film began, she let herself get pulled into the story. It was another romantic comedy and caused her to laugh at all the right moments, but every so often a pang of longing caught her off guard. She wondered if she'd ever have what the characters on screen seemed to find so easily. Someone who looked at her like she was the only person in the room, someone who made her heart race and her palms sweat.
Without thinking, she reached for Jeff's hand and wove her fingers through his. He glanced at her in surprise, but she only smiled and gave his hand a gentle squeeze. It felt... nice. Comforting.
As the movie went on, she leaned in more. The armrest between them, which she'd joked about earlier, was lifted now, leaving no barrier. Resting her head on his shoulder again, she breathed in his scent of clean soap layered with cologne. She was almost certain it belonged to their dad, but on Jeff it smelled different. Better.
Jeff's breath caught when she closed the distance between them. The warmth of her body against his made it impossible not to imagine wrapping his arm around her and pulling her closer. Instead, he held her hand again, letting his thumb trace small, steady circles across the back of it. For once, what he wanted of simply holding her hand as more than a brother, felt within reach.
Jeff found himself more focused on Stephanie than on the movie. He couldn't see her face clearly from this angle, but he could feel the subtle movements that gave her away. The slight tightening of her cheeks when she smiled, the small shift of her body against his when she chuckled, the soft sound of her saying "Aw" during the tender scenes. He loved seeing her like this, seemingly relaxed and happy.
And then there was the view he couldn't ignore. The gentle curves of her cleavage framed by the dress, the way her chest rose and fell with each breath, the faint ripple when she laughed. The hem of her dress had gathered high on her thighs, baring their toned lines. A visible testament to her years in gymnastics. The skin there caught and reflected the faint light from the screen, drawing his eyes no matter how hard he tried to keep them on the movie.
By the time the credits rolled, Stephanie felt as if she were coming out of a daze. She blinked slowly, realizing she had been holding Jeff's hand the entire time. When she glanced over, the warmth in her cheeks deepened. He was watching her with a soft smile, the corners of his eyes crinkled. In the dim light, her returning smile made Jeff's heart skip. She was supposed to be off-limits, but that thought had lost all weight tonight. The comfort of their relationship had already pulled him in; this new closeness had him wishing the night would never end.
Stephanie shivered when he gave her hand a gentle squeeze. Looking up at him, her heartbeat picked up. She didn't know what to say, only that she didn't want the moment to end.
"Did you like it?" he asked.
She nodded, suddenly shy. "Yeah, it was really good," she murmured, her gaze dropping to their linked hands. "Jeff, I-" She faltered, the words catching before they could form. Something hovered on the edge between them, but she couldn't quite place it.
Before she could try again, a couple from the row behind them shuffled past. The woman's purse swung wide and bumped into Stephanie's head.
She jerked away with a startled yelp.
"Shit, I'm sorry!" the woman blurted, leaning back toward her.
Stephanie waved it off with a quick smile, motioning for her to go. "It's fine, really. It's okay."
When she turned back, Jeff was grinning, a wide, goofy smile he couldn't help. The moment had been building toward something unspoken, only to be cut short in the most random way. He was disappointed, sure, but the absurd timing of it all felt almost like something that would only happen to them.



"You okay?" he asked, his eyes scanning her face for any sign she was shaken.
Stephanie laughed and nodded as the theater lights came up, pulling them back into the present. "Yeah, I'm fine," she assured, giving his hand a quick squeeze. "That was just... wow. Really something else."
Her heart was still racing, the moment between them lingering in her mind even as they stood. She felt a flicker of disappointment knowing the spell had been broken. Jeff kept her hand as they stepped out into the warm night air, guiding her toward the parking lot. The breeze brushed over her bare skin, and for a moment she wished the evening could stretch on forever.
"You know," she said softly, glancing up at him, "I've had a really great time tonight. It's been... perfect."
He smiled down at her, eyes catching the glow of the streetlamps. "I'm glad you did. I had a great time too." His fingers tightened gently around hers, a wordless echo of the sentiment.
Out in the open, with the hum of passing cars and scattered voices around them, caused the reality of where they stood to creep back in. They weren't a couple, but brother and sister, and anyone could see them. The awareness sent them both back into their shells a bit. And as such, Stephanie went back to trying to make light of the situation.
"Well, I guess you'd better drive me home, stud," she teased, with an overly casual grin, trying to mask the tension in the air. "Wouldn't want my chariot to turn into a pumpkin." She nudged him with her shoulder, hoping to lighten the mood and push aside the unspoken feelings that lingered between them.
Jeff straightened slightly, the idea of what she said taking root in his mind in more way than she probably intended. Joke or not, he liked the sound of her asking him to take her home. The fact that home was the same place hardly mattered.
The drive back might not have carried the same charged silence as the end of the movie, but their energy was still high. They replayed her favorite parts of the evening, laughing easily. Still, Jeff kept catching himself sneaking glances at her. The line of her neck, the graceful bend of her arms, the strong curves of her thighs shifting in the seat, it all drew his eyes. It wasn't just her looks, though. It was how she treated him, how she made him feel special in a way no one else did.
Unknown to him, she noticed the glances. A flush rising to her cheeks from knowing he was looking at her, and soon she was hyperaware of his attention. Every shift of her legs felt deliberate under his eyes, and the butterflies from earlier fluttered back with force. Tugging at the hem of her dress, she tried to focus on the passing streetlights, all too aware of the quiet current running between them.
Stephanie took a deep breath, trying to focus on the conversation, even as a warmth spread through her body. Jeff shouldn't have been affecting her this way, he's her brother after all, but something about the way he had just looked at her... it made her feel beautiful and desired.
As they pulled into the driveway, her heart thudded in her chest. "Thanks for tonight, Jeff. I had a lot of fun," she said, her voice soft and a little breathless.
Jeff smiled back, his eyes crinkling at the corners. For a moment, they just sat there, the air thick with tension. "I don't know if I'm supposed to ask if you'd like me to walk you to the front door on a date, but since I live here too, I guess I'll just have to," he said with a nervous chuckle, trying to break the tension.
"Well, then I guess you'll just have to walk me to my bedroom door instead," she replied before she could stop herself. The boldness of it hit her a second too late, and her cheeks flushed hot.
A jolt shot through Jeff at her words. The thought of walking her to her bedroom door was both thrilling and terrifying. The lines between them felt increasingly blurred. Is it just my excitement making it seem like she's acting differently? Or is she starting to feel what I feel?
He got out quickly and walked around the car, using it as a shield while he adjusted himself, praying she wouldn't notice the obvious strain in his jeans. When he opened her door, she stepped out gracefully, her dress clinging in a way that made his mouth go dry.
Unbeknownst to him, she had noticed. The sight of his arousal in the dimly lit driveway sent a dizzy, intoxicating rush through her. Knowing she was the reason for it, feeling that power for the first time, left her lightheaded. The fact that it was Jeff, and that the whole thing felt so off-limits, only made it more confusing... and more exciting.
When he offered his arm, she gave a quiet "Thank you," as her fingers brush the material of his shirt. The light contact sent a shiver up his spine, goosebumps prickling his arms.
They walked in an awkward silence, the air between them thick with tension and unspoken want. Stephanie's heart pounded as she felt the heat radiating from his body. She tried to focus on the simple act of moving forward, but her mind spun with the realization that all the feelings she had been trying to ignore were now bubbling over, crowding out her rational thoughts.
As they reached the front door, Stephanie turned to face Jeff. Her eyes were slightly hooded, but bright.
"Thank you for tonight, Jeff," she said softly. "I had a really great time." She wanted to get it out before they stepped inside.
Flickering light from the TV spilled faintly through the curtains, signaling that at least one of their parents was still up. It made sense since it wasn't that late for a Saturday, but the knowledge dampened the fragile, private world they'd been living in for the past few hours. In some ways, the night had stretched endlessly; in others, it had vanished too fast. Both feared that once they crossed the threshold, cooler heads might decide this couldn't happen again.
Jeff smiled down at her, his gaze warm and unguarded, confidence thrumming through him in a way he'd never felt before.
"Me too," he said, reaching out to tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "I'm glad we decided to actually go out and not just sit here talking."
He glanced at the door, knowing their evening was seconds from ending. Turning back to her, he wanted to leave her with something--one last thought to carry inside with her.
"Steph..." he began. He only called her that in moments like this, when they shared something that felt secret, separate from everything else. But his nerve faltered.
"I... well, I just wanted to say how beautiful you looked tonight. You should know how pretty you are, and that you have nothing to worry about when you talk to a guy," he finished, the admission smaller than what he'd truly wanted to say.
Stephanie felt a subtle drop in her stomach. She had been expecting more, and she knew she shouldn't have, but after the way the night had gone, part of her was sure he was going to say something deeper.
"Thank you," she murmured, glancing down at her feet. She meant it, but the words didn't land with the weight she'd been anticipating.
A quiet moment stretched between them, neither sure what to do next. Finally, Stephanie took a breath and met his eyes again. "Well, I guess this is goodnight then," she said, her voice catching slightly.
Jeff nodded, his eyes never leaving hers. "Goodnight, Stephanie."
For a heartbeat, it seemed like he might lean in to kiss her. But then he stepped back, and she felt a faint ache as the thread between them loosened. He pulled his keys from his pocket and unlocked the door, holding it open for her. As she walked past, her perfume drifted over him, and his chest tightened. He felt his pulse skip and cursed himself for not saying what he truly wanted before the night ended.
Stephanie stepped into the house, the cooler air inside making her skin tingle. She was acutely aware of Jeff behind her, the weight of his gaze seeming to warm her from the back of her neck down her spine. Her pulse quickened, her breaths coming faster and shallower.
They moved toward the living room, surprised to find it empty. The TV flickered to itself, filling the space with muted voices.
Jeff glanced toward the kitchen as they walked through. "Hey, we're home!" he called out. Hearing no response, he climbed halfway up the stairs and tried again, louder this time. "We're home!"
When he returned, Stephanie was looking down at her phone.
"I don't know where they are," he said, his brow furrowed in confusion.
She held her phone up. "We never checked our messages after the movie," she explained. "They texted a while ago that they went over to the Bowers."
Jeff gave a short, nervous laugh. "Well... I guess it's just us then."
The reality of being alone with him sinking in, her heart began to race in her chest. She wasn't sure how to handle the sudden reality of the moment.
After a pause, Jeff broke the silence. "So, um... what do we do now?" His voice was barely above a whisper.
"Well..." Stephanie began, her eyes dropping away from his. "I mean- well, you did..." She drew in a deep breath, forcing herself to finish. "Didn't we agree that, since we both live here, you'd have to walk me to my bedroom door?"
Jeff's pulse spiked at her words. The idea of walking her upstairs, standing outside her bedroom, sent a jolt through him. He nodded quickly. "Of course, milady," he said, offering his arm. The moment the words left his mouth, he flushed at how ridiculous he sounded calling her that.
Stephanie slipped her hand into the crook of his elbow, a thrill running through her at the contact. They climbed the stairs together, the heat radiating between them making it hard for her to draw a steady breath.
At the top, she turned to face him. For a long moment they stood there, eyes locked, the air thick with unspoken things. Jeff's breath caught - her beauty in this light, here at the threshold of her room, felt almost unreal.
Stephanie's heart hammered so hard it felt like it might break free from her chest. She knew she shouldn't, but she couldn't help herself. Reaching forward, she took both of his hands, stepping backward until her shoulder blades brushed the door behind her, the place they had agreed the date would end.
They stood there for a moment, just staring at each other, the tension between them almost palpable. Jeff's eyes flickered down to her lips, then back up to her eyes, and Stephanie felt her heart flutter. She licked her lips, trying to summon every ounce of courage she had. It felt like he had to be able to hear the beating of her heart, it was pounding so hard. She knew she shouldn't do this, but she couldn't help herself. As she rose up on her toes, she pulled Jeff closer until their noses were practically touching, his body now pressed against hers.
"Jeff," she whispered, her voice trembling. "I... I need to tell you something." She took a deep breath, steeling herself for what she was about to say. I think I might be falling in love with you was what kept repeating in her head. Years of repressed feelings, and unrealized thoughts suddenly coming to the surface since their first conversations of practicing. A wave of panic washed over her. What if he didn't feel the same way? What if she was misreading everything like she always did? What if she didn't say anything and they never got the opportunity again?
Jeff's heart was racing as he stood in the darkened hallway, Stephanie's face inches from his own. He could feel the heat of her breath on his skin, and it took every ounce of self-control not to close the gap between them and kiss her right then and there.
"What is it, Stephanie?" he whispered, his voice hoarse with emotion. "You can tell me anything."
Stephanie took a shaky breath; her eyes locked onto Jeff's. She felt like she was standing on the edge of a cliff, about to take a leap into the unknown. "I... I think you're supposed to kiss me goodnight at the end of a date," was what ended up coming out of her mouth.
Jeff's mouth opened, searching for words. His eyes moved over her face, looking for any sign she was teasing him. Certainly, this couldn't be happening.
"I know you're my brother, but I mean, we've done everything else you do on a date, right? So, shouldn't we-" Her sentence was cut off as Jeff's lips suddenly pressed against hers. The kiss was hungry and desperate, fueled by pent-up desire and longing. She gasped into the kiss, her body melting into his. She wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him closer as their kiss deepened, his tongue seeking entry into her mouth.
Jeff's hands gripped her waist, pulling her closer still before enveloping her in his arms as if he were trying to fuse their bodies together. He couldn't believe this was finally happening, that Stephanie wanted him just as much as he wanted her. He had been dreaming of this moment for so long, and now that it was here, he didn't want it to end. The kiss felt like it lasted an eternity, both of them lost in the sensation of finally giving in to their desires. He couldn't get enough of her, his hands roaming over her body as he pressed her up against the door.
Stephanie moaned into his mouth, her body responding to his touch like never before. She had never wanted someone so badly. Every nerve felt alive, every cell tingling, as though she were burning from the inside out.
When they finally broke apart, both were gasping for breath. Jeff rested his forehead against hers, his eyes searching her face.
"Steph," he whispered, his voice rough with emotion. "I've wanted this for so long. I've been trying so hard to keep it in, but I couldn't anymore. I just couldn't."
"I know," she breathed, her heart pounding. "I think I've been feeling the same way. I've been so scared to admit it to myself, to even think it, but after tonight... the way you look at me makes me feel things I've never felt." Her voice stayed low and breathy, her eyes locked on his. "It's like you see right through me, Jeff. Like you know all my secrets."
She drew in a shaky breath, trying to steady herself. She knew they shouldn't be doing this, that it was wrong in more ways than one, but it felt right. Like she had been waiting for this without realizing it.
"I've never felt like this before," she whispered. "I've always felt awkward, out of place... like I didn't belong anywhere. But with you, I feel like I'm finally home."
Jeff's chest tightened at her words. He pulled her into a tight embrace, burying his face in her hair. "I feel the same way," he murmured. "I've been in love with you for so long, Steph. I just didn't know how to tell you."
She leaned back to look at him, a small smile on her lips. "Well... I think you just did. And I love you too, Jeff. More than anything." Relief washed through her, he had said what she'd been hoping to hear earlier. Warmth spread down her spine, tingling as his lips brushed against her neck. She shivered, goosebumps rising on her skin.
His hands began to roam, sliding up and down her back, tracing the curve of her waist before cupping her ass. He drew her closer, his erection firm against her stomach. A soft moan escaped her as a deep, insistent ache built between her thighs.
"Steph, you feel so good," Jeff murmured against her neck, his voice low and unsteady.
Her eyes fluttered closed as he kissed and nibbled at her skin. The pressure of him against her made her acutely aware of just how wet she believed she was, every touch sparking fresh waves of need. She had never been this turned on before, never felt desire take over so completely.
Jeff couldn't believe he had finally kissed her. No amount of daydreaming had prepared him for the softness of her lips, the way she tasted, the pull she had over him. She was intoxicating. A drug he'd been craving for far too long. When his mouth found hers again, he pushed his tongue inside, exploring her with a hunger that felt impossible to rein in.
Stephanie let out a moan deep in her throat, the sound sending a shiver straight through him. She could feel his desire pressing against her, hard and insistent, causing her to grind against him, needing more.
Jeff groaned, a primal sound. He broke the kiss just enough to lean his forehead against hers. "Fuck, Steph, you feel so good," he murmured against her neck, his voice hoarse with need.
Her hand reached behind her, finding the knob and twisting it. The door gave way, and she stepped backward into the room, pulling him with her, their mouths locked once again. The soft thud of the door closing echoed faintly in the charged silence. Breaking the kiss, she fumbled for the lock, urgency spiking through her. Her heart pounded in her chest, breath coming in short bursts, as Jeff's hands roamed over her body, each touch a spark of heat and tension. The lock clicked, and she turned to face him. Their eyes met, and in that instant, she accepted that every pretense of "practice" had vanished.
Jeff drank her in. He had imagined this scene so many times before, the curve of her waist, the flare of her hips, the sculpted strength of her thighs, but seeing her now, in this dress, knowing she had brought him here, was something else entirely. She looked like a goddess... his goddess.
Stephanie's chest rose and fell as she met his gaze. His eyes were dark, pupils blown wide, roaming over her in a way that made her feel aflame. She had never experienced this kind of raw, unfiltered need. It terrified her, thrilled her, and left the air between them crackling with unspoken lust.
Jeff stepped toward her, never breaking eye contact. Stephanie retreated a pace, her pulse hammering in her ears. The chase had begun.
"Stephanie." His voice was low, almost a growl. "You're so fucking beautiful." The words came effortlessly, his desire burning away the self-consciousness he'd once carried.
Her breath hitched as he closed the distance again. She backed up until her legs touched the edge of her bed. "Jeff, we shouldn't..." she began, but there was no credibility behind the words. She had locked the door herself. She stood before him wide-eyed, breathing fast, and Jeff could see the truth in her expression. There was fear, yes, and uncertainty, but there was also want and need.
"Tell me you don't want this, Steph," Jeff panted, his voice so low it was almost a whisper. "Tell me you want me to stop, and I will."
Stephanie swallowed hard, her eyes searching his face for reassurance. "I don't want you to stop," she admitted, her voice barely above a whisper.
He closed the distance in an instant, his hands cupping her face as he leaned down to claim her lips again. The kiss was fierce, a desperate clash of lips, teeth, and tongues as they devoured each other. Stephanie moaned into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair to pull him closer. She could feel his erection pressing insistently against her stomach, sending a jolt of heat straight to her core. Her hips shifted, grinding against him, seeking friction, wanting more. Any trace of hesitation had vanished; desire alone was steering them now.
Jeff's hands slid down to grab her ass, lifting her easily. She wrapped her legs around his waist as he carried her onto the bed, knee-walking them to the center before sitting back on his heels with her settled in his lap. His mouth left hers, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses along her neck, sucking and nipping at sensitive skin.
Stephanie threw her head back, gasping when his teeth grazed her collarbone. "Fuck, Jeff," she moaned, clutching his hair tighter. The ache between her legs deepened with each pass of his mouth, her hips tilting instinctively to grind against him.
Jeff groaned against her skin, the sound vibrating through her. "Fucking hell, Steph, even your skin tastes so good," he murmured, his words only heightening the pull between them. His kisses trailed lower, down toward her chest, and she leaned back to give him more access. His fingers searched along her side until they found the zipper of her dress.



He began drawing it down slowly, bracing for her to stop him at any moment. When it reached the base, the fabric slackened, the straps sliding from her shoulders to mid-arm before the descent was halted by her bent elbows where her hands still gripped him. It was enough to cause the loosened fabric to slip from her chest, revealing the swell of her breasts beneath the thin lace of her bra.
Stephanie's breath came in short, uneven pulls as she watched his head dip lower, his tongue tracing the top edge of her bra. She arched into him, offering more. Jeff let out a breathy laugh against her skin, the sound dark and teasing. His hand slid behind her, fingers finding the clasp. When she didn't stop him, he fumbled with the hooks, tiny, stubborn things, like sentries guarding the last barrier to the soft, bare skin he had wanted to feel for so long.
His inexperience became evident as his mouth left her chest so he could focus on the clasp. Sensing his frustration, and feeling her own need mounting, Stephanie reached behind her and unhooked the tiny sentinels holding the last obstacle in place. The simple gesture was as clear an invitation as any, letting him know she wanted him to keep going.
As she brought her arms back around to the front, the straps of her dress slid the rest of the way down her arms, quickly followed by the straps of her bra. Jeff's eyes dropped, watching the delicate fabric cling stubbornly to her skin. Following his gaze, she looked down at it too, then back to his face, catching the wonder in his eyes. With a soft chuckle, she rolled her shoulders forward, shifting just enough to make the bra slip down into her lap. She eased her hands out of the straps, baring herself completely.
She had never felt so exposed or vulnerable, and yet so alive, so wanted.
His eyes widened, drinking her in. Her breasts were full and firm, her nipples already tight and ready. He couldn't believe he was seeing her like this, touching her, tasting her.
"Fuck, Steph," he murmured, barely above a whisper. "How can you be so perfect?"
Heat rushed through her at his words. She knew he was excited to finally see her bare chest, but hearing it said like that lit something in her. She grabbed his face, tilting his head up toward her, and kissed him with every ounce of passion she had. His hands tentatively roamed her back at first, before sliding to her sides and brushing the swell of her breasts. Her whimpers and the teasing nips she gave his lips urged him on until he finally cupped them in his hands. The very breasts he'd fantasized about for longer than he'd ever admit, were now filling his palms, the weight of them making his cock throb harder. His thumbs rolled over her nipples, feeling them stiffen even more beneath his touch.
Stephanie gasped into his mouth, her fingers tangling in his hair as waves of pleasure rippled through her.
Jeff broke the kiss, his lips traveling down her neck, then lower still, his hands kneading her breasts. He took one nipple into his mouth, sealing around the taut peak, his warm tongue drawing her in. The gentle pull sent heat curling through her, a sweet ache blooming from her core and spreading outward until she was breathless. Her hips twitched involuntarily at each flick of his tongue.
His hands were softer than she expected, the lack of calluses was a reminder of his preference for indoor pursuits. That softness made his touch on her breasts almost tender, while at the same time, the coarse denim of his jeans rubbed against the sensitive skin of her thighs, the friction quickly becoming uncomfortable.
She ground against him, her breath hitching, and the discomfort slipped into her voice. "Jeff, I need to change positions," she whispered, urgency and need lacing every word.
Jeff froze, his mouth having just shifted to the other nipple, his hands still kneading her breasts. He pulled back, with concern etched on his face. "Are you okay? Did I hurt you?" he asked, his voice filled with worry.
Stephanie shook her head, a small smile tugging at her lips. "No, not at all. It's just... the jeans. They're starting to irritate my skin from... all of this," she explained, her cheeks warming with embarrassment. She had never had to admit something like that before, never had to tell anyone her body was reacting in ways she hadn't anticipated.
Jeff nodded in understanding and released his hold on her so she could shift away. The movement brought an immediate wave of awkwardness for both of them as their eyes dropped toward his lap. His embarrassment came from the dark, obvious spot spreading across the front of his jeans, evidence of just how worked up he was. Stephanie was mortified from the realization that her own wetness had soaked through, leaving a sheen where her mound had been against him. In truth, the mark was a mix of both their arousals, each to inexperienced to realize.
Even with the blush heating her face, the awareness of just how undeniably turned on she was sent a fresh surge of heat coursing through her. It spread across her chest, down her belly, and between her legs.
Jeff's cheeks flushed, but his eyes drifted back to her breasts, capped by her stiff nipples, the cooling air making them pebble after the warmth of his mouth.
Catching his gaze, she decided to point out the imbalance in their state of undress. "It hardly seems fair that I don't have a top on, but you do," she teased, biting her lip in a way that made her look almost shy, despite the boldness of her words.
His cock twitched in response, the hunger in her eyes sending a jolt through him. The woman he'd been obsessing over was telling him, in no uncertain terms, that she wanted him to take his clothes off. Every instinct screamed to rip his shirt away, to feel her hands on his bare skin, but he found himself frozen, caught up in the sight of her and the fact she was asking him to undress.
Stephanie closed started to take action herself, placing her hands on his chest, her fingers toying with the buttons of his shirt. She started at the top, her touch light and teasing, her arms reaching forward causing her breasts to push together so that his view of them seemed even more decadent. He couldn't get over their perfection, the way her areolas sat high and full, the hardened tips revealing every ounce of her arousal.
Her fingers moved slowly down the shirt, unbuttoning it one by one, brushing over each inch of skin she revealed. Jeff's breath grew increasingly uneven, his heartbeat thundering in his chest as he watched her work.
As she reached the last button, she gave a gentle push, spreading the shirt open and sliding it off his shoulders. Jeff slipped his arms free, and Stephanie leaned forward, her hair falling around them like a curtain, and pressed a soft kiss to his collarbone. He groaned, his hands threading into her hair, tangling in the silky strands. Now it was his turn to be on the receiving end of her affection.
He felt her breath on his skin, her lips leaving a heated trail as she kissed her way down his chest. He had never experienced anything like it, or had ever been so turned on, so desperate for someone's touch. Stephanie lingered on the slightly rough skin of his chest, the faint dusting of hair tickling her lips. She inhaled him, his scent filling her head until she felt dizzy from the faint musk of his arousal, tasting the salt of his skin. The combination was intoxicating, stoking a hunger that seemed to build with every heartbeat.
Working her way back up to his mouth, she surprised even herself when her hands drifted to the button of his jeans. She never would have imagined she could be this bold, but the sight of Jeff's chest and the feel of his skin under her lips had lit a fire inside her she couldn't control. She slipped the button free, then cautiously lowered the zipper.
Jeff's breath hitched when her fingers brushed against his straining erection, the contact sending a jolt of pleasure straight through him as he leaned back into the bed. He could hardly believe it, after so many nights imagining this moment, his brain felt like it was short-circuiting now that it was real.
Stephanie's eyes lifted to his as she eased the fly open. The anticipation in his gaze only fed her own desire. She wanted to see him, all of him. She wanted to taste him, to feel him inside her, to do all the things she had only ever heard about but never experienced herself.
Jeff's cock twitched under her touch, the sight of her kneeling in front of him almost more than he could bear. He was harder than he had ever been, the damp heat of pre-cum soaking into his briefs and darkening the denim even further.
Her hand trembled slightly as she traced her fingers along the bulge in his underwear. Jeff groaned, his hips jerking forward on instinct, seeking more.
"You're so hard," she whispered, her voice a mix of awe and raw desire. "I could feel it through your jeans."
Jeff swallowed, his eyes locked on hers. "Fuck, Steph," he rasped, "I've been hard for you for what feels like forever."
Stephanie's heart pounded in her chest at his words. No one had ever spoken to her like this. No one had ever made her feel so desired, and wanted. A shiver ran down her spine, and the ache between her thighs deepened until she could hardly think straight. Taking a steadying breath, she looked up at him with eyes brightened by a spark of determination. She had never taken the lead before, but she couldn't deny the hunger burning inside her.
Her hand cupped the hard, heated outline of him through his briefs. Jeff let out a low groan, his hips jerking forward into her palm, urging her to keep going. She rubbed along the length of him, feeling the weight, the girth, the heat radiating through the thin cotton. The damp patch spreading across the front told her his arousal was as intense as her own, the slickness making her touch glide more easily along him. He pulsed beneath her fingers, his breaths coming faster.
"Fuck, Steph," Jeff panted, his hips bucking into her touch. "I've fantasized about this for so long. You have no idea. Please take it out," he begged.
Stephanie smiled, a wicked glint in her eye. "Tell me what you've fantasized about," she told him, his words having an effect on her she never would have imagined. To hear someone telling her that she had fueled his sexual fantasies was intoxicating. It was the proverbial fuel to the fire that had been burning inside her since the evening began. She had never been one to be this bold, but she couldn't deny the hunger burning inside her any longer. She released his cock from the confines of his briefs, feeling a need to see the erection she had inspired. She marveled at its thick, veined length. She couldn't help but lick her lips at the sight of it.
Jeff watched her, his breath coming in short gasps. "God damn," he breathed. She wanted to hear the thoughts he had been forced to keep hidden for so long. He struggled to find the will to vocalize what he had tried so hard to repress, to confess the dirty thoughts that had kept him up at night, the images in his mind that had driven him to the edge of insanity. It had always been easier to say it in his head, but with Stephanie looking at him with those innocent eyes, it was probably the hardest thing he would ever have to do, to confess his most private thoughts to the object of his desire. His sister, But he felt a need to be honest with her, and so he found the will to get the words out.
"I've imagined... you sucking my cock," he said at last, his voice strained. Her stroking hand encouraged him to go on. "I've imagined tasting you. Doing whatever you tell me to do... anything to make you happy." The words came in fits and starts, his head tipping back against the bed as pleasure threatened to break his concentration. "I've dreamed of fucking you, of making love to you, of being used by you." His voice had gone hoarse, his chest heaving with each breath.
Her strokes grew more fluid as he spoke, his pre-cum coating her fingers and making each pass smoother.
"I've imagined bending you over and taking you from behind," he went on, his hips lifting into her grip, "tying you up... making you come over and over until I finally soak you with my cum." His body twitched beneath her touch, his thighs tensing as the wet sound of her hand gliding along him filled the air between them.
Stephanie's breath came fast and uneven as his words sank in. She never thought Jeff had it in him to talk like that, to be so... fucking dirty. Her eyes stayed wide, caught between shock and arousal. She couldn't believe the things coming out of his mouth, the vivid images they painted in her mind. No one had ever spoken to her this way. No one had ever made her feel like she was being so shamelessly sexualized in the best possible way.
Her hand kept working his cock, her grip tightening as she stroked him faster. She could feel the pre-cum leaking from the tip, slicking her palm and coating his head before she smeared it down the length of his shaft. Just that morning, she wouldn't have even considered doing anything like this. But the way his hips kept bucking into her hand, the way he moaned her name without shame, the filthy things spilling from his lips, they stripped away what little restraint she had left.
"You like that, Jeff?" she asked, her voice thick with lust. Her hand moved quicker, though there was the slightest pause before she leaned down, as if testing the boundary. She flicked her tongue over the swollen head of his cock, tasting him for the first time, the tentative touch giving way to curiosity.
A guttural moan tore from his throat, his head lifting to see what she was doing. The sight of her bent over him, tongue darting out to touch him, was too much. His body seized before he could warn her, and he erupted, with hot streams of cum shooting from his cock and hitting her mouth.
Stephanie jerked back with a startled yelp, not having expected him to go so suddenly. But his whimpers and the desperate thrusts of his hips made her hand resume its motion, stroking him quickly to draw out every last pulse. More spilled across his chest and stomach, the thick ropes breaking into smaller spurts before the force eased and the last of it pooled at the base of his shaft, running over her fingers.
Jeff's eyes went wide as the reality of what had happened hit him. Horror flooded his expression. "Oh fuck, I'm so sorry, Steph. I didn't mean to... fuck!" he blurted, voice tight with embarrassment.
Stephanie looked up at him, still a little stunned, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. She glanced down, realizing some had landed on her chest, having dripped from her chin when she'd pulled away. It was already cooling on her skin. When she looked back at him, his expression was still stricken.
"It's okay, Jeff," she said, shaking her head. "It was my first time, so I was just surprised, that's all. I didn't know how quickly you'd go... or how much..." Her voice trailed off as her gaze drifted over the mess he'd made of himself. She was genuinely amazed by the sheer amount of thick ropes across his body, even filling his belly button, evidence of just how badly he'd wanted her.
She leaned in closer, making sure he met her eyes. "It's okay," she repeated softly. "I'm not mad. In fact, the way you came makes me feel so... sexy. Like... like maybe you really have been thinking about me for a long time."
Relief washed over Jeff as he searched her gaze and found nothing but sincerity there. His head fell back again, sinking into the haze of post-orgasm bliss. Stephanie glanced down at the mess on his stomach and chest. "So, I guess since you came, that means you're done, huh?" she asked, the faint disappointment in her voice impossible to miss.
Her words snapped him out of his daze. He pushed up on his elbows. "No!" he blurted, shaking his head. "I mean, it might take me a moment to fully gather myself, but look at it-" he chuckled, "-it's not getting any softer."
When he reached out and swiped a small smear of cum from her cheek with his thumb, Stephanie realized what he was doing and broke into a surprised giggle, turning her head slightly in embarrassment. She grabbed his discarded shirt from the bed and began wiping her face. "Don't worry, I'll wash it so Mom doesn't see it," she said, still smiling as she cleaned herself off. She dabbed at his skin next. "You know, that wasn't nearly as bad as I expected it to be," she admitted.
"What, giving a hand job?" he asked, giving her a quizzical look.
Stephanie laughed again. "No- your taste. You know, when you... came in my mouth." The words made her cheeks and chest warm. She couldn't quite believe she'd just said them, that a boy had come in her mouth, and that the taste hadn't been nearly as bad as she'd heard it could be. If it hadn't happened so suddenly, she doubted she would have even considered letting him.
She hadn't expected there to be so much, but the streaks across both of them left no doubt. The sheer amount, combined with how quickly he'd gone off, made her see herself in a different light. Maybe she was more sexual than she'd ever given herself credit for.
Looking back at Jeff, she caught the surprise in his eyes, along with the wide grin spreading across his face at her words.
"I mean, I'm not exactly the kind of girl that guys go for, you know?" she said, her voice carrying a mix of sadness over not being seen as desirable and joy at knowing he had been dreaming of her this way. "My body's never been like the other girls around me. I'm just not built the same."
Jeff's chuckle was low and rough, his pupils blown wide so that his eyes looked almost black. "Steph, you have no fucking idea, do you? You're perfect. You're everything I could ever want. You're so fucking sexy, I can't even think straight when I'm around you."
Stephanie's breath caught in her throat at his words, her heart swelling with love and desire. He sat up fully and kissed her. "You may not be built like the other girls on your team, but Stephanie, you have to know that the way you're built is every guy's wet dream," Jeff said, glancing down at her body. "You have curves in all the right places, and I fucking love it."
She blushed at his words, her chest rising and falling with a mix of arousal and embarrassment. "You do?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
Jeff nodded, his eyes never leaving her. "Fuck yes, I do. I've jacked off to the thought of you so many times, Steph." He still couldn't believe he was saying it to her. Gently, he guided her until she was lying back against her pillows. "Let me see all of you, Steph," he murmured, his voice thick with hunger. "I want to touch every sexy inch of your body."
A wave of shyness washed over her, but she wanted this, wanted him. She nodded, her hands going to where her dress was still bunched around her waist, intending to push it down. Jeff's hands came over hers, stopping her.
"Let me do it," he said. The words were barely above a whisper, but they carried a hunger that made her breath shallow and erratic. She nodded again, eyes locked on his as she let her hands fall away. His followed hers, resting away from the dress.
He leaned down, kissing her as his hands roamed her body, tracing the lines of her ribs, cupping her breasts, then sliding up to her neck. Finally, he cradled her face, pulling back to look in her eyes. "You're so beautiful. I can't even think straight around you."
Her heart fluttered, her breath catching every time he called her beautiful. She felt the intensity of his gaze as it traveled over her, feeding the sense of being lusted after. Her hand drifted to stroke the bare skin of his stomach, taking in the sight of him. A slow smile curved her lips. "You're not so bad yourself, Jeff," she murmured. "I've never seen you like this before either."



Jeff leaned in, his mouth capturing hers in a slow, tender kiss. He was still reeling from her words, from the sight of her, the taste. He couldn't believe he was here, with her, like this. That he was finally getting to touch her, to see her, to taste her.
Pulling away once more, his eyes swept over her face and down her body, drinking in every detail. He wanted to memorize her, to keep every curve and contour in his mind. Leaning down to her breast, he took a swollen peak into his mouth, one hand cupping the side to lift it toward him. His other hand molded over the other breast, the firm bud pressing into his palm.
"I fucking love your tits." he breathed, between slow nibbles and teasing licks.
The words sent a jolt through her, the dirty words causing more fluid to seep from her already soaked pussy. Stephanie moaned, her back arching off the bed, pushing her chest into his face.
"They're not too big?" Her voice was pleading, his words feeding her feelings of being sexualized. Being the object of desire in this way was a feeling she never would have thought she'd experience.
"They're amazing. I've wanted to see them for so long. I never could have imagined how perfect they'd be," he said, trailing kisses between them. His hands drifted lower over her stomach, making her flinch when he accidentally tickled her. A moment later, his mouth followed, working its way down. The gentle dip of her stomach as it descended from her ribs felt soft and smooth under his lips, the muscles from years of gymnastics quivering in anticipation beneath his touch.
"Your stomach and waist create the perfect hourglass," he said, letting his hands sweep down again. "The way it tapers in, then your hips flare out is mesmerizing." His compliments caused soft groans from her as his fingers slid to the hem of her dress once more. Gripping the fabric, he began to draw it lower. Stephanie lifted her hips, easing his efforts and allowing the dress to slide down, revealing more of her stomach until, right at the center, a perfect little indentation appeared.
The shallow curve of her belly button seemed to invite his tongue to explore. He didn't hesitate, darting his tongue into it and teasing the sensitive skin around her navel. Stephanie let out a surprised giggle, her stomach muscles tightening under his touch, her hips lifting from the bed. The giggle quickly turned to a moan as his tongue lingered, his hands roaming her sides, brushing from the edges of her hips, over the swell of her breasts, and up to the line of her neck. She felt his fingers trace the contours there, sensing the subtle flex and twitch of her muscles as her head shifted against the pillows.
"Fuck, Jeff," Stephanie gasped, gripping the sheets beneath her. "That feels so good, and it's only my belly button." Her body reveled in sensations it had never known before.
He smiled against her skin, his tongue tracing a slow path down her stomach, his hands following until they reached the barrier of her dress again. Bit by bit, he pushed it lower.
Stephanie's heart pounded, making her whole body feel alive with sensation. Every touch, every murmur, every caress sent a rush through her veins, her nerves firing in ways she'd never experienced.
Jeff paused, looking up at her as he lowered the fabric further, revealing the delicate lace beneath. "Is this okay?" he asked softly as her panties came into view. His voice was barely above a whisper, yet the question felt loaded. He wanted to see all of her, to touch all of her. Even as he asked, he read her body and the way her hips lifted again, taking it as a sign. He still needed to be certain she wanted this too, that she was ready.
Seeing the questioning look still on his face as his hands dragged the dress lower, Stephanie finally nodded, her breath coming in short, uneven pulls. "Yes," she said, her voice heavy with need. "I want this." The words left no doubt that she wanted him too, and she was ready.
Her heart hammered against her ribs, her breathing coming quick and shallow. Looking down at Jeff, she caught the excitement in his eyes, a desire so strong it sent a shiver of anticipation down her spine. Her panties were soaked, her clit pulsing, and she knew that once the dress was gone, he would see the wet patch clinging to its center. No late-night session alone with her hand had ever prepared her for what the real thing felt like, the charge of his looks, the pull of his hands, the raw anticipation that made every nerve feel energized.
Jeff eased the dress over her hips, baring the toned curves of her ass, before letting her lower herself back to the mattress. The fabric slid the rest of the way down her legs until he tossed it aside with a soft rustle. Now she was nearly naked, only the damp lace of her panties remained between her and his eyes. He leaned back, letting his gaze travel slowly over her, drinking her in.
"Steph..." he breathed, his voice carrying a mix of awe and disbelief. "I know I've pretty much seen almost all of you before, like in a bathing suit, but I still had no idea how... sensual you could look."
She glanced down at herself, her cheeks heating with a mix of shyness and arousal. Every inch of her felt vulnerable and open to him. Yet the way he spoke as though he'd been waiting his whole life for this made her feel like the sexiest woman in the world. She was grateful her first time would be with someone who looked at her this way, someone she already trusted.
Jeff swallowed hard, his Adam's apple bobbing as his eyes continued to roam her body. She was beyond anything he could have imagined. Her body was on full display, save one treasure left to be revealed under the lacy garment. Then there were her legs... they were a work of art, lean and incredibly toned. The muscles were clearly defined, rippling slightly with every movement as she tried to hide the wetness that only intensified under his gaze and from the unintentional stimulation they caused as her thighs pinched together, trying to hide her embarrassment. They were the legs of an athlete, a woman who had honed her body into a finely tuned instrument.
As Jeff's look centered on the focal point of his obsession, Stephanie felt a new flush run through her chest. Her instinct was to cover herself, because God only knew what Jeff would think of her when he saw how wet she was, like some sex-crazed harlot who couldn't control herself. Her hands rose to cover her face, and she did everything she could to resist the urge. One hand stopped to cup a breast, while the other made it to her mouth. Her face tilted toward it as she lightly bit down on a knuckle. Even though her head turned toward the side, she watched Jeff out of the corner of her eyes.
Her mind screamed to cover herself as all of her insecurities rushed through her under his intense gaze, but her heart wanted to give herself over completely. Closing her eyes to take one more deep breath, she slowly let her legs part as she peeked through her lidded eyes. This was a whole new level of exposure. There was no hiding the dampness that had formed between her legs.
It was Jeff's turn to catch his breath, his pulse hammering as his mind tried to process what he was seeing, what she was showing him. When her legs parted, the lace of her panties came fully into view. They were modest in how much they covered, yet the delicate weave allowed teasing glimpses of the skin beneath. Coupled with the degree of her arousal, they clung to every curve and hollow, tracing each crease like a second skin. The bare skin of her upper thighs glistened faintly, fine strands of wetness stretching between them from how long she had been wound tight.
Jeff's eyes widened, his stare fixed, and Stephanie quickly clamped hers shut. She couldn't tell if his expression was one of lust or of shock. In the silence that followed, every old insecurity rushed back in a wave.
After a long moment of silence, Jeff finally spoke. "Oh my god, Steph," he said, his voice accompanied by a low moan. "That's the sexiest thing I've ever seen. I can't believe how wet you are."
Stephanie felt a surge of relief and wanton desire at his words, suddenly feeling his lips at her lower abdomen, where the band of her panties began to cover her. She took a deep breath and opened her eyes, her legs still parted.
"Is it... is it too much?" she asked. Her hands went to his head, wanting to pull him away, but instead they tangled in his hair as his mouth moved along the border of the lace fabric. His tongue left a trail of saliva and occasionally darted under the very edge of what was still covered.
Jeff shook his head, his eyes never leaving the sight of her forbidden fruit. "No, it's perfect," he breathed, his voice barely audible as he savored the delicate tension of the last barrier, a breathless whisper of what lay beyond. Her scent was a heady promise as he eased the waistband slightly lower, exposing more of her lower abdomen. Her taste was already starting to become apparent on his lips as it spread from her center.
His lips and tongue traced the delicate band until he reached the hollow of her hip, where she squealed and giggled, the ticklish nature of that sensitive skin causing her to squirm uncontrollably. She pushed Jeff away, laughing as her knees came to her chest in an effort to protect the vulnerably sensitive skin.
"Stop, stop!" she squealed as Jeff pushed back, laughing at her sudden outburst.
As her giggle fit faded, he let his gaze wander over her. She was still curled in on herself, the position accentuating every curve, drawing his attention again and again to the damp center between her thighs. In the dim light, the gusset of her panties was clearly, undeniably soaked, the fabric stretched taut over her sex like it could barely contain her.
Stephanie calmed down a second later and looked to Jeff, still grinning ear to ear from her laughter when she realized the display she was showing him. Heat washed through her from the raw lust in his eyes. She went to lower her legs in an effort to have a shred of modesty, but he quickly placed a hand on the back of her thighs.
"Wait," he pleaded. He didn't use force to hold her in place, but the sound of his voice stopped her from moving any further. His urgency for her to allow him to look sent a new jolt through her, even as she fought the instinct to cover herself.
His hunger for her continued to push her to do things she never thought she would. She put her years of practicing her craft to use, demonstrating her flexibility as she brought her knees back to her chest and straightened her legs. Her arms wrapped around her calves as she held them against her body. There was no modesty left in her invitation to allow him to look. To touch. To take...
And Jeff did exactly that. His hands roamed the length of her legs, tracing the lines of muscle, the curves, the tantalizingly smooth skin. Heat radiated from the heart of her as his palms glided over the firm swell of her ass, drifting closer to its center. Her panties were pulled tight across her swollen mound, framing it. He had never pictured her like this before, but the sight lit a fire in him he could barely contain. Leaning in, he breathed in her scent, his cock twitching in response to the intoxicating sweetness.
"Fuck me," he murmured under his breath, his voice thick with want. "I've never wanted something more in my life."
Stephanie throbbed at the sound of his voice, shivers running down her spine. Anticipation unfurled within her as she held his attention completely. Her body twitched when his hands finally reached the edge of her panties.
"Jeff," she breathed, her voice ragged with need. She wanted him to touch her there, to feel his fingers against her most intimate place. She couldn't believe she was letting him see her like this, touch her like this, the ache between her legs was something only he could satisfy now.
He looked up when she spoke his name, the hunger in his eyes sending another thrill through her. Her face stayed hidden behind her legs as he glanced back down, watching his own thumbs press into the meat of her inner thighs. The skin dimpled under the pressure, giving way as his fingers traced along the edge of her panties. When the fabric slipped into the cleft between her raised thighs, he reversed direction, sliding back toward the center. His fingertips dipped just beneath the edge, brushing the velvety surface of her outer lips. She was so smooth it felt like silk, the wetness there letting his touch glide without resistance.
A shudder rippled through Stephanie's body at his touch. It was as if every nerve ending was on high alert, ready to ignite at the slightest provocation. She had never been so close to the edge from a simple touch.
Jeff could feel her heat, her wetness, and it drove him wild. The knowledge that he was touching the slick, silky skin of a woman's most intimate place sent a fierce pulse through him. His cock throbbed, and he became acutely aware that his fly was still undone from Stephanie's earlier explorations, though his jeans remained in place. He wanted to kick them off, free himself of the constraints he was feeling, but he couldn't bring himself to stop, not even for a second. The thought of breaking the fragile, charged bubble they were in was enough to keep him exactly where he was.
Stephanie gasped as he pressed his thumbs into her swollen folds again, moving them in opposite directions. He couldn't see it, but he knew he was spreading her open.
"Oh my god," she moaned, feeling her lips part before the slickness caused them to slip free from his thumbs and close again.
Before she could fully process the sensation, his hand cupped her sex, pressing in and sliding up and down. A sharp hiss escaped her lips. She could feel the coarseness of the lace against her clit with each pass, the fabric dragging in a way that sent shocks through her, the essence of her arousal providing more than enough slickness to let him move easily over her. The rough texture, the way it caught and released with each stroke, had her moaning and pushing into his palm, urging him for more.
"Fuck, Jeff, that feels so good," she breathed, her hips twitching without leverage, her legs still locked to her chest. Her calves hid her face from view, her eyes squeezed shut, her mouth open in shallow, panting breaths.
Jeff groaned, his own breathing uneven. He couldn't believe the sounds she was making, how her body trembled and tightened beneath his touch. Her scent filled the air, heavy and intoxicating, stimulating around every sense he had.
His hands drifted lower over the taut swell of her ass until he reached the waistband of that final obstacle between them. Hooking his fingers under the lace, he felt the delicate fabric stretch. He was ready to pull it down, ready to see her, but he froze as the gravity of what he was about to uncover hit him all at once.
"Please," she whimpered, breaking through his hesitation. "Please take them off." The words were desperate, trembling with need. She wanted to feel his touch on her bare sex, to let him see the last part of her she'd kept hidden.
Jeff's hands trembled as he worked the delicate fabric down. Stephanie lifted her legs straight up, giving him access, the lace scraping over her hips, gliding along her thighs, catching briefly at her calves before momentarily snagging on one heel. He eased them free, drawing the panties upward until they cleared her feet entirely.
For the briefest moment, the sight of her tight rosebud came into view, just before his eyes found the very place he had fantasized about endlessly. With her legs still extended straight up, he could see everything, her pussy framed perfectly between her magnificent ass and the powerful thighs. The position drew his focus completely, every detail laid bare to him.
The panties had no purpose now. They were beyond damp, the fabric heavy with her arousal. His fingers felt the slickness even as he absently balled them up in his hand before tossing them aside.
"Fuck, Steph," he whispered, his voice hoarse with desire. "You're- you're the hottest thing I've ever seen." He felt a flicker of embarrassment at the words he'd chosen, but in that moment, he didn't have the vocabulary to come up with something more sensual. The dim light from the bedside lamp she always kept on cast just enough glow to make out every detail from her swollen lips to her glistening folds, to the complete lack of hair. He could see every inch of her, and it drove him wild.
"Well, now I know the answer to my question," he said with a smile.
She started to bring her legs down but accidentally bumped him. At some point, he had moved directly behind her, and she hadn't realized. Parting her legs, she lowered them the rest of the way, on either side of him.
"What question?" she asked, catching the wonder in his face.
"How much you shave," he answered, a big grin crossing his face as he looked up at her.
Blushing, she replied, "Well, with those unitards, it makes it safer to just take it all off so nothing peeks out." She felt slightly self-conscious about the conversation at that particular moment. "And technically I wax..." she finished with a small giggle at the absurdity of where the conversation had gone.
She realized she wasn't just talking about something as mundane as shaving. She was lying on her bed with her legs spread, her pussy on full display for her little brother. Her body was wide open and vulnerable, yet she had never felt more alive.
Stephanie wiggled her hips playfully, feeling the wetness that had collected where her butt met the comforter. She looked down at Jeff, who was still kneeling between her legs, his eyes fixed on her. She could see the raw hunger there. A flush spread between her thighs as she watched him take in every inch of her, his gaze roaming over her body as if she were a feast laid out just for him. Her heart pounded in her chest, her breath coming in short, ragged gasps.
A wave of shyness washed over her again, but she pushed it aside, realizing it was taking less effort each time. She wanted this. She wanted him. Her eyes drifted down her own body, catching the sight of just the head of his erection peeking above the waistband of his briefs.
"It's not fair for you to see me when you're still covered," she said softly, once again pointing out the imbalance in their state of dress. "I think you need to take off your pants too." Her voice was barely above a whisper, but thick with desire and curiosity. She wanted to see him, to touch him.
She could feel her own arousal spilling into the warm valley between her prominent twin globes, the anticipation building for what felt like forever. She absently wet her lips with her tongue, and Jeff's eyes followed the short, deliberate movement. For him, everything seemed to slow to a crawl.
Jeff gulped, his Adam's apple bobbing as he looked up at her. He wanted her to see him just as much as he'd wanted to see her, but he was also nervous from his lack of inexperience. The realization that he was about to be fully nude with a girl for the first time sank in. And not just any girl, but Stephanie.
He rose onto his knees, clumsily pushing his pants and underwear down his legs. His hands fumbled as he undressed, his cock bobbing with each movement, throbbing with the need to finally be free. He kicked off his shoes, and after what felt like an eternity, his pants were off. Kneeling before her now, his cock jutted out from his body, hard and ready. He wasn't huge, but he was big enough that he didn't feel shame over his size, or at least he thought so. He'd never seen another guy's dick in person, so he didn't have much to compare it to, but from what he'd gathered online, he figured he was about average, maybe slightly over.



When he looked up at Stephanie, his heart pounded in his chest. He'd never felt so exhilarated. He had always been a little self-conscious about his body, but right now, all he wanted was for Stephanie to look at him, and to feel her hands on him.
Stephanie swallowed hard, her eyes roaming over his exposed form. She had never seen a boy naked before, and she was surprised by how much she liked what she saw. He wasn't overly muscular, but he was lean and lithe, almost like a marathon runner. His chest was smooth, his stomach flat, and his legs were long and toned.
But it was his cock that truly captured her attention. Thick and hard, it protruded from his groin, the skin pulled tight and the head a deep reddish purple as it strained against its own limits. The surface gleamed with his own slickness from earlier, but a fresh bead of precum glistened at the tip. Her mouth watered at the sight, a craving pulling at her as she remembered the way she'd made him explode earlier, and the rush of power that had come once the surprise wore off.
Jeff watched her watching him, his heart thundering in his chest. He could see the hunger in her eyes, and it spurred him on. He wrapped his hand around the base of his cock, giving it a slow, firm stroke. The motion coaxed another substantial bead of precum from the tip, which ran down to meet his fingers. Stephanie's breath caught as she watched the glistening trail being drawn down to the root of him. Her own wetness dripped between her thighs, her body aching with need.
"Mmm, Jeff," she breathed, her voice thick with desire. "That's so freakin' hot."
Jeff smiled at her, his breath coming in short, uneven pulls. He couldn't believe how turned on he was, how much he wanted her. He had never seen a girl react so eager, or so ready. Her lips were parted, her eyes dark with lust as they stayed locked on the sight of his cock throbbing in his hand. He wanted to be inside her, to feel her heat and wetness engulf him, but he was already too close again. If he didn't stop, he knew he wouldn't last long enough to get there.
"Please, Jeff," she begged, her voice barely above a whisper. "I need you."
Jeff groaned, releasing his hand from around his shaft. He had never wanted something so much in his life. He wanted to truly taste her for the first time. Lowering himself between her legs, he pressed his lips to the top of her pubis, kissing the smooth skin. He felt her tense, her hips lifting slightly, and her legs trembling with anticipation. He knew she had never experienced this before, but he was ready to change that.
"Jeff... what are you doing?" she asked reflexively, even though she already knew. Her voice melted into a soft moan as he began to kiss his way down the porcelain-smooth skin of her mound, his breath warm against her flesh.
"I want to taste you, Steph," he said, his voice a low growl. "I want to make you feel good the way you made me feel good."
Her fingers were in his hair again, tangling in the strands as she held him in place.
"Oh god, Jeff," she whispered, her body trembling. "I want that. I want you to taste me."
Jeff smiled against her skin, his breath hot on her folds. The scent of her arousal filled his senses - a sweet, musky essence that made him lightheaded. He had looked at this very spot, the epicenter of so many fantasies, countless times before, always hidden behind the thin barrier of her unitard. But now, it was different. Now it was intimate, raw, and overwhelmingly erotic.
He started at her inner thigh, still slick with excitement, kissing and licking his way closer to her center. The taste was faint but undeniable. His hands slid beneath her, gripping her ass firmly as he pulled her closer, closing the final sliver of distance between his lips and her pussy. She could feel her heart racing, her breath coming in shallow bursts as she waited for his touch.
He looked up at her, their eyes locking for a moment before he lowered his mouth to her. His lips closed over her slit, and then his tongue flicked out, lapping at her wetness, tasting her for the first time. Stephanie let out a low moan, her hips jerking as his tongue found her clit. He groaned against her, the vibration sending a shiver through her body.
"Oooh, fuck, Jeff," she gasped, her hands tightening in his hair. "That feels so fucking good."
He groaned again, the sound reverberating through her as he licked and sucked at her sensitive nub. Her wetness coated his lips, his chin, his face. He had never tasted anything so intoxicating and exhilarating. He slid lower, the tip of his tongue parting her folds until he found the source of his desire. He pushed his tongue inside her, exploring her as deeply as he could.
Stephanie let out a cry, her hips lifting off the bed as she felt the invasion. She couldn't believe how good it felt, how much she wanted more of whatever he could give her. Jeff's tongue continued to explore, tasting every fold, every crevice. He even accidentally flicked over the crinkled rosebud just below, the rough surface sending sparks of unexpected pleasure through her, even as she instinctively twitched away from him.
He moved back to her clit, sucking it into his mouth and swirling his tongue around the sensitive bundle of nerves as Stephanie bucked her hips, her moans growing louder.
"Ohmigod, Jeff," she cried out, her hands gripping the sheets to spare him from the pull of her fingers in his hair. "Please, don't stop. That feels so fucking good."
Jeff groaned against her, the vibrations sending more shivers racing through her body. He'd never done this before, but he was eager to learn, and the countless hours of porn he'd watched while imagining her had at least given him the fundamentals. Her hands guided his head, her hips rolling in time with his mouth. He was devouring her, in his efforts to make her happy.
Focusing on her clit once more, he sucked at it harder, as though trying to pull the tiny bump into his mouth, swirling his tongue around it, then rapidly flicking back and forth while maintaining steady suction. Stephanie's hips bucked wildly, her breath breaking into short, rapid gasps.
"Oh God, Jeff, I'm close," she panted as one of his fingers cautiously slid inside her. "Oh my fucking god, don't stop."
She'd never felt this way before, never imagined she'd be begging like this, but the words spilled from her without thought. No matter how many times she'd brought herself to orgasm, it had never been like this. Jeff's mouth, his fingers - he was doing things to her she hadn't even known were possible.
He pulled his mouth from her clit briefly, looking up at her with hunger in his eyes. "I love how turned on you are. Hearing you talk like that is so fucking sexy," he said, his voice laced with desire. He pushed a second finger inside her, his eyes locked on her face as he watched it contort with pleasure.
She was so wet, so ready for him. He'd never seen anything more enthralling than Stephanie in that moment, with her body writhing under his touch, her breath breaking in sharp, uneven bursts. He began moving his fingers in and out of her, his thumb circling her clit, driving her higher before replacing it with his tongue again.
He felt her muscles clenching around his fingers, her body tightening as she climbed closer to the edge. His other hand gripped the rapidly flexing, writhing muscles of her ass, holding her steady against his mouth.
"Oh fuck, Jeff, fuck," she cried, her hips jerking wildly, her fists knotting the sheets so tightly her knuckles went white. "I'm so close. So fucking close."
Her legs trembled, her back arched off the bed. The tension inside her coiled tighter and tighter, her muscles wound like a spring ready to snap. Her hips moved with his fingers, as her body demanded more, wanting it harder and faster.
Jeff looked up at her, his eyes burning with raw desire. He loved seeing her like this, hearing her moan his name. He wanted to make her cum, wanted to feel her explode around his fingers. He quickened his pace, driving them deeper into her, and lowered his mouth to her clit again. Looking up along her body toward her face, his view was blocked by the swell of her chest as her back arched, chasing the combined rhythm of his tongue and fingers.
"That's it, Steph," he groaned. "Come for me. I want to feel you come all over my hand."
He clamped back down on her clit, and the sound of his voice, the raw, primal hunger in it pushed her over the edge. The damn in her broke, and her muscles clenched hard around his fingers as her head pressed back and she screamed his name.
"Jeff! Oh god, Jeff, I'm coming!"
He groaned, feeling the sharp pulses around him, her wetness coating his hand. He locked his eyes on her, drinking in the sight of her body convulsing with pleasure, her chest heaving, her nipples raised and tight, aching for attention. His fingers never slowed, working her through every wave, while his free hand slid up to cup one of her breasts. He kneaded the warm flesh, pinching lightly at the hard peak.
Stephanie's eyes fluttered open, her body trembling with the aftershocks. She looked down at him, his face glistening with her release, his fingers still buried deep inside her. Her thighs clamped instinctively around his head even as her hands began to push at him.
"Too sensitive!" she squealed, her voice pitching high as the crest of her orgasm rolled into a rush of overstimulation. "I- I can't take it anymore! It's too much!"
Jeff eased his fingers out and pulled his mouth from her clit, instantly giving her relief. "Wow," he breathed, pressing a kiss to her inner thigh. Her slickness coated his fingers, strings of it stretching between them when he parted them. He lifted them to his mouth, sucking them clean and savoring every drop. "You taste so good, Steph. I had no idea it'd be like that."
Her chest rose and fell, her skin flushed and damp. The lingering tingles of pleasure still rippled through her, her muscles trembling in the aftermath. She had never come so hard, or even known she could feel this way. Seeing him between her thighs focused solely on her pleasure was as erotic as anything she'd ever imagined.
"That was... that was amazing," she breathed, her voice ragged but soft, carried on the haze of her climax. She reached for him, her fingers curling around his wrist to tug him upward.
When their lips met, her taste was still fresh on his mouth. The mingling of flavors sent another shiver racing down her spine. She moaned into the kiss, her legs hooking around his waist to pull him closer, pressing their bodies together.
"I want you inside me, Jeff," she whispered against his lips, grinding her pubis against the rigid length between them. "I want you to be my first."
Jeff's eyes darkened with desire as he looked down at her. The sound of those words leaving her mouth, were the most enticing thing he could've imagined ever hearing. He'd dreamed of this moment, fantasized about it a thousand times, but the reality was better than anything his imagination had conjured. He was rock hard, his cock throbbing with need, already sliding along the lips of his greatest fantasy, ready to take her, to claim her as his own. His only fear was finishing too soon; he wanted this to last, to savor every second, every touch, every sound. He wanted to make her feel so good that she would never forget this, not just because it was her first time, but because it was their first time.
He kissed her again, deeply, until he felt her hand slip to the base of his shaft. She guided him to her entrance, the warm and spongy hardness of his tip gliding through the folds of her most intimate place. Breaking the kiss, he lifted himself slightly so they could both look down, sharing the moment as he began to push inside. They watched together, mesmerized. His first time entering a woman, her first time being penetrated. Neither could imagine anyone else they would rather share it with.
Stephanie's breath caught in her throat as she felt him start to fill her. The sensation was unlike anything she had ever known; she'd never felt so full, so stretched. Toys had given her some idea of penetration, but they were nothing compared to the warmth and texture of a real body moving inside her. Jeff's cock was thick and hard, the head pressing past her entrance, sliding in inch by inch. It was so much more than his fingers. It seemed like she could feel every ridge, every vein, as he eased deeper. A low moan slipped from her lips, her fingers digging into his shoulders as she held on.
Jeff paused, giving her a moment to adjust. He looked down at her, his eyes filled with a hunger that sent another shiver through her. "Are you okay?" he asked, his voice husky and strained, trying to keep his own building orgasm at bay against her vice-like grip. "Do you want me to stop?"
Stephanie shook her head, her eyes locked on his. "No," she breathed. "I want this. I want you." Her voice came out almost needy. A fresh rush of wetness gathered between her thighs as he stayed still, her body aching for more. She shifted her hips, urging him to continue.
Jeff groaned, his cock throbbing inside her. "You're so fucking tight, Steph," he muttered, his forehead resting against hers. He pushed deeper, another inch disappearing into her.
Stephanie gasped, her head angling back into the pillow as the stretch increased. "Jesus, Jeff, you're so big," she moaned, her nails digging into his back. "Give me a second to get used to you."
Jeff nodded, fighting to keep his control as the sensation of her tight heat enveloping him threatened to undo him entirely. He could feel her inner muscles clenching around him, her body working to adjust to his size. Leaning down, he captured her mouth in a deep, hungry kiss, both to distract them and to give her time to relax. Their tongues tangled, their breaths mingling, the kiss carrying the weight of what seemed like a lifetime of building tension, finally breaking loose.
He began to move his hips in slow, shallow thrusts, easing her into the motion. Breaking the kiss, he looked down at her with a mixture of awe and desire. She was the most incredible sight he'd ever seen. Her eyes were glazed with lust, lips swollen from his kisses, and her body was trembling beneath him. He could feel everything- the heat, the wetness, the gripping tightness. It was overwhelming, and easily the most intoxicating experience of his life.
"You feel so good, Steph," he groaned, his voice thick. "So incredibly tight."
Stephanie met his gaze, her body gradually adapting to him. "You too, baby," she breathed, the endearment slipping out naturally, as if it had always belonged between them. "You feel so good inside me. I love how thick you are... you fill me up completely. I can feel you pressing against my cervix." Her moan deepened, her hips beginning to move in sync with his, as the pleasure was already starting to build again. This was nothing like her own hands or toys. He was alive and responsive, and every thrust sent sparks through her.
Jeff's groan rumbled from deep in his chest. The connection between them felt almost physical, a tangible thread running through every beat of her heart as her walls tightened around him, making him twitch in return. Shifting his weight, he slid one hand behind her head, cradling her to him, while the other roamed over her breast, her hip, her ass, pulling her against him as he drove himself as deep as he could. Her words about being filled pushed him to the brink, his body already threatening to spill over.
Stephanie's eyes widened as she felt him press against every inch of her insides, stretching her in ways she hadn't imagined possible. His cock rubbed along her inner walls, the thick crown dragging through her with every thrust, his pelvis grinding against her clit again and again. The sensation was addictive, leaving her wanting to feel this forever.
"Jesus, Jeff," she moaned, her nails raking down his back as she held on. "You feel so amazing inside me. I want you to do this to me every fucking day!" The words spilled out unchecked, straight from the deepest, most primal part of her. "I want to experience everything you have to offer. I want to invent new shit to do with this beautiful cock!" she cried, her passion burning hot enough to scorch away any trace of restraint.
Jeff groaned, his breath coming in short, uneven bursts as he began to move harder, faster. Her words pushed him closer, each one striking deep in his chest and groin. He wanted to savor every moment, every sensation, but the pleasure was building too quickly. He could feel the pressure tightening in his balls, the throbbing of his cock as it slid in and out of her, the slippery heat of her arousal coating him. Her inner muscles clenched around him, pulling him deeper, as they urged him to take her harder.
Stephanie felt the friction building with each stroke of Jeff's cock driving into her with an urgency she hadn't felt before. His tempo grew erratic, when the urgency became unmistakable. She matched his pace as best she could, responding to her own body aching for more. She wanted it harder, faster. Pulling her legs up along his sides, she hooked her heels into the firm muscle of his ass, surrendering completely and letting him set the pace, welcoming the pounding he gave her.
"Fuck, Jeff, right there," she moaned, her voice ragged with need. "Right there," she grunted between thrusts. With her hips lifted, the ridge of his head rubbed along her g-spot, sending jolts of pleasure through her in another first of sensations.
Jeff groaned, the sound low and guttural, his breath hitching as he drove into her. "Shit, Steph," he growled. He suddenly stopped mid-thrust, while his body went rigid and he fought to keep control, holding himself deep inside her. Every muscle in him strained to resist the primal urge to finish. "I'm so close... I don't want it to end yet," he grunted, burying his face in her neck as if he could will the orgasm away.
"It's okay," Stephanie whispered into his ear, her voice trembling with want. She flicked her tongue over his earlobe, her heels pressing against him. "Give me your seed, baby. I want it all," she begged, locking her ankles behind him to keep him buried inside.
Her words shattered his restraint. "Oh fuck, Steph!" he groaned through clenched teeth, his jaw clenching from the force of it. He tried to pull out, a last flicker of instinct telling him not to finish inside, but her legs held him fast. His cock erupted deep within her, the first hot surge spilling against her cervix, followed by another and another until his release flooded her completely.
He filled every inch of her, his thickness already stretching her to the limit, leaving no space for the sheer volume he poured into her. She felt it overflow, warm streams running down between her cheeks, the sensation sending fresh waves of pleasure through her. Her muscles tightened reflexively, milking him, holding him inside.
Jeff's body shuddered, his hips jerking with each pulse until he was spent. The feel of her clenching around him, her heat wrapping tight around every inch of him, left him dizzy. Her orgasm rolled through her in time with his, their bodies locked together, neither willing to let go.
Stephanie threw her head back, her body convulsing as her orgasm ripped through her, Jeff's release flooding into her at the same time. "Yes, baby, give me all of it!" she cried out, her voice breaking as his body jerked against hers. He had bottomed out inside her, and she ground her hips against him, stirring his cock within her while his pubic bone mashed against her clit. The sensation pushed her already sensitive body into overdrive, drawing a sharp, desperate cry from her.
"Fuck, that feels so good, baby. Don't stop. Please don't stop," she begged, riding the waves of pleasure, refusing to let the moment go. Her legs were still locked around his waist, her arms wrapped tight around his back, their chests pressed together as if she could fuse them into one. Even her face pressed and rubbed into his chest, like she was trying to burrow inside him.



Despite her pleas, Jeff stayed still, letting her take what she needed. He groaned, breath coming in quick, shallow bursts as her grinding sent her clit sliding over his pubic bone. His cock twitched inside her with the aftershocks of his own release, his body still feeling the effects of the climax. His orgasm had ended, but he pushed past the sensitivity, determined to let her finish. He could feel the heat of her climax, the way her muscles clenched tighter around him in rhythmic pulses, and pride swelled in his chest that he had given her this.
"Jesus, Steph," he rasped, his voice hoarse from exertion and thirst. "You're so amazing... I could stay inside you forever."
She looked up at him, his chest rising and falling, his skin covered in a sheen of sweat. She felt his cock still twitching within her, the remnants of his release oozing slowly from where they were joined. The feeling of fullness and satisfaction was so complete. Her thighs trembled as she finally unhooked her legs from his waist, the muscles aching from the strain of holding him so tightly. Her feet found the mattress, and she eased her legs down, the tension melting as her toes stretched.
She tried to keep him inside her, clenching her muscles to hold onto him, but his softening length began to slip away. A soft plop as he withdrew completely, and he sank back on his heels, catching his breath. Almost immediately, she felt a rush of warmth spill out of her, trickling over her backside, sliding between the curve of her ass until it pooled on the comforter beneath her, where it was already saturated from what they'd done.
Her gaze dropped, her skin shining with the sheen of their combined sweat. She could feel the evidence of their pleasure seeping from her, even if she couldn't see it from her angle. Reaching down, she swept a finger through the mess. "There's so much," she sighed, looking between Jeff and her hand.
A wicked smile curved her lips as she brought the finger to her mouth, cleaning it the way he had earlier with his own. The flavor of them together, his cum mingled with her own, hit her tongue, unexpected but intoxicating. "Mmmm," she hummed, her eyes locking on his, the hunger in them far from sated.
Jeff groaned, willing his softening cock back to life, but it was no use. It was such a stark contrast to the fact that he'd normally be trying to will an erection away, now, no matter how much he wanted it, his body simply wouldn't respond. After two intense orgasms and every ounce of his energy spent, his mind overloaded by what had just happened and what he was watching her do now still wasn't enough to coax him back. He knew he'd have more in him given a little time, but for now, he needed to recover.
The reality began to settle in, he had just come inside his sister. Fuck! What have I done? he thought. What have I done? But then his eyes lifted to Stephanie's face, watching her smile as she continued to savor the taste of them both, licking away every last fleck she had scooped onto her fingers, and he knew he wouldn't change a thing.
Stephanie licked her lips, the taste of Jeff lingering on her tongue. "Mmmm," she purred again, her eyes locked on his. "That was incredible. I never knew it could feel like that."
Jeff smiled, his body still trembling with the occasional aftershock of release. He reached out, cupping her face in his palm, his thumb brushing tenderly across her cheek.
"It was pretty fucking amazing for me too," he murmured, sounding drained. "But... we have a problem if you didn't notice."
Stephanie's brow furrowed, a flicker of concern breaking through her post-orgasm glow. "What is it?" she asked, her appetite for him still clear in her voice despite how spent they both were.
Jeff sighed. "We didn't use a condom. And I... I'm so sorry. I was just so caught up in the moment, I didn't think- I tried not to -"
She placed a finger gently over his lips, silencing him. "It's okay. I'm on the pill," she said softly, her voice both reassuring and a little playful. "Besides, I'm the one who held you inside. The idea of you cumming in me like that turned me on so much."
His cock twitched faintly at her words, trying for an encore, but his body was too tired to follow through. He lay down beside her, and she curled against him, resting her head on his shoulder. They held each other's gaze, her fingers idly tracing circles across his chest.
"You know what this means, right?" Stephanie asked, her voice dropping to a whisper.
Jeff swallowed hard, his heart thudding. He knew exactly what she meant. "Yeah, I know," he whispered back. "It means we have to be really fucking careful. We can't let anyone find out about this- about us."
Stephanie nodded, her eyes reflecting a complicated mix of desire and concern. "I know. And I'm sorry, Jeff. I didn't mean for this to happen." She held his gaze, and there was something in it, something neither of them had experienced before and didn't quite know how to handle. "It's just... as the night went on, I guess I realized I've had feelings for you for a while. I just never wanted to admit it to myself."
Jeff nodded with a small smile, his hand sliding up to tangle in Stephanie's hair, his fingers threading through the silky blonde strands. "I've felt the same way for a long time too. Longer than you'd probably like to know," he admitted with a sheepish grin. "But I was too scared to say anything. Too scared I might ruin everything we had."
Stephanie leaned in, pressing her lips to his in a soft, lingering kiss. For a few moments, they simply made out, savoring the gentleness of it. When she finally pulled back, her eyes searched his, with a mix of desire and vulnerability in them. She realized that they had skipped the part most young couples went through, of the simple innocence of just making out, of exploring each other slowly and savoring the unhurried passion.
"I don't want to ruin what we have either," she whispered. "But I don't know if I'll be able to stop thinking about you now. About... being with you," she added with a shy smile, her cheeks flushing red again.
Jeff's grin widened at her confession. "Good!" he said with a quiet laugh. "I haven't been able to stop thinking about you for a long time." He pulled her closer, and she responded by throwing a leg over his, curling against him as much as she could.
"So, what do we do now?" she asked softly. "I don't want to lose this. I don't want to lose you."
Jeff's chest tightened at her words, a warm, grounding sense of belonging settling over him. He knew exactly what she meant, and he felt it too. But he also knew their situation was far from simple.
"I don't know," he admitted, fingers still tangled in her hair as he kissed her forehead. "We can't exactly go public with this. People will judge, because... well, there's the whole 'we're siblings thing.'" His tone was laced with sarcasm, but the truth in it still hung between them.
Stephanie nodded, her forehead resting against his chest. "It's stupid, isn't it? Here we are, two people who care about each other, and we can't even tell anyone." She sighed, her breath warm against his skin. "I mean, it's not like it should even be a thing. Our parents got married, so what!" Her voice rose with a hint of frustration. She knew it was more complicated than that, but she was skirting the real issues they faced.
Jeff gave her a gentle squeeze. "It's okay. We'll figure something out," he said, his voice calm and steady. "We'll just have to be careful for now. Make sure no one suspects anything."
Stephanie sighed again, her breath brushing against his chest. "It's just... it's so unfair. We're both adults, and we can't even be together without having to hide it."
Jeff kissed the top of her head, his heart swelling at the thought of her in his arms. "But we'll make it work. We'll find a way."
They lay there in comfortable silence for a while, their bodies pressed together, their heartbeats matching. Stephanie could feel the weight of their secret pressing down on her, but alongside it came a sense of peace. In Jeff's arms, everything felt right. She knew things were going to get complicated from here, but she wouldn't trade the bond they had just crossed into for anything.
"You know what I think we should do?" Jeff asked at last, breaking the quiet.
She looked up at him, curiosity lighting her eyes. "What?" she asked, her mind already racing with possibilities of what he might say.
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James continued to see Jeanie, although it was never often, or predictable, but consistent enough that Dalton stopped asking if another visit was coming. The outings remained simple: dinner in town, a drive, the occasional walk somewhere secluded. He hadn't pressed things further than a kiss. Her reactions in those moments were telling, in the way she seemed curious and malleable. She followed his lead with that same simple obedience that made her so easy to be around. Completely different from the rest of what he chose to surround himself with. She never asked where things were going, and James didn't offer anything more than his presence, which seemed to be enough.
The months passed quickly. Jeanie had another birthday, turning twenty-one, but James wasn't there for it. He'd called her, though, choosing to leave her to celebrate with her family. She was disappointed, an ache she kept to herself, but she justified it to herself as him being busy. She truly couldn't imagine what his demanding world was like.
Carmen was tired of hearing Jeanie's name in every conversation. Even when Jeanie wasn't mentioned directly, she hung over conversations like a pesky gnat. Carmen wasn't foolish enough to lash out, but she made her displeasure known in more subtle ways. An offhanded comment, or a look. A question that didn't sound like one until it sat for a moment.
James ignored most of it.
Dalton didn't. He watched the pattern, and each time James brought his daughter back home, each time she came in smiling and sharing a little, he pushed just a bit harder. He needled James with little suggestions, intentionally timed for affect. As though the idea of James marrying her had never really been a question, only a matter of timing.
During one of his visits to see Jeanie, James felt a familiar shift in Dalton's demeanor - the tell-tale sign that he was about to press. Dalton cleared his throat, the sound felt eager and out of place in the stillness of the house.
"You know, James, your life in the city... it must be demanding. A man of your standing needs stability, a proper foundation at home." He paused, casting a glance toward the kitchen entry, where Jeanie was undoubtedly tidying up.
James simply listened, his gaze unwavering, and betraying nothing.
"A woman, James," Dalton continued, emboldened by the silence, "who understands duty. Not your modern city girls, all flash and no substance. Jeanie... now, she's different. Quiet. Attentive." He leaned forward, as though he were trying to impress upon James the unblemished canvas of his daughter. "She tends to take direction. It's in her nature at this point."
Betty, Jeanie's mother, stepped forward slightly, her hands clasped loosely in front of her, with a calm, almost placid expression on her face. "She's always been good at finding her place, Mr. Addams," Betty added softly, her voice smooth. "Never one to cause a fuss. She understands what's expected. A girl like our Jeanie, well, she makes a man's life much easier, doesn't she?"
The words she delivered without emotion, conveyed a deep-seated belief in the virtues of acceptance and domestic order. A philosophy she had clearly lived by in her marriage to Bob.
Dalton, of course, couldn't fathom the true depths of his daughter, but James saw her potential. With his guidance, how valuable an asset she could be.
"And she's still... untouched, James. Twenty-one years old, and she hasn't been with anyone, so far as I know. A rarity, wouldn't you say? A man like you, with your vision, could make her into a proper wife. She'd be a credit to your name." As Dalton continued, Betty stood, silently nodding as she agreed with her husband.
James's eyes had narrowed slightly, a subtle shift that indicated he was no longer merely tolerating Dalton's rambling but actively processing it. He didn't see innocence, but a project. The thought of molding someone so inherently receptive, so unaware of their own latent potential, held a perverse allure. The thoughts weren't about love or companionship, but about the ultimate act of creation, of control.
In the weeks and months that followed that conversation, the notion of Jeanie lingered in James's mind. He continued his visits to the farm, maintaining the unpredictable schedule he'd established. Each dinner in town, each country drive, each secluded walk became less about intrigue over her character and more about careful observation. He watched Jeanie's reactions, her alert attentiveness that mirrored her mother's placid acceptance. She never pushed, never questioned, never sought to impose her own will. Her responses to his subtle prompts were always as though she were curious and easily led. She moved through her small world with an innate grace of compliance, an almost preternatural willingness to follow.
This stark contrast to the women he typically encountered in his city life that tended to be demanding, ambitious, or often jaded, began to appeal to him more profoundly than he'd initially anticipated. They were already set, already driven by their own desires and the world's pressures. Jeanie, however, was raw, untainted. She hadn't been hardened by ambition or complicated by concerns of status. The thought of being the one to define her, to refine her reserved nature into an elegant composure, and cultivate her natural inclination to follow into perfect, unquestioning alignment with his own exacting standards, became an increasingly compelling prospect.
The arrangement suited him, with everything in its place. This potential for absolute control, for a life curated to his specifications, began to outweigh any fleeting dismissal.
Eventually, James stopped dismissing the idea. It hadn't come from anything Dalton said, he'd never taken his cues from that man, and clearly Dalton's motives were self-serving. But the girl was different, and her quiet attention lingered in his mind.
Then one afternoon having spent the day with Jeanie, without fanfare or need for persuasion, he gave Dalton his answer.
"I'll take her," he said it calmly, with no symbolic gesture of love or obligation. His only consideration being for what she could become. James gave Dalton no further explanation, no lingering farewell. He simply stood, a man who had made a transaction, and moved for his car.
Having followed him outside, Dalton watched the sleek vehicle disappear down the long, unpaved driveway, a slow, triumphant smile spreading across his face. It was a victory he had scarcely dared to hope for. He turned back towards the simple farmhouse, his steps light, almost buoyant. He found Betty in the kitchen, wiping down the worn counter, doing busy work as usual.
"Betty," he breathed, his voice overrun with a joy he usually kept buried deep, "he's gonna do it. James. He's gonna take her!" he said echoing James's word. He grabbed her by the shoulders, his eyes shining with unrestrained glee. "All these months. All my talkin' to him. He finally agreed! She's gonna be Mrs. James Addams. Think on that, Betty! We're set. Got it all. He's gonna be family now, Betty, and that'll set us up good for the future, just like I planned." Dalton laughed, a sound Betty rarely heard, loud and full of a manipulative pride. "Jeanie will make things right for us, just like I been sayin'."
In her small, neat room down the narrow hall, Jeanie froze. She had been sitting by the window, idly tracing patterns in the light coating of dust on the sill, dreaming of the unexpected kindness in James's distant gaze. The sound of her father's voice, usually a low growl, was now strangely excited. She heard him clearly through the thin walls: "He's gonna take her!... He's gonna be family now... that'll set us up good for the future... Jeanie will make things right for us."
A wave of deep confusion washed over Jeanie, settling heavy in her stomach. It wasn't the kind of scary feeling she knew, but a confusing mix of hopeful excitement and bad uncertainty. She liked James. He was quiet, yes, and often far away in his thoughts, but he had always treated her well, in his own strangely nice way. So different from how her father usually acted. Or even the other boys her age, who always spent their time trying to get in her pants, as her daddy put it. The idea of leaving the crumbling farmhouse, of a new life, a new start with him, had filled her with a desperate wish. She would have said yes, truly, if he had ever asked her. But this... this wasn't how she thought it would go. No asking to marry, no gentle words, just her father's happy talk about taking her, about a plan, about making things right for us.
Why did this feel so much like another one of her daddy's bad ideas, a twisted bargain where she was just something to be traded, even though James had been so kind? The nice way he had acted now felt bent into something wrong, like it was all just a trade her daddy had been working out. A big confusing feeling, a new, scary understanding started in her stomach. She wasn't just Jeanie anymore, his daughter, but a way to get money. A plan. And she had been nothing more than a part in another of her daddy's ideas to make money.
He found Carmen in his study, as expected, meticulously reviewing maps and land deeds related to the upcoming highway expansion, making sure no last-minute changes would disrupt their carefully laid plans for the surrounding parcels. She looked up, her expression practiced, ready for him to let her know what he needed. The subtle scent of her perfume, expensive and sophisticated, filled the air in stark contrast to the faint smell of wildflowers and damp earth that still clung to him from the farm.
"Carmen," James said, as though he were saying hello, yet devoid of any formal prelude. He loosened his tie as he moved to his desk. "I've decided I'm getting married."
Carmen's hands, which had been reaching for a plot map, stilled. The movement was barely perceptible, a tremor that might have been mistaken for a draft in the air-conditioned room. Her face, however, remained an unreadable mask. Her eyes, dark and sharp, met his, searching for something, anything, beyond the casual announcement. She found nothing but the usual impassive certainty.
"Married?" she questioned sharply, a disbelieving edge cutting through the calm. Her eyes, that were usually cool and composed, flashed with something akin to indignation. "To... the farm girl?"
Her stomach tightened at the thought of it. Married? To that little country mouse? The thought was a raw, visceral shock. She had dismissed the girl as a fleeting distraction, a momentary curiosity for James, nothing more, as girls would often come and go. The idea that Jeanie was becoming his wife, his legal and public consort, struck a nerve she hadn't known was so exposed.
She knew James's infrequent visits were a consistent, if minor, indulgence. But marriage? She had never, in all her calculated observations, imagined he would ever truly connect himself to someone like her, let alone this.
James seemed not to notice, or perhaps simply didn't care. "The arrangements will need to be made with Mr. & Mrs. Dalton. I'll leave the details to you. Keep it simple. Discreet. No unnecessary spectacles." He paused, looking at her as though nothing were unusual. "You'll be working closely with them, of course. Ensure everything is handled. Expedite it."
Carmen felt a cold wave wash over her, followed by a simmering resentment. Work with them? The disdain for Dalton, for the girl, for the very idea of it, tightened in her chest. She had always been indispensable, untouchable, and now she was going to be relegated to managing the logistical details of her own displacement? Her fear of being replaced, and her meticulously built utility unraveling, curdled into a silent fury. She wouldn't lash out, but she would make her displeasure known, nonetheless.
For now, however, she simply offered a clipped, "Understood. I'll make sure the arrangements are handled with the Daltons." Her hands clenched briefly, causing her nails to bite into her palms while out of sight.
Carmen lay in her room of James's penthouse, still chewing on the news of his engagement to Jeanie. The opulent surroundings felt less like a comfort and more like a reminder of her threatened position. Everything would legally be that dim-witted girl's, by law. The place she had called home for years, was now potentially threatened and could be taken from her. She traced the intricate pattern of the silk bedspread with a restless finger, as her mind replayed James's flat announcement. She could barely contain her outrage. He was getting married. To her.
The country girl was a trivial inconvenience, a temporary diversion at best, or so Carmen had convinced herself. James, with his exacting standards, his disdain for anything less than perfection, could not possibly see a long-term future with someone so... simple. Yet, here they were. The reality gnawed at her, a bitter pill she was forced to swallow. Her position, her influence, her very identity that James helped forge was inextricably linked to his needs. And a wife, particularly one molded to his specifications, if that's what she was, threatened to redefine everything.
She stood, having decided that James needed to be reminded of what she could do for him, that this girl could not.
Carmen crossed the room slowly, the hem of her delicate robe dragging silently against the marble floor. She paused at the mirror, studying herself with a discerning gaze. Forty-two and still liked what she saw. Still the woman who once made even James's father hesitate in conversation when she entered the room. Her fingers brushed her cheekbone, lifting slightly in a moment of questionable insecurity, in light of the day's news. Yet, she knew what James liked. What he required. And it wasn't naïve smiles or blushing silences.
As she looked at her reflection, she untied the sash of her robe, letting it fall open just enough to expose the tasteful, high-end lingerie she had chosen earlier that morning. It was supportive, yet elegant, but too practical. Too safe. Not what James would crave, or likely remember.
She turned, opened the drawer, and pulled out something she hadn't worn for him before. A black lace set with sheer panels and delicate straps that framed her body more like an offering than clothing. Not designer in name, but from a boutique designed for effect. She slipped it on deftly and examined herself again, deciding it was perfect.
She tied the robe once more, this time looser, draping the silk strategically to highlight her features, and hinting at what was beneath. The top open just enough to give a glimpse of the delicate front clasp of the bra. There was no questioning if James would be captivated. He would see what had once made him pull her onto his desk without a word. She had been many things for him over the years: assistant, confidante, mistress, shadow. But above all, she had been desirable.
Desirable in whatever way was required for the role she was serving in that moment. And tonight, she was going to be desirable in the way that would get him to take her on his desk again.
She thought of Jeanie's awkward pleasantries the last time they'd crossed paths. The girl had stammered a compliment, something about Carmen's blouse or hair. Carmen hadn't even bothered to respond. A pet. A girl who had likely never stepped foot in a proper restaurant, let alone lived in a penthouse with a view of the skyline. She'd look around the entryway like she'd stepped into a cathedral. It was laughable. No, tragic. James deserved better, and somewhere in him, he knew that.
Carmen stepped into the low lighting of the hallway, her feet barely a whisper as she passed the abstract paintings she'd helped him choose. Every inch of the home bore her influence, colors, textures, the subtle positioning of light and shadow from the fixtures. Jeanie wouldn't even know where to begin.
James was seated at his desk, the city lights coming in from through the floor-to-ceiling windows, the only light in the office coming from the small banker's lamp, as he flipped through a file with methodical focus. His desk was clean, as always, except for the small stack of documents he annotated with neat, deliberate marks. He didn't look up when she entered, as expected, but she knew he was aware of her presence the moment her fingernails dragged over the heavy wooden door as she entered.
Carmen crossed the room unhurriedly, each step barely making a noise as her feet met the cold hard floor. She sat on the edge of the desk opposite him without asking. As she propped herself onto the desk, she gathered the hem of the robe in one hand, pulling it forward just enough to keep from sitting on it. The movement flowed naturally, practical but carrying its own unmistakable purpose.
The robe shifted over her hip, offering a brief glimpse of skin and the narrow string vanishing between her cheeks. She'd positioned her body slightly facing away, with just enough angle to offer the sweep of her profile and the elegant curve of her spine beneath the draped silk.
Only the faintest line of black lace reappeared just below the base of her spine, an elegant whisper of intention, revealing just enough to confirm that she wasn't bare, but barely. She made no adjustment, or effort to cover herself. She just sat with one leg crossed delicately over the other, as if nothing were improper.
James turned another page, pen in hand. "Is there something you need?" he asked.
She let the question hang a moment, as she considered her response. "I was going to ask you the same," she purred. "You had quite the day it sounds."
Still, he didn't look at her. But she saw his pen pause mid-mark, as she looked over her shoulder at him. Saw the faint shift of his jaw. It was enough. She hadn't come for conversation.
"I thought I might stay in tonight," she added, adjusting her posture to give a more overt profile of how her chest pushed against the light robe. "After all, this might be my last evening here without her."
She let her eyes drift to the window behind him. She could wait patiently, but not passively. She hadn't been dismissed yet and she had no intention of going uncontested.



James made another mark on the page, but it was slower this time. His eyes remained downcast, the soft scratching of pen against paper the only sound in the room. But Carmen knew the signs. She could see the shift in his breathing. The stillness in his posture, like a man weighing options with the same cold logic he applied to balance sheets and legal clauses.
She turned her gaze back toward him fully now, sliding slightly on the desk so that one knee bent up, foot resting on the edge, the fabric of the robe parting along her thigh. Still tasteful. Now framed in a brighter light from its proximity to the desk lamp, but unmistakably open. She tilted her head and offered a smile carrying more suggestion than warmth.
"Have you thought it through?" she asked. "What changes when she arrives? When she's living here?"
James set the pen down without looking up. "I expect it will be... busier. More adjustment. She'll need time."
Carmen gave a soft, knowing laugh that sounded almost indulgent. "She'll need more than time, James. She'll need guidance. She'll need someone to explain where the light switches are. Do they even have electricity out there?" she asked sarcastically. Her tone dripped with amusement, but her eyes were sharp. "And that's just the beginning."
She leaned back, arms braced behind her, letting the robe slip just enough to offer a glimpse of the lace-trimmed curve of her breast. "And you - are you ready to be patient with her fumbling? Her questions? Her wide-eyed awe at everything she doesn't understand?"
Finally, his gaze lifted, not bothering to make it all the way to her face. No, it caught just below her throat at the small V of exposed skin at the open collar of her robe. Then her legs. Just a flicker. Just a breath. But she watched his eyes, noting where they drifted.
She pressed the moment. "She doesn't know you like I do. She thinks you're some prince charming from one of her fairy book stories." She shifted ever so slightly. "You and I both know better," she said softly
"You're assuming I want to be known," he said, leaning back in his chair.
"You don't have to want it," Carmen replied, sliding from the desk with practiced grace, the robe settling back into place. She stood now in front of him, separated by the desk, but close enough that the light caught the delicate clasp of her bra through the parted silk. "You already are. By me."
His silence stretched, heavy with consideration. Carmen let it hang. Let it steep. Each movement spoke for her, leaving nothing to question. There was no trace of pleading, only the certainty of someone showing what they meant to offer.
"I've never asked you for promises, James," she continued, softer now. "I've only ever given you what you needed. Even when you didn't realize it."
Her hand hovered at the tie of her robe, just a gentle tug away from dissolving the last barrier. Her eyes met his, steady. If he told her to stop, she would, but he hadn't yet, and knowing the look he had, that meant the decision hadn't been made.
She was still in the room. Still in the game. And Carmen had no intention of losing.
James responded not with words, but simply by moving his chair further back from the desk. An invitation for Carmen to come around.
The leather creaked under him as he shifted, his body still composed, but at last his focus was undeniably on her. He didn't bother to look at her robe. He knew the performance was for him, and that knowledge alone was a symbol of the power he possessed in the moment.
Carmen stepped lightly from where she had been perched moments before, her movements were deliberate Each step a silent declaration that she still understood the rules of this unspoken game better than anyone else ever would. She rounded the desk, letting her fingers trail along its polished edge, never letting her eyes leave his.
By the time she stood in front of him, the room felt warmer and more intimate, like the air itself had heated with her anticipation. Her hands moved slowly to the tie at her waist once more, with a more definitive certainty now that she had his undivided attention. She undid it with a flick of her fingers, the silk offering no friction or resistance, letting the robe part enough to allow what lay beneath to peek out through the frame it provided: the black lace, sheer and sculpted, clinging to the curves she knew still held his interest.
She didn't remove the robe completely. Instead, leaned forward slightly and placed one hand on the arm of his chair, close enough for him to see the detail in the fabric, to feel the heat of her presence.
"You can marry her," she said softly, the faintest smile touching her lips. "But she'll never be able to handle the weight of who you really are, James. Not like I can."
James didn't flinch. He didn't speak. But his hand shifted, and his fingers brushed lightly against her thigh. Acknowledgment of the offering being presented for him.
That was all Carmen needed.
She lowered herself slowly to her knees between his legs, the silk of the robe, caressing the skin of her firm ass and the back of her thighs, embracing her in cool luxury and heat alike. She held his eyes, calm and steady, as if to remind him she didn't need to be asked. A reminder of who she was, what she'd give, what she could still take back if she wanted to.
He had opened the door for tonight. And Carmen intended to walk through it.
Carmen's hands rested gently on his knees, grounding her to the moment, connecting them. Her head tilted slightly as she looked up at him, eyes staying locked on his. She had knelt before James countless times over the years, but this moment carried a different weight. An intention of strategy to show that no matter who wore the ring, she still understood the man.
James remained still, his hands resting on the arms of the chair, his expectant gaze staying locked on hers as well. But Carmen could sense the tension building just beneath the surface, the restraint, always iron-clad, was no longer one of indifference. It contained deliberation. He was deciding whether to let the past reassert itself, even now, on the eve of something new.
Her fingers trailed up his thighs slowly, tracing the familiar lines through the fabric of his tailored slacks. "Do you remember," she murmured, "the first time I knelt for you in this office? You told me not to speak, just to listen. And I did." She let her nails lightly drag as she paused, her voice lower now. "That was the night you told me exactly how you liked it... and the night I showed you things you didn't even know you wanted."
James didn't answer, but she saw it in the way the muscles at the top of his jaw made themselves known, as the flexed. The faint narrowing of his eyes. He remembered. Of course he did.
She leaned in slightly, her breath brushing the fabric of his pants. "I didn't need to be your wife to matter, James. I've never needed that title. I've always valued the freedom our arrangement gave me. And I still do."
One of his hands moved then, fingers reaching forward, catching a lock of her light brown hair. He twisted it once around his index finger before letting it fall. Still silent, but no longer disengaged.
Carmen's lips curled into an assured smile. Her hands moved with more intent now, their fingers sliding along his belt. She didn't rush. James appreciated control. He liked when a woman presented herself with precision, with poise, when the reveal was deliberate, and sometimes exaggerated. The build, the restraint, the timing, it mirrored how he lived all facets of his life. And Carmen understood that. She liked being seen. Liked being more than accepted. She wanted to be admired, desired, wanted in ways that left no doubt. Even envied, by women who never understood how much power there was in knowing exactly when to give yourself, and how.
The sound of the buckle unfastening was soft. Carmen looked up again, eyes locking with his, her voice just above a whisper. "Let me remind you who you are."
And she would. Whoever waited at the altar didn't matter. This - this was hers long before they arrived. She'd claimed it without ceremony, without need, because this moment, this place, answered only to her.
The sound of the zipper followed, quieter still, barely more than a breath between them. Carmen worked with practiced ease, the motion smooth, respectful of the moment's weight. She wasn't performing for praise. This exhibition, the display, it was her love language. It was one James understood fluently. She had his attention.
His legs parted slightly, a subtle shift that spoke louder than words. Still, he didn't touch her, and let her lead. That was the dance they knew best, his control never surrendered, even when she was taking the lead. Even then, it was still to his standards, to his preferences. To what she knew he wanted. Any illusion of control was never taken, but loaned to serve a purpose.
She leaned in, lips close enough now that her breath warmed the sensitive skin beneath his navel. "You can have her in the daylight," she murmured. "But I know what you reach for when it's dark."
He didn't speak, didn't blink. But his hand moved again, now resting on her shoulder, firm and steady, signaling her. There was no verbal command, nothing spoken, but the gesture told her he'd heard. It also conveyed what was now expected.
Carmen closed her eyes, breathing in the moment like a vow all its own. Reverence defined every inch of her stillness. Each breath spoke of something undisturbed, a truth that had never slipped out of reach.
She lowered herself further, the silk of her robe slipping against his legs, where it had pooled at her knees. She felt his muscles tighten beneath her touch, restrained and deliberate, just like him. Her fingers, every movement tailored of her mouth and body was refined, honed to satisfy not just his desire, but his sense of order.
Her hands moved with the slow certainty that came with experience, easing the fabric aside just enough to free him. There was no mistaking the measured confidence in her touch. She felt the familiar heft and warmth of him, the slight twitch of tension as her fingers wrapped around the base. He didn't speak, not that she'd expect him to in moments like this. But Carmen didn't need words. She had spent years decoding his silences, reading his breath, cataloging every involuntary response to hear.
She took her time knowing the value he placed on control, the tease of restraint, the deliberate execution of desire. That was always the appeal with James. The aesthetic of precision. And Carmen had mastered it. She knew how to pace her movements to match the beat of his composure.
But as her lips met the head of his cock, the moment stopped being about tactics.
Warmth spread across her mouth as she enveloped him, her lips parting slowly, taking him in until the tip brushed the back of her throat. She exhaled through her nose, her jaw relaxing to accommodate him. Her hand steadied his base while the other trailed gently over his thigh, as she began to move.
Her rhythm was smooth at first in long, unhurried strokes, the wet sound of her mouth a contrast to the silent tension in the room. She let him feel every inch of her tongue, every press and pull, her lips sealing tightly as she drew back, only to descend again with a little more depth, a little more need. Her own breath hitched when his hand returned to her hair, firmer now, his fingers threading through the light brown strands and holding, not forcing, just there. Present. Claiming.
Carmen moaned around him with a low guttural sound, and entirely genuine. Every glance, every breath, every lap of her tongue came from a place already given over with devotion. She quickened slightly, letting her tongue swirl beneath the ridge, sucking harder on the upstroke, easing him deeper on the down. Her body shifted closer, knees spreading, the silk of her robe parting, further open, forgotten.
She could feel his thighs tighten. His breathing changed, coming out a little more uneven. And she reveled in it. The taste of him, the way he filled her mouth, the way his restraint cracked in slow, perfect increments - it thrilled her. She moved with purpose, every motion was measured, deliberate, and uniquely beautiful. Like worship rendered through the body.
And as she sucked him deeper, throat opening to take him with an almost sacred grace, Carmen knew exactly what she was doing.
She was reestablishing the present and her place in it, her command of it, her right to be exactly where she was. Her value in this capacity rooted in the fact that no one else knew how to do this. Only she understood how to touch the parts of him no one else could reach with careful precision until he came undone in her hands and mouth.
He size filled her enough that she had to adjust to him. Now, he pressed firmly against the back of her throat as she took him deep enough that the stretch was on the edge of challenging. He had a satisfying presence in her hand, the kind of size you felt with every motion. Nothing awkward or exaggerated, just well-proportioned. Consistent with the way he carried himself: unassuming at first glance, but undeniably impressive once revealed. And more than enough for Carmen to savor.
She adjusted her angle, taking him deeper now, the head gliding past the back of her tongue, her throat tightening with practiced effort. The wet heat of her mouth clung to him, lips stretched, cheeks hollowed with each slow withdrawal. Her hand stroked in synch beneath her mouth, a seamless continuation of what her lips couldn't reach. She worked him like a luxury she knew how to handle.
Her eyes fluttered closed briefly, as she felt the pulse beneath her tongue, the subtle twitch that told her he was holding back. She knew how to get past that, however. Knew how to make his breath go ragged and make his hand tighten at the back of her head like he might lose his composure if she didn't ease up.
Carmen hummed softly around him, letting the vibration add to the sensation. His response was subtle, another shift in his breathing, a faint exhale through his nose, but it was there. She pulled back until only the tip remained between her lips, her tongue teasing just beneath the head, then sank down again, slow and unrelenting, her throat flexing around him.
She could feel how hard he was now, the skin tight, enabling her to feel the slight texture of the tissue beneath. The size of him may not be the biggest, but it was still impressive and made you walk a little differently afterward, if you were the sort of woman who liked to be properly used.
And Carmen did.
She braced herself with both hands on his thighs now, using only her mouth. Moving faster, deeper, letting the saliva gather, spill, not caring about neatness anymore. He was watching her now; she could feel it without looking up. Watching the way her mouth took him, the way her body moved with intention.
She wasn't down there because she had to be. She chose this. She wanted it.
And when his hand tightened once more, firmer and no longer gentle, she knew she had him.
Carmen let her mouth linger a moment longer, savoring the tension she felt in his thighs, the way his breath had shifted, heavier now, more reactive. Then, with unhurried grace, she released him, lips parting as she withdrew. She brought one hand back to him and gave one final stroke, deliberate and slow, before she let go entirely.
She stood, gathering the robe with one hand and brushed across her lower lip with the other. A sensual punctuation, as if declaring this moment was hers. Without a word, she stepped back and leaned against the heavy desk, bracing herself with a hand as she pulled the robe closed again, her arm holding it together at the center of her chest.
For a moment, she let the silence hold.
She looked down, following her own hands with her eyes, and allowing him to observe unmonitored. Then, slowly, she began to open it again, unfolding the silk like a gift unwrapped with care. Beneath it, her tanned skin glowed softly in the ambient light, the lace and sheer black of her lingerie clinging to her body like it had been painted on. Her hands glided over her curves, tracing the rise of her hips, the slope of her stomach, then upward across her ribcage until they met at the clasp between her breasts.
She paused. Looked at him. Then undid it.
The bra gave way with a soft snap, and the breasts he'd paid for, full, high, perfectly sculpted, spilled free. She let the thin straps fall from her shoulders along with the robe as they both slipped down her arms in one fluid motion. But their descent was halted at the edge of the desk, where she was still leaning. The delicate pile of silk and lace gathered against the wood, caught there, resting like a discarded promise where the taut muscles of her butt met the warm wood of the desk, separated only by the thin material trapped between.
She remained still for a moment, bare from the waist up, her skin smooth and luminous in the low light. Her nipples tightened in the cool air, the warmth of arousal still lingering beneath her skin. She kept her breathing even, holding herself so he would have no doubt that she wanted him to look. To see her exactly as she was and what she still had to offer.
Thin strings rode high on her hips, framing the soft curve below her narrow waist. The delicate front panel, a blend of lace and sheer fabric sat low across her abdomen, just enough to veil what lay beneath while hinting at its shape. The contrast only sharpened the lines of her figure, which were tight, feminine, and unmistakably intentional. Carved from a mixture of her gym routine and augmentation he'd paid for. It hadn't come without effort. Every contour was maintained, sculpted, preserved with care. And the way James appreciatively looked at her now with lingering focus, made every hour of discipline feel justified. His gaze was its own kind of reward.
The cut exposed the firm curve of flesh below her narrow waist. The shape of her was deliberate. She'd done this for herself, yes, but she knew exactly how it looked for him. How she looked. It was feminine and honed to be perfectly proportioned. Not the naïve prettiness of a girl, but the provocative elegance of a woman who knew exactly how much power her body carried.
Then, with deliberate calm, Carmen pushed herself to full standing again, letting the robe and bra fall fully away as she turned. The silk slipped to the floor without protest, leaving her in nothing but that barely-there scrap of lace adorning her pelvis.
As she turned, her ankles crossed, keeping her legs pinched neatly together in a posture as controlled as it was revealing. Bending forward, Carmen placed her palms on the desk, then lowered herself slowly, forearms settling flat against the polished surface. The pose was graceful and practiced, offering everything, yet holding just enough in reserve.
The curve of her back arched with practiced ease, hips angled upward just slightly, perfection in motion. The thin string of her thong disappeared between her cheeks, the lace offering little cover. Her scarcely covered mound, looked tight and inviting beneath the narrow panel, while above it, the subtle cleft of her backside and the puckered skin were just visible around the thinnest edge of fabric, leaving little to the imagination.
And she knew James would be at eye level to take it all in.
With careful precision, Carmen reached one hand back, letting her fingers glide lightly over the curve of one cheek. Her touch trailed inward, slow and deliberate, until she reached the soft flesh just beside her mound. She paused there, then gently pulled, spreading herself, not the fabric, but the skin around it, drawing it open with sultry intent.



The motion caused the lace to shift against her, the tension pulling taut across her center. One outer lip began to slip free, pressing outward from beneath the edge of the panties, nearly fully exposed. Above, the lightly crinkled skin of her other entrance, peeking into view at the edge of the thin band of material. The fabric clung, barely containing her now, the delicate mesh straining to hold its place as her body responded to her own touch and the anticipation building between them.
Had it not been for the low lighting, she knew James would see everything. The smooth, glistening petals beneath the sheer panel, the way her heat met the cool air and made her swell. Just before the inner edge of her outer lip could slip free completely, Carmen released the hold. Her fingers let the skin ease back into place, the soft flesh folding inward again, but not completely. The gusset of her panties, shifted by the motion, remained slightly bunched to one side, leaving the one side still partially exposed. The lace no longer sat evenly, tugged off-center just enough to reveal the soft, dusky hue of one lip, flushed deeper than the surrounding skin, dewy against the stretched fabric.
Her hand withdrew, disappearing behind her body, the imbalance left behind as intentional as the rest of her.
Then, slowly, her fingers reappeared, only this time from beneath, between her thighs. She ran them gently along the damp lace, tracing the soft outline of herself, her touch light and provocative. She rubbed in slow, shallow strokes, letting the pressure build. The panties that were already straining against her, offered little resistance.
With a pointed tug, she hooked one finger around the material, bunching it, and drew it further in, pulling the fabric tight. The lace slipped between her lips, parting them, leaving her spread and glistening around the delicate strip working its way out of sight. What was once veiled under the thin material, had become the frame around it - thin, wet, and nearly transparent, if not for the dim light softening the view.
She paused again, hand retreating, leaving herself bared and waiting. She knew he was watching.
Carmen didn't move, didn't speak. Silence settled between them, heavy with intent. Her breath came slow and steady as she held the pose, essentially every inch of her body on display, yet perfectly still. The cooler air causing goosebumps on her skin, heightening the sensation of exposure, of being observed so intently.
Behind her, she could hear the subtle creak of his chair, almost imperceptible, but there. He hadn't gotten up yet, but the shift was telling. James never moved without purpose, just as she had been intentional with hers since leaving her room. And if he was adjusting now, it meant she had stirred something in him
Her thighs tensed slightly, instinctively, as the damp fabric clung tightly between them. The lace was bunched, the taut material pressing directly against her clit before leaving the divide of her sex. Every subtle shift she made against the desk sent a small jolt through her, the pressure teasing her, triggering a faint, rhythmic throb that refused to fade. She was swollen, sensitive, fully open beneath the fabric, and the steady friction only made it worse. Or better. The ache deepened with each passing second, her arousal pulsing against the sheer material as she held herself there in offering, exposed and unabashedly wet.
She turned her head slowly, just enough to look back over her shoulder. "Do you want me like this, James?" she asked, not teasing, but with curious calm, knowing exactly what she was doing. "Or do you want to watch a little longer?"
The question lingered between them, but she didn't break eye contact.
For a long moment, James didn't answer. He remained still, hands resting calmly on the arms of the chair. But Carmen could sense exactly where his eyes were. She let her head drop toward the desk, hanging loosely between her arms, her body fully presented. His fingertip traced the line of her spine, starting at the base of her neck and following the smooth channel between the slender curves of muscle as it dipped toward her lower back. The definition on either side making the path impossible to ignore.
Eventually, his attention would focus where she wanted it, on the cleft of her ass, and the delicate lace running through the valley, dividing the two halves before disappearing into her folds it had been pulled between with intent. The panties no longer concealed anything. They didn't veil anything, only got in the way. A thin, damp barrier stretched over what was his for the taking, if he chose to reach for it.
He stayed silent. Only the sound of shifting fabric gave him away, the slight tension in his stance betraying how close he was. She felt the faint brush of his undone belt grazing her skin as she remained bent forward, in offering. The pause stretched between them. She sensed the pull in him to act, and her body answered instinctively, hips rising slightly, a subtle flex that deepened the invitation.
The seam of her panties pressed harder against her clit, and a small involuntary tremor rippled through her, impossible to ignore.
Still, she waited.
She smiled faintly. "Well?" she asked, the edge of her voice husky now. "You've got her tomorrow. But I'm the one in front of you right now."
The silence broke. His hand came to rest just above her tailbone, with a heavy, grounding quality, holding her in place. Carmen didn't move. She'd gotten her answer.
His other hand followed quickly with no hesitation this time, sweeping over her hip and dipping between her cheeks. His thumb pressed firmly against the soaked strip of lace, sliding along it once, then again, dragging it harder against her sensitive bundles of nerves with deliberate pressure.
As he moved the length of her, starting from where the material was taut over her clitoris, his touch passed further, He passed over her slick entrance, then continued upward, gliding over the tight ring of her anus, also slickened now by her own arousal, the material absorbing what it could. He drew up the cleft, following the material, with the warmth of his hand lingering.
She exhaled sharply, the sound a half gasp, half moan, and her hips giving a small, involuntary twitch. The added unspoken contact sent a jolt through her, amplifying the ache that had already taken hold.
Then, not only did she feel it, but she heard it. It was brief. Rough, but unmistakable. A quick jerk of fabric, the seam giving way in a sharp snap of material that cut through the room.
The fabric gave way in his hands, tearing where the gusset met the single string that ran up through her ass. What remained of the panties clung around her hips in limp pieces, the ruined lace now resting loosely where her thighs met, caught in the narrow space between them. The string in back, freed from its tension, slipped down between her cheeks and tickled the damp skin of her ass as she moved, no longer clinging to her body at all, but resting limply.
He didn't pause. His hand returned immediately, bare fingers now gliding freely through the wetness he'd fully uncovered. He spread her with one hand, opening her gently, then slid two fingers deep inside her, the sound was audibly raw and wet. His other hand rested flat across her lower back, holding her in place, as though pinning her to the desk.
"That's more like it," James muttered.
His hand stayed on her back as he leaned in, eyes fixed on the way her body shifted beneath his touch. He watched the subtle movements, the way her skin tensed, the way her dripping fluids clung to her inner thighs, the slight quiver in her muscles as she held her position. With his probing hand, he slid his fingers back between her cheeks, tracing the same path he had moments before.
He spread her gently, running two fingers down her seam, pressing back into the slick heat of her entrance, then dragging upward. When he reached the tight ring of muscle above, he circled it slowly with his thumb, gliding over it with her own arousal he'd just gathered. He repeated the motion, down, then up, his eyes following every shift, every twitch in her hips, every subtle response. The back string now lay useless, a thread against her ass, lifting and falling with each motion of his hand.
James stepped closer. His cock, already hard and exposed from her earlier attention, slid through her folds once, coating himself in her wetness. He adjusted his stance, and his pants slipped lower down his thighs, catching there, held by the tension in his legs as he positioned himself.
He gripped her hip, lining up, and pressed forward. With one slow, steady thrust, he sank into her.
Carmen's breath left her in a single, staggered exhale as he filled her. The stretch was deep, immediate, the kind that made her fingertips try to grip against the desk's smooth surface. Her thighs, still pressed together, made the sensation tighter, the pressure more concentrated, as every inch of him was felt, no space wasted.
James held there for a moment, fully seated inside, his hands gripping her hips as he watched the way her body adjusted to him. The shiver rising up her back. The small, uneven movements of her ribs as she caught her breath. The way her muscles clenched around him, almost involuntarily, drawing him in as deep as they could.
Then he moved.
He pulled back halfway and thrust again, harder. The sound was unmistakable - flesh against flesh, wet and immediate, echoing off the hard surfaces of the room. Again. And again. His rhythm built quickly. No more teasing from her now. No testing. Just the steady, purposeful drive of his hips colliding with her. Thighs being forcefully pinned against the edge of the desk with every impact, as the corner of hard wood bit into them.
The ruined panties bounced limply with each drive, the loose lace brushing against the tops of her thighs and the thread of the back string swishing lightly against her skin. Her breasts, still bare, pressed against her forearms that were braced under her, supporting her weight. The motion causing subtle friction with every push forward.
Carmen didn't speak; she couldn't. Every sound she made came in fragments: a stifled gasp, a moan forced out between clenched teeth, a low whimper when he shifted his angle and struck deeper. Her legs stayed tight, her core tense, the friction heightened by the position and the slick heat that had been building since the moment she bent forward for him.
James adjusted his grip, one hand sliding up her back to the nape of her neck. His fingers curled there, not forcing her down, just holding her. Making it clear she wasn't going anywhere.
Then his other hand moved.
The first smack landed across her ass, with a sharp, deliberate, crack. Just enough to send a jolt through her and make the flesh beneath his palm warm and sting. Carmen barely reacted outwardly, but the sensation snapped a thought loose in her mind.
Her. The girl who would soon be in this house. Possibly even in the house in the country as soon as tomorrow, depending on James's plans. The one soft enough to blush, naïve enough to squeal when James came to get her.
Carmen clenched her jaw, her body tightening as his hips continued behind her.
A second smack landed a breath later with more force behind it this time, resonating through the meat of her ass and down into her thighs. It wasn't unusual between them. The act wasn't cruelty. But in that moment, it felt like an echo of something she didn't want brought into this room. Into this act.
She moved.
In one fluid shift, Carmen lifted her right leg and drew it up onto the desk, her knee planted to the side, opening her thighs. The change widened her stance, exposed her further, but it also lifted her hips higher, changing the angle between them. At the same time, her hand reached back, gripping the top cheek, fingers spreading herself for him, the glisten of her arousal catching in the dim light as she held herself open.
But it served another purpose too. Her hand and arm now covered the curve of her ass. Not completely, but enough.
He couldn't spank her again without moving her.
She looked back over her shoulder, not speaking, not smiling, just watching him. His face. The way he took her, now wearing nothing but the tattered remains of expensive panties, still limply hanging below her, having served their purpose. Yet, he stood half dressed. Shirt still buttoned. His pants bunched at his thighs, caught in place by the width of his stance, belt protruding forward mirroring his erection.
There was something about it that made her heart beat harder. The contrast. Her bare skin rippling under each thrust, his body driving forward with full force, composed and relentless.
Her hand still pulled at herself, keeping her spread for him, the motion exposing every part of her. With each thrust, the crinkled skin twitched, helpless to hide anything. She felt the tension build with every impact, pressure compounding with friction as her nerves burned hotter. The leg supporting her had started to shake.
Then his hand moved again.
One thumb slid down, dragging through the moisture that had spread across her vagina, splayed open by his cock piercing her. Then he found the exposed opening above, already glistening, already flexing in time with his rhythm. He circled once, twice, then pressed in. Just the tip at first.
Carmen let out a sharp exhale, it was short, but she didn't pull away. She pushed back.
He accepted the invitation, pushing deeper. The angle changed, the sensation stretched her in both places now, full and overwhelming. She cried out this time with no restraint, her breath shuddering against the wood of the desk.
James didn't let up.
His pace stayed steady, driving into her while his thumb worked in firm pulses behind, matching the rhythm of his cock. The combination left her trembling as every nerve sparked, every inch of her claimed by friction and pressure. Her stomach tightened. Her hands fisted against the desk with enough tension to turn her fingers white.
She felt it starting deep in her core, tightening inside her, and growing fast.
"Don't stop," she managed, barely a whisper. "Don't-"
He didn't.
Another thrust. Another twist of his thumb. And she came through shaking breath caught in her throat, hips jerking back as her body buckled around him. Her moan was raw and broken, dragged out of her as the waves hit, causing her thighs to quiver against the desk. The heavy piece of furniture holding its ground, supporting her as she spasmed against it.
James followed seconds later. Removing his thumb, he adjusted his grip, tightening his hands on her hips. When the muscles in his body responded accordingly, with one final thrust, he drove himself deep and held there. She felt the full press of him buried to the hilt, unmoving and seated as far as he could as his weight pressed her forcefully into the desk. His breath came out hard through his nose as his body tensed. Then came the first pulse. It was deep inside her. Hot and coating her channel in thick waves of his cum as his orgasm took over.
Feeling him twitch inside her, Carmen tightened down against him, as though trying to draw out every drop of him she could. Her hands braced against the desk, as he pulled her hips back into him, holding her in place. Her own body refusing to let a single inch of him go.
His hands gripped her hard, and through gritted teeth came a broken groan, deeper than anything she'd heard in a long time.
"God, Carmen. Fuck, that's perfect. Don't move... don't fucking move-"
His voice cracked near the end, overwhelmed, ragged with sensation. Each pulse from his body pressed into hers, filling her, the warmth spreading through her as he held her tight, locked in place.
Carmen whimpered beneath him. "Yes," she breathed, voice shaking. "Give it to me... I want every drop, James. All of it. Right there. I can feel you against my cervix."
He let out another strained sound, almost broken now, his hips twitching as the last of it emptied into her.
He didn't pull out. He stayed planted inside her. And that meant more than anything he could've said.
It wasn't habit, with this being a rarity. She didn't think it was thoughtless, not with the coming activities ahead. Not with her, the girl he was about to marry and whatever design he may have.
He could've pulled away. Could've finished on her. Created just enough distance to make this mean less, and placing that familiar wall between them to keep things clean, detached, and manageable. But he hadn't. He gave her the full weight of it. Buried. Spent. Intimate.
Carmen closed her eyes, breathing through the sensations still burning in her body. The trembling of her muscles beneath him were no longer from the physical pleasure he'd brought, but from knowing exactly what had passed between them. Something unspoken, but real all the same. Something that, for now, was only hers.
Betty answered, warm as ever, yet a little flustered, grateful that Carmen had taken charge.
"Yes, yes - simple is completely fine," Betty said over the line. "Something small at the church, nothing showy. Reverend Howard said he'd be honored to officiate."
Carmen jotted the name without comment. "Flowers?"
"Oh... something soft. White, maybe. Light pink if it's not too much."
"Done."
"And the dress. She... well, I thought maybe-"
"There's no time to bring her into the city," Carmen cut in smoothly. "And nothing you'll find in that town is going to photograph well."
Betty hesitated on the other end.
"I'll take care of it," Carmen continued. "I have a good eye. I'll find something that suits her body, and will showcase her figure. That'll speak to the bride she'll be."
Betty exhaled, disappointed to not get to go shopping for her daughter's wedding dress. "That's... very kind. Thank you, Carmen."
By the time they hung up, Carmen had already opened a shortlist of boutiques she trusted, places she knew how to walk in and out of without anyone asking questions while she shopped for a bride that wasn't her. She had no intention of selecting anything custom. No fittings, no drama.
The dress Carmen eventually selected was not traditional. Not by small-town standards, and certainly not by Betty Dalton's. But it was easy to justify that options were limited, and time even more so. It was white, yes, and technically a gown, but little else about it whispered modesty. It barely even hinted to bridal.
The bodice was fitted and sheer in places, boned for structure, with a plunging V neckline that revealed far more than it concealed. Thin spaghetti straps framed the shoulders, delicate but unrepentant. The skirt, while flowing in light layers of tulle, parted high along the thigh in a daring slit that would leave little to the imagination when Jeanie moved. Underneath, the structure of the dress, it would cling to her hips and torso like as though it were painted on, stopping just short of scandalous.
Carmen didn't apologize for it. She had assessed Jeanie's figure quickly, the narrow waist, full chest, long legs, and knew the dress would fit with only minor adjustments, something she could have rushed through a tailor without much trouble.
"They've never seen anything like it, and they still won't understand what they're looking at," she'd muttered to herself in the shop, before handing it off to the attendant without a second thought. And certainly, without asking James or the Dalton's for approval.
This will be fun, she thought.
Carmen had no interest in elevating the girl, but she wasn't stupid. Sending Jeanie down the aisle looking plain or provincial would only raise suspicion, or worse, disappointment from James. He wasn't sentimental, but he wasn't blind either. He'd notice if his bride looked forgettable. Carmen made sure she wouldn't, by any stretch of the imagination.



She needed him content. So, she chose something that would leave no room for indifference. It was sexy, and it would never be forgettable, especially in that little country church, in front of those small-town eyes. James would remember it. The Daltons would too. No one would forget the way she looked walking down that aisle.
The next calls followed quickly. The florist: basic stems, prearranged. The church: confirmed again.
When Betty asked if she should help Jeanie dress on the morning of the wedding, Carmen agreed without hesitation. She wouldn't enjoy preparing the girl to marry James, but her enjoyment wasn't the point. James expected her to help. The wedding was simple by design, and Carmen's role, however bitter it may be, was part of that arrangement.
When she finally set her phone down for the night, the penthouse was quiet. The garment bag was hanging in a closet near the front door, innocuous. Unlike the girl it was meant for, and the mere thought of seemed to offend Carmen's sensibilities.
Carmen poured a finger of bourbon as she stared out the window, taking a sip. She watched the city blink to life around her.
One week, and the new Mrs. Addams would be living in the space that had been hers, in a sense.
Carmen didn't pack much. Just a bag small enough to supplement what she already had at the house. It was primarily items for the wedding. He didn't say anything when she mentioned heading to the farm the next day. Just nodded and returned to his work.
The drive out felt longer than usual. The highway gave way to slower roads, and then slower streets, until the familiar stretch of gravel crackled beneath her tires. She hadn't bothered calling ahead, knowing Betty would be home.
It was only two days until the wedding and the farmhouse looked unchanged. Not that anything had been done, to warrant it, but for Carmen, it was a stark reminder of everything she didn't like about coming out here.
Betty opened the door with a smile. She wiped her hands on an apron that was wrapped around her waist, and stepped aside, motioning Carmen in.
"You didn't have to come all this way tonight," she said.
Carmen handed over the garment bag without a word, watching Betty's expression shift as she took it. There was no awe. No excitement. Just a polite nod mirroring Carmen's lack of enthusiasm.
"She'll try it on later," Betty said, and Carmen nodded in return.
She stayed through supper. Said little. Ate less. Watched Jeanie from across the table. She appeared quiet, attentive, folding her napkin neatly between bites. The girl looked up only once, catching Carmen's gaze for half a second before dropping her eyes again.
Carmen didn't react. She just observed. James had chosen this girl for a reason, and Carmen intended to understand it.
Jeanie watched her closely during dinner, when Carmen was talking to someone else, or looking elsewhere, as though Carmen were someone to study. Someone she hoped to learn from. It wasn't fawning exactly, but there was admiration there, albeit soft and unspoken. Carmen didn't fully notice. She saw the soft deference, the polite smiles, but mistook them for small-town sweetness, not reverence.
After the meal, Betty offered the guest room, but Carmen declined with a gracious smile. "Thank you, but I've got a place at James's house." The farmhouse felt dingy, to beneath her, to many smells. Carmen couldn't breathe in that environment. James's house was clean, ordered, private. The closest thing to what she felt was where she belonged when out here. It may not be the city, but it wasn't this house.
She needed that distance from Dalton's forced charm, from Betty's persistent warmth, and especially from Jeanie's soft yes ma'ams that somehow resonated in her ears longer than they should have.
Carmen didn't linger after the offer had been extended. A few minutes of polite conversation, a thank you for the meal, and then she was out the door with her bag in hand.
The drive to James's country house was uneventful. Inside, the house was silent as she stepped through the door, locking it behind her, then heading upstairs without turning on more lights than necessary. James wasn't here, and she didn't expect him to be until sometime tomorrow.
A housekeeper was employed to keep the house tidy in their absence, someone who agreed to come on short notice when needed, specifically to accommodate their unannounced arrivals. Carmen's room was exactly as she expected, emphasizing her earlier thoughts. Clean and orderly. The sheets were turned down, and her toiletries in the drawers where she always left them.
Having the house to herself, she poured a drink, undressed without ceremony, and stepped out onto the back deck. The air was cooler out here than in the city, but not unpleasant. The hot tub was already humming, with the sound of the jets running through a circulation cycle.
The noise drawing her attention, she decided to indulge and slipped in slowly with glass in hand. The warmth enveloped her as she leaned back and let her head rest against the edge.
Above, the stars stretched in every direction. They were clear, sharp, and numerous. One of the few things this place offered that the city didn't. She watched them, sipping her drink, as the steam rose around her.
There was peace in it, even if it was only temporary. Which it was.
She heard the telltale shuffle of his boots before she saw him. A figure moved along the side of the house, passing by the kitchen window, the light filtering through the window catching him. Then, stepping into view near the back deck, came Dalton.
He raised a hand in vague greeting. "Knocked out front. No one answered."
Carmen didn't flinch. She remained in the hot tub, arms relaxed along the rim, her drink resting easily in one hand. "So, you just came around back," she stated, almost accusatory.
Dalton gave a half-shrug. "Saw the light as I was comin' up to the house. Figured someone might be out here."
His voice wavered. His eyes darted toward her, then away again. The water distorted her body, but not enough to hide the obvious in the lighting surrounding her. Her shoulders were bare, arms resting calmly along the edge of the tub holding a drink. The way she sat made it clear there was nothing beneath the surface but her skin. He realized it a second too late. Realized he was interrupting something private and now couldn't seem to decide whether to stare or flee.
Carmen on the other hand, didn't react. She didn't reach for a towel or shift to hide herself beneath the water. She remained exactly where she was, arms holding their place, with the water lapping just below her collarbones.
Her gaze caught Dalton's and held it, enjoying the discomfort she saw rising in him.
He tried to meet it, but couldn't. His eyes kept drifting toward the soft sheen of her shoulders, the tops of her breasts barely submerged then darting away knowing she was watching him. He shifted his weight, clearing his throat.
"What exactly made you think it was alright to come around back?" she asked, her eyes never wavering from his. "I was in the middle of relaxing. If no one answers the door, that usually means they don't want to be disturbed." Her voice never raised, but the icy tone was readily apparent.
Dalton quickly nodded. "Yeah... sure. I just saw the light and thought - wasn't sure anyone was home," he stumbled, realizing the car out front made his case weak.
Her stare didn't vacillate.
"Right," he mumbled. "Sorry about that," he yielded, apologizing.
"I didn't mean to interrupt," Dalton tried again. "I, uh... just wanted to ask if you thought James might be willing to help out with a couple things. Nothing major. Some feed. Maybe tires for the truck. Short-term, just to get by. Prices keep going up."
Her gaze finally left him, looking out into the dark behind the house. Any idealization of relaxing now lost after his interruption.
"You'll have to ask him," she answered. There was a hint of irritation she couldn't hide in her voice.
"I will," Dalton said quickly. "Of course. I just thought maybe you'd know how he was feeling about things."
She rose slowly, unbothered, but harboring an annoyance at his presence. Water slid from her bare skin in long, glistening streams catching in the low deck light as she stepped out of the tub. Her body stood a deep golden against the light painted wood of the house behind her. Smooth and flushed from the hot water. She didn't speak, or acknowledge Dalton scrambling to avert his gaze, then glancing back, then looking away again.
"I don't," she said plainly. "And even if I did, it wouldn't be my place."
Dalton shifted awkwardly, hands half-stuffed in his pockets. "Right... yeah. I figured. Just thought maybe you'd have a sense of where he's leaning these days. He's been hard to read lately, that's all," half repeating himself in his nervousness, but unable to pull himself away from the sight before him. It was clear to him, that she was undisturbed by him looking, even though he kept fighting the instinct.
Her skin glistened, and seemed to radiate a raw, exposed vitality in the stolen glances. His eyes devoured the substantial swell of her breasts, having never seen implants in person. The quality high enough that you wouldn't know, if not for the fact they were belied by her age. The dark apex of her nipples as they hardened in the cooler air, exaggerated by the water clinging to them from the hot tub. And the taut curve of her stomach that tapered to the dark, well-manicured, small triangle of dark hair above her mound, leaving her lips fully exposed. Even from there he could see the clean slit of her exposed vagina as water ran down and dripped off of it. Every inch of her body, on display and with no concern for his presence, drew him deeper into a state of arousal he couldn't escape.
He knew that Carmen was older than James, had to be nearly twice the age of Jeanie, but he wondered what exactly the relationship was between them. Was it only professional? That seemed unlikely considering the comfort she had displaying herself the way no woman should, in his opinion.
She didn't answer right away. Instead, she reached for the towel draped over the railing, using it to blot her arms and neck with the same slow, unbothered demeanor. His discomfort bringing her an inner smile. His inability to look away, or hide his desire driving both his unease and inappropriate glances.
He'd never get another chance to see her like this again, and she took joy in watching him squirm.
"I'll tell him you stopped by," she said, her tone even, as though she were indifferent to his presence.
Then she turned and walked toward the house, still nude, her back to him. The lines of her legs, the curve of her hips, the sheen that lingered on her skin, catching the light. He'd seen all of her now. Every bit he'd imagined over the years of her being around. With her back to him, he was now looking without restraint, and she had yet to make any effort to hide.
"Next time," she said over her shoulder, "don't come around back. If no one answers the door, you can interpret that as your invitation to leave."
There was no anger behind the words, just a final dismissal.
Dalton mumbled something close to an apology as he backed away, already retreating across the lawn. Carmen stepped inside, closed the door, and locked it behind her without a second glance.
Jeanie woke early, the sun just shining in through her window. She stayed in bed a moment longer as she stared at the ceiling, unsure what to do with the nervous heart beating in her chest. Her mother had said they'd head into town by midmorning to pick up the flowers, choosing to arrange everything herself at the church and needing time with them. Carmen was expected sometime after that.
She wasn't sure what to think of the older woman. She carried herself like she belonged to another world - James's world. Elegant, poised and intimidating without trying. Perhaps that was what made her so intimidating, that it seemed so effortless for her. Jeanie had watched her during dinner too aware of every soft 'yes ma'am' that left her own lips. She wanted to make a good impression, but she hadn't been sure how. Carmen hadn't been rude, just... hard to read. Still, Jeanie admired her in a way she didn't quite understand.
James still hadn't called, not that she expected him to. That wasn't really his way. He'd already said what mattered in his mind, that he'd take care of her, that things were settled. Still, she found herself wondering if he was thinking about her. About tomorrow. About the life they were about to start.
She dressed slowly, smoothing her skirt and tucking in her blouse with deliberate care. The mirror caught her reflection in profile, and she turned slightly, trying to see herself the way someone else might. She didn't feel like a bride yet. But maybe she would, once she stood at the altar. Or maybe after. After what would happen once they were alone.
She tried not to dwell on it, but the thought lingered. The wedding night. She didn't know exactly what to expect, only that it would be different, and that nothing would be quite the same afterward. That part made her nervous. A hint of being scared, but mostly unsure. She wanted to do right by him. Be good for him. But she didn't know what that really meant.
She knew what sex was, she wasn't completely lost. Her mother hadn't been shy about explaining certain things, and there were books, whispered conversations, moments on television before her parent made her either cover her eyes, or leave the room. But that was all secondhand. Ideas, not experience.
What she didn't know, and what kept her up at night was how it would feel. How he'd be. If she'd measure up. Would he'd be patient or notice her nerves, or worse, if he wouldn't and he'd just take her, like he was makin' her his bride. James wasn't cruel, but he didn't exactly give you warm and fuzzy, either. He was firm. Sure of himself. She admired that and it made her feel safe with him. It also made her want to do things right.
She remembered how safe he'd made her feel once when he told her not to worry, that her daddy wouldn't be asking about their time together. James had handled it. He didn't say how, and she didn't ask. But it was the first time she realized how easily he could take care of things. How steady he seemed.
She had a dress now; one Carmen had chosen. Having peeked in the bag, it wasn't what she imagined. It fitted more closely than anything she'd ever seen in person, the neckline lower than any she would've pictured for herself. But Carmen had said options were limited, and Jeanie hadn't argued. Secretly, a part of her didn't mind. She wanted James to see her, and look at her in a way he never had before. Betty, however, hesitated when she saw it before giving a strained smile. Jeanie told herself it was alright. James wouldn't mind this dress. Carmen chose it.
She pictured how he would kiss her when she when they said "I do". If his hand would linger on hers. If he'd look at her in the same calm and unreadable way he had when he first agreed to take her out, but with something just beneath the surface. Or if she'd feel safe like she had when he told her that her daddy wouldn't press her about their dates, or get mad.
The wedding was tomorrow. All she wanted tonight was to fall asleep without her stomach tying itself in knots. And today... well today she just needed to make it through without doing something foolish, or getting on Carmen's bad side.
She stepped into the kitchen, where her mother was already busy, sorting through a short checklist for the wedding. Jeanie offered to help, and was handed a smaller list of her own. Everything was for tomorrow.
That thought hadn't fully settled in. Tomorrow, she'd be married. A simple ceremony. A short guest list. No real rehearsal. But even so, it felt enormous.
And Carmen would be there any moment.
Jeanie wasn't sure what made her more nervous: the wedding itself, or spending the rest of the day under Carmen's watchful eye. She didn't think the woman disliked her, but Carmen had a way of looking at her like she was being sized up. Judged, maybe. Regardless of what she thought, she felt something from Carmen's looks.
She told herself it was fine. That Carmen was just intense, and that James had already chosen her. Still, when she thought about Carmen's silence during all of her visits, Jeanie's thoughts ran wild. Did she think she looked childish? Stupid? Was she embarrassed on James's behalf? She couldn't shake the feeling that she hadn't quite measured up for her.
The dress Carmen brought still hung upstairs, zipped in its bag. Jeanie hadn't dared to open it again. The neckline alone had drawn a look from her mother - at a minimum it was surprise, but looked more like disapproval - but she hadn't commented. Carmen had been firm: it would fit, and it would work. Jeanie wasn't so sure. Still, it was what she had. What she'd wear when she walked into that church.
She just hoped James would like it. That he'd think she looked pretty. That when she walked into the church, he'd look at her and still want her. What if people stared? Or whispered? And if they did..., would he still be glad she was his? Would he be proud? He'd never seen her like that. Heck, she'd never been dressed like that before, not even alone, by herself.
She folded the list and exhaled slowly. One more day. Just one.
She moved through her tasks slowly, careful not to forget anything. By mid-morning, she had everything on her list checked off. Her mother was still flittering through tasks, talking more to herself than to anyone else. Jeanie offered to help again, but Betty told her to rest.
"You've got a big day tomorrow," she said with a doting smile. "You'll want to be fresh."
Jeanie went to her room, letting her fingers trail lightly along the wall. She wondered what James was doing. If he was thinking about tomorrow at all, or if it was just another item on his calendar. He'd said he'd take care of her, and she believed that. He hadn't lied that she knew of but she still didn't know what kind of husband he'd be. Would he hold her hand in front of people? Would he kiss her goodnight every night? Would he talk to her like her thoughts mattered?
She didn't expect romance since that wasn't how this started. But she still hoped there would be something soft in it. Some part of him that wanted her and not just agreed to have her. The hours passed, lost in her thoughts and internal questions.
The sound of tires coming up the gravel drive pulled her back to the window. A small, yet stylish and sleek black convertible car rolled up slowly. Carmen's car. She'd arrived.
Her stomach turned again. She just wanted to get through the day without giving Carmen a reason to shake her head. No clumsy comments. No questions that would make her sound silly. Just... unobtrusive, helpful, agreeable. That seemed safest.
Carmen didn't knock, letting herself into the small house. The screen door creaked open and shut with a soft clatter, followed by the low murmur of voices in the kitchen. Jeanie paused just outside her bedroom, listening to her mother greet her with a calm familiarity, then to Carmen's clipped reply. Everything sounded efficiently practical, just like her.
"Where's Jeanie?" Carmen asked a moment later.
Jeanie stepped into view before her mother could respond. "I'm here."
Carmen glanced at her, then gave a small nod. "We've got a few things to run through."
"Yes, ma'am," Jeanie nodded in return.
After all of this time, having this girl call her ma'am still didn't sit well with Carmen, making her feel aged in contrast to the young voice speaking the words, but she brushed it off. She set a slim bag on the kitchen table and pulled a printed schedule from it, unfolding the page as she spoke. "Makeup appointment's set for seven-thirty. Hair will be done after that. I'll have people here at the house to take care of both. I want to get you in your dress by ten."



"Yes, ma'am."
Carmen didn't acknowledge the reply, just moved on. "I'll help you into the dress. Your mother can assist after that, if needed."
Jeanie nodded again, already turning to retrieve the garment bag from the hall closet. She brought it back and laid it flat on the back of the couch. Carmen looked it over, checking the seams, the lay of the fabric, the zipper.
"You'll try it on after dinner. No surprises tomorrow."
"Okay."
"Do you have the shoes I brought?"
Jeanie nodded. "Yes, ma'am. They're in my room."
"Heels," Carmen said, not a question. "You've been practicing?"
"A little," Jeanie admitted. "I'm not used to walking in them, but... I've been trying."
"I'll need to see," Carmen said. "After dinner, in the dress, with the shoes."
Jeanie gave another nod, more hesitant this time. "Yes, ma'am."
Carmen gave a brief nod and continued to check her sheet as though she were mentally checking off items. Jeanie stood nearby, unsure whether she should offer anything else.
"We'll eat in about an hour," Carmen reiterated, folding the schedule and sliding it back into her bag. "After that, we'll check the fit."
Then she turned away, heading back toward the kitchen with the same calm that had marked her entrance.
Jeanie stayed where she was, her eyes fixed on the garment bag across the room. Nothing had changed about it, yet it seemed bigger. The more time that passed, the more intimidating it was. She hadn't unzipped it since Carmen handed it over, and the idea of doing so now made her hesitate. It wasn't simply some dress. It was how James was going to see her when she became his wife.
She knew what it would show, what it would suggest, what people might think when they saw her in it. What James might think. That made her chest feel tight in a way she couldn't quite explain. Not being sure how she'd look to him, or how she'd carry it. Whether it would feel like hers, once it was on.
Still, she trusted Carmen. Trusted that she would know what James would want, and what would make him look at her without the feel regret. Carmen hadn't said much, but she'd chosen the dress with confidence, and Jeanie clung to that now.
By this time tomorrow, it would be too late to worry about any of that. But right now, it was still zipped in its bag. And she wasn't ready to open it.
Dinner was light, as Carmen had planned. No heavy starches, nothing that would linger or swell. Just small roasted vegetables, a lean protein, and tea.
Betty seemed surprised by the simplicity of the meal but didn't comment. Internally she was disappointed in the last dinner with her daughter before she was married off.
Jeanie barely touched her plate, her nerves dulling her appetite.
Carmen said little during the meal, offering only a few confirmations, with updates in brief, that everything was moving forward. The church would be ready by midmorning. The flowers had been delivered and would be placed before anyone arrived. She kept it all matter-of-fact.
Once the plates were cleared and the table wiped down, Carmen stood from her seat and looked toward Jeanie.
"Let's see the dress."
Jeanie nodded and excused herself, returning a moment later with the garment bag. She laid it across the back of the couch again, her hands moving more carefully this time. Carmen removed it from the bag and ran her fingers along the fabric checking that nothing had shifted or wrinkled since she purchased it. That it hadn't been handled carelessly in the 24 hours it'd been left unattended with the Dalton's.
"Shoes?"
"Yes, ma'am. I'll get them."
Carmen shook her head. "No need. We'll go to your room. We'll get you dressed and check the fit in there."
Jeanie hesitated for just a breath, then nodded. "Alright." The moment had arrived.
Carmen lifted the dress cautiously to carry it, and picked up the garment bag with the other hand. She gestured for Jeanie to lead the way, waiving the bag in her direction. There was no ceremony in it. She kept it business like, lacking any talk of excitement or nerves. Just another step in the schedule, handled with the same detachment as confirming the flowers.
Inside Jeanie's room for the first time, Carmen noted that everything was in place, neatly arranged and impressively organized. More than she would've given this girl credit for, but perhaps it made sense considering her father's way of addressing what he perceived as an issue.
The shoes sat near the dresser, still in their box. Carmen set the dress down on the bed and laid it out flat with practiced hands.
"Undress to your underthings," Carmen said, already lifting the hanger from the fabric. "Then we'll get this on you. I'm not expecting any surprises, but I want to be sure."
Jeanie nodded and turned away, her fingers working at the buttons of her blouse. Her stomach felt tight again. The food had been too light for it to be from that. This felt like it was from the attention. From knowing Carmen would be watching in anticipation of judging how the dress looked once it was actually on her.
Behind her, Carmen opened the shoe box and placed the heels side by side on the floor, angled toward the mirror. When Jeanie finished undressing, heart knocking lightly in her chest, she turned back around.
Carmen didn't look away as Jeanie turned. Her gaze remained level, yet dispassionate as though she were assessing what was needed and nothing more. She held the dress up with one hand and glanced once at Jeanie's bra.
"You'll need to take that off," she said tapping the strap.
Jeanie's fingers hesitated at the clasp behind her back. She wasn't wearing anything else, just the simple and plain bra and panties she'd had on under her clothes earlier. She gave a subtle nod. "Yes, ma'am."
Carmen said nothing more, but her eyes didn't shift away as Jeanie undid the tiny hooks. She let the bra fall forward with a shrug of her shoulders, before catching it in her arms and folding it. Setting it neatly on the edge of the bed, she straightened back up.
It was the first time Carmen had seen her without the modest layers she always wore. Those loose t-shirts and jeans, or the boxy dresses that hung with no shape. Jeanie's figure, free of all that, was better defined than Carmen expected. Natural curves, a trim waist, and a firmness to her breasts that didn't need support. Youth. That was the word that took hold in Carmen's mind. Youth, unspoiled by time and gravity. It was the kind of figure women spent thousands to recreate later in life. Including herself, to some degree as she considered her own breasts that James had paid for.
And Jeanie didn't even realize she had it.
Carmen didn't let the thought linger, as she pushed down the slightest pang of envy. She only held the dress open and gave a nod.
"Step in."
Jeanie obeyed, lifting one leg, then the other, careful not to snag the hem as she eased herself into the gown. The fabric cooled her skin, gliding over her hips before settling against her frame. Carmen adjusted the bodice into place with quick, efficient movements, tugging the straps over her shoulders and smoothing the fabric down her sides. Her hands were brisk but not rough.
The zipper drew up smoothly.
"It fits," Carmen commented.
Jeanie gave a small nod, her arms hovering at her sides. The neckline dipped low enough that she was aware of every breath. The bodice fit snugly, tighter than anything she'd ever worn, and the cut left little to the imagination. It exaggerated the swell of her chest, lifting and shaping her cleavage into a soft curve that felt almost indecent.
With no preamble, Carmen reached into the bodice, adjusting Jeanie's breasts, catching her off guard. Regardless of the surprising and unceremonious action, Jeanie held still, allowing her to move and manipulate her breasts inside the confined space. The dress was pushing more of them out, than covering her, and with the sheer paneling at her waist it put her torso on display. So much of her felt exposed. And the high slit along one thigh revealed more of her leg than she'd realized. It was even more startling now that she saw it in the mirror.
And then there were the tan lines.
They clearly defined where the sun had stopped finding her skin. Her shoulders and upper chest marked by the outline of the garden tops she usually wore, her legs showing uneven color from mid-thigh to knee. It bordered on dramatic, and it was certainly noticeable. It left an uncomfortable look against the clean lines of the dress.
Behind her, Carmen stepped closer, with discerning eyes as she took in the contrast. She said nothing for several seconds, then: "I'll make a call. I know someone who can come by tonight."
Jeanie's stomach turned again. "For what?"
Ignoring the question, Carmen adjusted the fabric along Jeanie's waist. "It'll be quick, but you'll need to sit still. Just a light spray. We're not sending you down the aisle with those lines."
Jeanie blinked, unsure whether to thank her for the help, or apologize for the inconvenience. Carmen didn't seem to expect either.
"Put on the shoes," Carmen said, motioning to where she had set them before the mirror.
Jeanie stepped into them carefully, gripping the bedframe for balance, still lacking the confidence and expecting to feel unsteady, but the wobble never came. Her feet adjusted quickly. The height was a novelty in the way she felt taller.
"Walk," Carmen instructed, stepping aside.
Jeanie walked across the room, the gown swaying gently with each step. She reached the mirror, turned, and walked back. Her posture was lifted, shoulders back naturally. The heels had a way of changing everything about how she carried herself.
Carmen's brow lifted slightly. "You've never worn heels before?"
"Not like these," Jeanie said softly.
"Hmph," Carmen uttered. Then, commenting more to herself than Jeanie, "Could've fooled me."
Jeanie blinked. Her face flushed at her first remark from Carmen that could be interpreted as a compliment. She looked down, a small smile flickering and vanishing just as quickly.
Carmen didn't add anything more, only made a slight adjustment to one strap and gave a nod. "You'll wear your hair up, accentuating your long neck. Something simple."
Jeanie nodded again, not trusting her voice.
She let her eyes lift fully to the mirror now, taking herself in. The girl looking back, didn't look like her, and she couldn't look away.
The dress clung in all the places she was taught to hide. Her c-cup chest looked fuller than she ever thought it had, being lifted by the tight bodice. Her skin faintly flushed above the neckline. The slit ran high, baring nearly all of one leg with just the lightest shift of weight. And the sheer panels, delicate and revealing, curved from her waist, up over her ribs like it was meant for someone braver.
But beneath the twisting knots of nerves and self-consciousness, there was something else. A part of her whispered that maybe she looked... pretty. Possibly what some would call sexy?
She couldn't stop her mind from going back to what people would think when they saw her in it. Surely, they'd stare, creating whispers around town afterward. If anyone were to look at her, they'd wonder what kind of girl wore something like this to a church. What kind of wife she was meant to be. Thankfully it was a small wedding. Only a few would actually see her in it. But the rest would be rumor, and the gossip would do the rest.
Carmen was watching from behind, but Jeanie didn't turn to check her expression. She kept her eyes on the mirror, on the girl in the dress, and held her breath.
"You'll need to go without underwear," she said, stepping forward slowly. "The seam down the back is delicate, and anything bunching underneath will show, especially if you sit or kneel during the ceremony."
She'd said it definitively, leaving no room for question, yet there was no truth to it. The hem line of the skirt came high enough that her panties had room to spare, and the tulle would leave no trace of a panty line. Carmen wasn't even exactly sure why she said it, but it brought an internal smile knowing it was likely to increase the discomfort Jeanie was feeling.
Jeanie blinked. "Oh. I didn't know."
A moment later, Carmen's hand slid through the high slit of the skirt, disappearing beneath the draped fabric. Neither of them could see what she was doing, they only felt the subtle shifting of Jeanie's weight, the faint rustle of the dress.
Jeanie's breath caught when fingers found the waistband. She felt the careful pinch, the gentle tug against the curve of her butt. Once they cleared the widest part of her, the panties eased down, slow and steady, tracing the curve of her hips and the softness just beneath.
Carmen said nothing as she worked, but she noted the smoothness of Jeanie's skin. It was taut in places that came with youth. There was also a warmth to it as the panties slipped lower. Her fingers moved with practiced ease, but some part of her registered the contrast: the innocence she was undressing, and exposure she had created in the dress.
At the same time, Jeanie couldn't help realizing that no one since childhood, not anyone outside of family, had ever done something so intimate as removing her underwear. And yet Carmen was deliberate in her motions, unfazed.
As the fabric slipped down her thighs, Jeanie leaned slightly, her hand finding Carmen's shoulder for balance. The pressure was tentative, as her fingers barely curled to hold herself, but Carmen didn't shift away. She held steady while Jeanie delicately stepped, one leg then the other, out of the plain dark cotton underwear as they caught for just a moment on the heel of the second shoe. The heavy, dark cotton looked plain against the dress, almost embarrassing in contrast to its delicacy.
The panties pooled at her feet. Carmen didn't pick them up. She simply drew her hand back through the slit and adjusted the ruching of the tulle with a single sweep.
"There," she murmured, her voice perfectly even. "That's better."
Jeanie nodded faintly. Her eyes had never left the mirror as she'd watched Carmen's hands reach inside to work. She didn't know what she'd expected to feel, shame, maybe, or embarrassment, but what lingered instead was a strange weightlessness. Like she was being peeled apart, layer by layer, and invited to remain bare for James.
Taking one last moment to look over Jeanie, she decided she was satisfied with the dress. Carmen circled back to her side, her hand already reaching for the zipper.
"We'll take it off now," she said, tone still level. "You'll change at the church tomorrow. Reverend Howard agreed to let you use his office."
Jeanie nodded, her hands twitching nervously at her sides. Carmen unzipped the dress with practiced care. Easing the straps from Jeanie's shoulders, she guided the fabric down. As she knelt to bring the dress around Jeanie's ankles for her to step out, her gaze fell upon the firm curve of Jeanie's full butt she'd felt the panties catch on seconds ago. The smooth, unblemished skin, completely free of any cellulite. Her youth on display once more, taut and unyielding. There was no denying that flicker of discomfort once more as she was forced to take in the woman that James was going to be marrying in little more than 12 hours.
Carmen gathered the fabric deliberately as she went, avoiding creases. Once the dress was free, she handed Jeanie a robe and turned to retrieve the hanger from the garment bag.
"The dress and shoes will come with me," she stated. "I'm not leaving them here."
Jeanie blinked. "Oh... okay."
"It's not personal. I just don't want anything to happen to them."
Jeanie understood. After seeing herself in it, she wouldn't have trusted herself to even place it back inside the garment bag.
Carmen carefully put the dress, smoothing the bodice once more before zipping it closed. She placed the shoes back in their box, aligning them with precise care, as she folded the tissue paper back over them, before lifting both the dress and the shoes into her arms.
"We'll see you in the morning for hair and makeup," she said simply, and with that, she turned and let herself out, leaving Jeanie in the silence once again.
Jeanie slipped back into her regular clothes. After the dress, the cotton and denim fabric felt safe, but heavy. She tugged her hair back into a low ponytail, glancing once more toward the now-empty spot where the dress had hung. It was gone, packed up and taken with Carmen, sealed away until tomorrow.
Tomorrow... The word sat heavy in her chest.
She'd be waking up early. Hair. Makeup. Getting dressed in the reverend's office, then walking down the aisle of that little church with James waiting at the other end. Her husband. The word still felt foreign and unreal.
She sat on the edge of her bed, hands moving toward her jeans where they lay folded nearby. The denim felt heavier than she remembered, and coarse against her fingers. She'd worn denim her whole life, and after only a moment in the dress, it felt oddly foreign. After the weightless glide of satin underskirt and the structured hush of tulle, the jeans looked utilitarian, even childish. Tugging them up over bare skin made her flinch slightly from the simple act of returning to herself. It was as if the dress had introduced her to a different body entirely, and the clothes she used to know no longer quite belonged.
It had all happened so quickly.
The dinners and conversations. There seemed so few of them, and even less kisses. The day James said he would take her. He hadn't asked, and no one had questioned it. Not even her. Just his statement and her daddy's happiness for it.
And now it was here.
Would he hold her hand? Smile at her during the vows? Would he kiss her like a real wedding kiss, or like he had to? What was a real wedding kiss? What was proper for a wedding? Was she supposed to keep it quick, or long? Would he be expecting her to open her mouth? If she does and he doesn't, would it make him look at her different? In that dress, people are already going to be assuming things.
As her mind went down the rabbit hole, she eventually heard her door softly creak.
Her mother peeked in, eyes gentle. "Hey, sweetheart. How did it go?"
Jeanie looked up and tried a small smile. "It fit."
Betty stepped into the room, the squeak of hinges announcing her entry. Closing the door behind her, she crossed her arms with a gaze that settled on her daughter with something between curiosity and concern.
"I saw it in the bag yesterday," she said gently. "Didn't get a proper look, but... it didn't seem like the kind of dress you see at a church wedding." She hesitated, then added, "How did it look on you?"
Jeanie hesitated, her eyes dropping to her lap. "It fit," she said again, a little softer. "Tighter than I thought it would be, but... Carmen said it looked right," she finished, shrugging her shoulders.
Betty didn't answer right away. She walked over and sat down beside her on the edge of the bed. "Right for who, though?" she asked, voice low. "Carmen's got her way of doing things, but it's your wedding, honey. You're the one standing up there."
Jeanie shifted. "It's what James'll expect. Carmen picked it for him, I'm sure. She... knows what he'd want."
That made Betty's lips purse. Not disapproval exactly, but not comfort, either. "And what about what you want?" she asked. "You feel good in it?"
Jeanie thought for a long moment. "I think so," she said finally and there was a small sparkle in her eyes at the remembrance of how she looked in the mirror. The woman she'd never seen before tonight.
"It's more than I ever thought I'd wear. Shows a lot more, too. But I... I want him to like how I look."



Betty reached over and caressed her hand down Jeanie's arm. "I'm sure he will. He'd be blind not to. Just don't let someone else's idea of pretty tell you how to feel."
Jeanie gave a small nod, but didn't say anything more. Her thoughts were already circling again around the dress, the kiss, tomorrow's walk down that aisle.
Betty stayed beside her for another moment before patting her hand. As she started to rise, Jeanie remembered Carmen was supposed to be sending someone to help her with her tan lines, whatever that meant.
Betty had just pushed herself halfway up when Jeanie spoke, tentatively.
"Um - Mama? Carmen said she was sending someone tonight. For... my skin."
Betty paused, confused. "For your skin?"
Jeanie nodded, cheeks coloring slightly. "My tan lines. She said someone would fix them. I guess so they don't show in the dress."
Betty blinked, then sat back down slowly. "Fix them how?"
"I don't know," Jeanie admitted. "She didn't say. Just that she knew someone and they'd stop by tonight."
There was no real bite in her tone, but the hesitation lingered. "Well," she added after a moment, "I guess we'll see what kind of fix this is. Maybe they'll use one of those sprays or something."
Jeanie looked down at her arms. She hadn't thought much of her tan lines before. The slight differences from summer shirts and garden hours, nothing dramatic. But now it was another thing that had to be addressed. Another thing that needed fixing. It made her self-conscious all over again.
For a moment, Betty didn't respond. Then she gave a thoughtful hum and reached over, running her hand gently down Jeanie's arm affectionately once more.
"Well, I guess if Carmen says it's needed, then it's needed. Your daddy trusts James, and James trusts her, so..." She gave a faint shrug. "If this is part of what it takes to start your life right with him, then we won't fuss over it."
Jeanie nodded, unsure if it made her feel better or worse.
"You'll be beautiful either way," Betty added. "But it's not about just today, I suppose. It's about making a good start. And if someone's offering help, there's no harm letting them."
She stood again, giving Jeanie's shoulder a final squeeze. "I'll stay up 'til they come, make sure everything's decent."
"Okay," Jeanie murmured.
Betty left the room without another word while Jeanie sat, trying to settle her thoughts.
Just after nine, headlights swept briefly across the front window.
Betty's voice called softly, from down the hall. "Sweetheart? They're here."
Jeanie opened the door to a woman in her thirties, neatly dressed, attractive, with reddish hair tied back and a soft, smile. She carried a small rolling case and offered a polite greeting before stepping inside, asking simply where she should set up.
In Jeanie's room, she laid out a sheet on the floor and opened her kit without fuss. Her instructions were brief and clear. Jeanie changed behind the small screen, slipping into the thin paper garment left for her, then stepped out with her arms crossed lightly over her stomach.
The spray was cool on her skin, the scent faint and sweet. The woman worked quickly, guiding Jeanie into different positions with practiced direction, as she checked angles, and blended her in, evenly. No comments, no questions, just efficiency, but her tone was pleasant all the same. She was friendly and courteous.
Jeanie stayed quiet, doing as asked, her thoughts drifting to the same thoughts she'd had previously. The dress would show more of her than anything she'd ever worn, and now - with the color evened, the lines faded, it almost didn't feel like it would be her standing at the church.
When it was done, the woman handed her a robe and gave a final nod. "Try to avoid tight clothes for the rest of the night. And since it's late, you may want to keep your room cool. You don't want to sweat while you're sleeping," she said. "You'll be fine by morning."
She packed up without delay, and Betty walked her out with a brief thank-you.
The morning came early.
Jeanie stirred just after six, the sheets cool against her skin. She hadn't slept much, but the room had stayed comfortable, leaving no signs of smudges, or streaks. Her tan had taken evenly, softening the sharp lines that once marked her shoulders, neck, arms and thighs. That much, at least, had gone right.
By the time she washed her face and pulled her robe tight, Carmen had already arrived. She moved through the house already dressed and composed, giving soft instructions without pausing for small talk.
At 7:30 sharp, Carmen tapped on Jeanie's door and stepped in.
"Hair first," she said. "Makeup after. We'll dress you at the church."
Jeanie nodded, slipping out behind her.
The front room had been rearranged. A tall-backed chair had been pulled near the window for the natural light. The stylist, a young woman with neat curls and busy hands, was already unpacking tools and setting out sprays and pins. A second woman with a clean apron and tidy makeup, waited beside a well-worn case.
Jeanie sat as instructed, folding her hands in her lap, trying not to fidget. The air smelled faintly of hairspray and various products. Betty stayed in the kitchen, making coffee, careful not to hover.
The stylist moved with calm, practiced ease. She didn't ask many questions, just worked steadily, sectioning and shaping until Jeanie's hair was pinned softly up, a few curled tendrils framing her face. Carmen circled once to check the progress, gave a small nod of approval, and stepped back.
Then came makeup.
It was more than Jeanie was used to, or would've ever applied, but not overdone. The artist blended a warm, bronzed base that matched her new glow, added depth around her eyes with soft browns and golds that made her hazel irises shift greener. Her lashes were fuller; her lips painted in a muted rose that deepened her natural color without crossing into garish. It was a flat texture, no gloss, giving them the appearance of a soft velvet. There was shimmer on her collarbones, and high on her cheeks, just enough to catch the light.
When she looked in the mirror, Jeanie barely recognized herself. She didn't look like a girl trying to play dress-up. She looked... grown. Poised. Striking. Like she belonged in the dress Carmen picked out.
Carmen stepped in again, her gaze scanning Jeanie head to toe. "Good," she said. "We'll leave in twenty minutes."
Jeanie stood with a nod, heading to her room to put on clothes for the ride. The dress and shoes were already waiting in Carmen's car, ready for the church.
Next time she saw herself, she'd be a bride.
The church was a small, modest white sided building with simple wooden pews. The place Jeanie had sat in since childhood, but today it felt entirely different. The air inside was cool, filtered with the soft scent of lilies and the polished undertone of old wood. Footsteps echoed gently across the floor as her family and the Reverend moved about, talking in hushed voices.
Reverend Howard had unlocked his office for her, just as promised, and Carmen led her directly inside. She laid the dress out carefully across the back of a small settee, the shoes beside it in their box. A standing mirror had been set up in the corner, angled for the bride to catch the light from the single narrow window.
Jeanie stepped in and let the door shut behind her. Her heart was beating loud in her ears, but her hands stayed steady. Carmen didn't say much, simply gesturing toward the robe and the space they had. Jeanie undressed slowly, her thoughts mostly blank, as the silence of the room pressed in around her.
Carmen helped her step into the dress, careful not to disturb the makeup or hair. The fabric slid into place like it had been poured onto her, fitting every line just as it had the night before. Carmen adjusted the bodice, her breasts, pulled the zipper, and stepped back.
Then came the veil. She removed it from a box and attached it with quick, sure hands. It wasn't long and barely reached Jeanie's shoulders, but it shimmered faintly in the light, catching on the edge of her curls like breath on glass.
"There," Carmen said softly, finally stepping aside.
Carmen stood just behind her, expression unreadable, arms folded loosely across her chest. She didn't speak, didn't offer any final adjustments. Just watched.
Jeanie caught the steady gaze, assessing her. She stood appraising as though she were admiring her work, and not the bride. If anything, there was the faintest flicker of something else. Satisfaction, maybe. Or a hint of recognition of what she'd turned the country girl into.
She had prepared Jeanie for this. Chosen the dress, overseen every detail. And now, here she was, standing in the soft light of the Reverend's office, done up like no girl from town had ever been. Carmen had created the presentation, and she seemed to know it.
Jeanie turned toward the mirror.
This time, there was no wondering what others might see. She knew.
She looked like something sinful wrapped in white and meant to be seen, before being unwrapped. And soon, she would be. The minutes passed much faster than Jeanie expected.
Jeanie wished she could sit, just for a moment, but Carmen had made it clear: no wrinkles, no creases, no risks. The dress had to remain perfect.
And the older woman stayed nearby, silent, checking the time once, then again. There was nothing left to adjust, nothing left to say. The time moved much slower than Carmen would've preferred as the moment approached.
A knock came at the door. It opened a crack before anyone answered, and Dalton stepped in. His eyes landed on Jeanie and froze.
For a second, he didn't speak. Didn't move. Just stood there, taking her in. The low cut of the dress, the bare shoulders, the long stretch of leg shown through the slit. He hadn't seen the dress before, having no interest in such things, and he certainly hadn't seen it on her. His face flickered through a handful of expressions, none of them sticking. Surprise. Discomfort. Something like awe, followed by regret.
He cleared his throat and shifted, his hand brushing quickly down the front of his best pair of church pants, an unconscious adjustment. Subtle, but not lost on Carmen, whose eyes flicked toward him and narrowed, just slightly, as she remembered a similar look two nights before, in the dim light of the back deck.
"Is it too much?" Jeanie asked, her voice smaller than she meant it to be.
He cleared his throat. "It's somethin', alright," he muttered, not quite meeting her eyes. "James... well, he won't miss you, I'll say that."
Carmen said nothing from behind, arms folded, gaze cool.
Dalton gave a faint nod, more to himself than to her, and offered his arm. "Come on, sweetheart. Let's get you married."
Jeanie rose.
The hallway beyond the door was hushed, lit only by the faint midday sun spilling in through narrow stained glass. The old floorboards clicked beneath her heels as she walked. Every step was measured, careful, more from nerves than from the height of the shoes.
At the end of the hall, the sanctuary doors stood open. Betty waited at the threshold, tearful and proud. A photographer Carmen hired made herself busy with pictures. The Reverend stood inside, already at the altar. And James - James turned to look.
His eyes found Jeanie instantly.
The dress hit him first. It wasn't just simple and white; it shimmered faintly under the soft light filtering through the stained glass and high recessed lights. Each step she took catching the fabric in motion. The bodice clung to her, sheer panels offering glimpses of skin that left nothing to guesswork, yet somehow didn't cross the line into vulgar. Her breasts were lifted within the low, sculpted neckline, the soft press of them impossible to ignore. The slit in the skirt rose dangerously high, parting with each stride to reveal the full length of her leg, nearly to the hip.
And yet, it was how she wore it that made caught his attention most.
She moved carefully, her posture rigid with nerves, but there was no mistaking it, she was a woman now. A woman walking toward her husband, entirely visible, wrapped in softness and suggestion. The veil fluttered near her shoulders like a tease, catching on the edge of her curls.
James didn't blink.
His eyes drifted lower. She had never looked like this before. Her usual clothes consisting of loose jeans and faded cotton shorts she wore on the farm. Accompanied with oversized t-shirts or soft blouses that hung shapeless on her frame, hiding every curve. Even her Sunday dresses had been plain things of simplicity, that were high-necked and forgettable. Nothing until now had offered more than the subtle hint of the figure underneath. And then came this.
He could see it in the way her fingers flexed against the bouquet that she was nervous. The way she glanced once toward the pews, then back to him. She must've known what they'd all be thinking. What kind of girl wore a dress like that to a midday church wedding? What kind of wife let herself be presented like that?
Then his gaze moved past Jeanie, just for a second, to Carmen. Not a glare, not even a frown, just a knowing look, brief and sharp. This had been of her design. Carmen didn't flinch. She met the glance calmly, her expression flat as she took her seat.
As his gaze shifted back, something darker flickered there. Approval, possession, want. She carried herself impressively well for someone so sheltered, and she was almost to him now, just a few steps away. He straightened slightly, his hands clasped in front of him, but his eyes never left hers once they'd found her again.
She felt every inch of her skin as it tingled with every breath, and every step. The sanctuary was quiet except for the sound of her heels striking the floor beneath her. And the pounding of her heart in her ears.
Soon, she would be his. And he looked ready.
Her daddy's hand shifted lightly against hers, steadying her without a word. But she barely noticed. All her focus was locked on James. The man waiting at the altar with a look still burning behind his eyes. A look that saw her not as a daughter being given away, but as something already his. Something promised. Something he'd claimed.
She reached the final step, the hem of her dress brushing over her shoes as she paused. Her father placed her hand in James's, and for the first time, in what felt like ages, she felt his warm skin against her own. Not a tremble in him, but his fingers closed around hers bringing a sense of security. Almost a sense of ownership.
He leaned in the slightest bit. "You look..." His voice didn't carry, barely more than breath. "...it's more than I expected."
Jeanie couldn't speak. She didn't know what to say even if she could. Her stomach fluttered at the words and the way he said them, everything she could feel behind them.
As the Reverend stepped forward to begin, Jeanie's eyes moved to him. For the briefest moment, she saw something in his gaze too, something less reverent than she expected. His eyes skimming her once before quickly moving away, but it had been there. The way his eyes had dropped to her neckline, the exposed length of her leg. He didn't linger, but he had looked.
Her skin tingled. Everyone had looked, just as she knew they would. She could feel their eyes on the skin that had never been shown in public before. And with the discomfort, came something else. A rush. A thrum low in her stomach that she didn't fully understand.
She couldn't call it shame, exactly. Pride didn't fit either. There was something in the way James had looked at her, something mirrored in the way even Reverend Howard had briefly lost his words, that left her feeling both desired and exposed. As if she'd been placed in a role she hadn't fully understood, and now stood there, half-unprepared, and half-unwilling to let it go.
It was confusing, heady, but it stirred something she couldn't ignore. And now she was standing beside James, her hand in his, with only the veil to hide behind.
The Reverend began to speak, but it sounded far away. Her focus was still on James's hand around hers. On the way he stood so close without touching anything else. On the way his gaze still roamed just enough to make her skin heat up.
This was it. No turning back now.
His thumb brushed lightly across her knuckles. The contact was enough to tighten the flutter low in her belly. His hand was steady, warm, grounding her even as everything else in her spun. She didn't dare look at him again. She wasn't sure what would happen if she did.
The Reverend's voice droned on, gentle and rehearsed. Just as he sounded when giving a sermon. Words about commitment, unity, God's plan. But Jeanie barely heard them. Her thoughts looped on James's presence beside her, the scent of him in the air. Her dress clung to her with every breath, the bodice tight around her chest, each inhale a reminder of where she was, and how little was left unseen.
She swallowed. The reverend was asking something.
James's voice answered first, low and firm, the words "I do" carrying more conviction than she'd expected. A certainty that was unchallenged.
The church remained quiet, just the rustle of a dress, a shift of weight, the breath she hadn't realized she'd been holding.
The Reverend smiled faintly, gestured for the rings.
James accepted the them without taking his eyes off her. He held her hand again as he slid the first band onto her finger. A narrow platinum band, clean and smooth. Then came the second.
Jeanie's breath caught.
It wasn't just a second band, it was the ring. The engagement ring she'd never received, never even asked about. A brilliant cut stone, nestled in an elegant setting that shimmered under the light. She stared at it, stunned by the size, the clarity, how it sparkled on her finger.
Nothing in her little town had ever looked like this.
Then the reverend asked her the same question. A moment that didn't seem to end.
Jeanie looked up.
Everyone was watching. Her father. Her mother. Carmen. But all she could feel was James's eyes, locked on hers, waiting.
"I do," she whispered.
Her fingers trembled as she reached for his hand in return. His skin was smooth, his grip steady. She slid the simpler band onto his finger, still unable to take her eyes off the one he'd given her. It gleamed like something out of someone else's life.
He lifted her veil slowly, his fingertips brushing the sides of her face as he folded it back. The moment stretched longer than it needed to, until she was looking straight into his eyes again. And then he kissed her.
It wasn't the polite, practiced kind of kiss she'd seen at weddings before.
His mouth met hers with warm, soft lips, but a firmness to their presence, and deep enough that she felt it in her chest. His hand cupped her jaw with gentle authority, his thumb just brushing her cheek as his lips moved with hers, parting just slightly, coaxing her open. She felt herself lean into it, her hands trembling again, this time for a different reason.
It was nothing like the kisses she'd had from the couple of boys she'd let kiss her before. Fumbled kisses in the dark that felt eager but clumsy. Nothing like the soft kiss James had given her at the end of their early dates, when he was still gauging her.
This was intimate in a way that made her toes curl inside her shoes.
A hush loomed inside the church, and Jeanie wasn't even sure how long they stayed like that. Long enough that she forgot they were being watched. Forgot the Reverend was still standing there. Forgot her parents. Carmen. The aisle. The room.
All she felt was him.
When they finally parted, her lips were parted too, trying to recapture her breath, eyes slowly opening. A flush crept across her cheeks, and she couldn't tell if it was from the kiss itself or the sudden awareness of how it had made her feel.



It left her warm, stirred, a feeling of being wanted. And somewhere deep inside... aching for more.
As the Reverend stepped aside, offering his blessings with a warm but practiced smile, James gave a slight nod and turned toward Jeanie. He took her hand again, with the kind of assurance that left no question of her being his wife. The sanctuary was still hushed, as the few guests started to rise for the new husband and wife, as though the few guests didn't quite know what to make of the ceremony.
James didn't wait for instruction. He stepped forward, guiding Jeanie down the aisle, her veil still trailing lightly from the back of her head. Her heels clicked against the old wooden floor, her hand snug in his, and her body still humming from the kiss. Every glance turned toward them again, feeling speculative and judging to Jeanie.
This time, she held her head up.
They reached the doors at the entrance to the church, Carmen already waiting near the car, holding the door open. James was guiding Jeanie towards it, but before they could step outside, Dalton appeared from the side.
"Son," he beamed, stepping forward, clapping a hand on James's shoulder. "You did good. Welcome to the family." He gave Jeanie a wink. "She's somethin' else, huh?"
James's jaw tensed just slightly, but never slowing. He didn't return the smile. "Thanks, Bob," he said flatly, brushing the hand from his shoulder without making a scene.
Dalton blinked, thrown off by the tone. He started to reply, but James was already turning back to Jeanie, helping her into the car with a gentle "Watch your dress."
Dalton stood there, mouth slightly open, watching as the car door shut and James moved around to the driver's side. Carmen lingered only long enough to give Dalton the barest nod, then proceeded to her own vehicle.
As the car pulled away from the church, Jeanie sat quietly beside James, her hands folded in her lap. The ring on her finger caught the sunlight with each small shift, a reminder that she was no longer who she had been just 15 minutes before. Out the window, the town rolled past like a painting. The same dusty storefronts, the same narrow roads. But none of it belonged to her anymore.
She was a bride in this moment, but now, a wife as well.
The thought pressed at her chest. Whatever this new life was going to be, was already underway. She'd never been further than a few towns over. The world outside her family's farm was something she'd only ever glimpsed through books and television, or sometimes stories from people in school, about girls that moved away.
Now she was one of them.
She shifted in her seat; the dress draped carefully across her lap as she toyed with the fabric and pulled it modestly over her exposed leg. James had seen her legs in dresses before, in shorts, but the sensuality of this was different. The way the slit highlighted her thigh as it seeped out the high cut. The way his eyes had lingered. His look had felt different, too.
The only home she'd ever known felt miles behind her. And with it, the bustling kitchen where her mother hummed while cooking. The garden that had been her responsibility to tend to. Even the creaking porch. All of it felt smaller now. Gone.
But it also meant no more of her father's rules. No more watching her father grow restless when she entered the room. No more clipped corrections or the tension that had settled over her the moment he started calling her back to the house for things she hadn't done wrong. The looks had changed since the belt had been lost. It was subtle, but she felt it.
Jeanie exhaled softly, just as James's voice broke the silence beside her.
"We're flying out tomorrow morning, so we'll need to be up early to make it into the city in time for the flight."
She turned her head. "What?"
He glanced at her, calm. "For the honeymoon. I booked it earlier this week, so we'll need to be up early."
"Oh," she said, a little breathless. "Where are we going?"
He looked over at her with the faintest curve at the corner of his mouth. "Someplace warm. You'll like it. We'll need to get you a passport for the future though."
She blinked. "I've never flown before."
"There's nothing to it," he said. "I'm sure you'll have plenty of firsts going forward."
Her chest tightened once more. She hadn't considered just how much of the world he intended to expose her to. What experiences he'd expect her to go with. He just presented it as a fact that this was her new reality.
"Carmen'll be at the house tonight," he added, as though that part didn't require explanation. "She's got some things to organize. But she won't be in the way."
"Oh," Jeanie murmured. She hadn't thought about Carmen being there. "Alright."
James glanced sideways, just for a moment. "She knows when to make herself scarce."
Jeanie gave a slow nod, unsure what to do with that. Unsure what any of this meant, really.
She looked back out the window. Time felt off. It felt like so much had already been covered since they left the little church, they were only a couple of miles down the road, still in town.
She was leaving everything she knew. Stepping into something bigger, something she couldn't control.
And whatever tomorrow brought, whatever he decided it would be, she was already on her way to meet it.
Back inside the church, the guests were talking, the spell breaking now that the couple had gone.
Betty remained seated, eyes still on the altar, lost in whatever personal thoughts she hadn't voiced. Across the room, the Reverend busied himself straightening the hymnals, but the look he'd worn earlier still hadn't entirely left his face.
Dalton stood near the vestibule, arms folded, watching her in his mind.
"She looked beautiful," Betty said, but her voice wavered slightly.
Dalton considered her for a moment. Then, "Dress was a bit much."
"It wasn't what I always pictured," Betty replied, glancing over at him.
"Wasn't what anyone would've picked for church. I'll never understand city folk," he said with a shrug, something stiff in the motion.
Betty's brows knit, her hands wringing gently in front of her. "It showed so much. I could hardly look at her without..." She trailed off, not finishing the thought.
"She still looked beautiful," she added after a moment, not wanting to take anything away from her daughter's day, even if she wasn't here to hear her words. "Just not like my little girl."
"She's not your little girl anymore," Dalton said. "He's got money. Stability. Houses. Plans. She's set now."
Betty nodded, though slowly. "I know. It's just... she's never lived anywhere else. Never had to think for herself. What's she supposed to do in a city like that?"
Dalton didn't have an answer for that. His mouth twitched like he might say something more but didn't. Instead, he gave a single nod, like a man sealing off a part of himself, and turned toward the front of the church.
The Reverend was near the pulpit, still finding busywork, but he looked up as Dalton approached. His eyes seemed almost distracted, watching Dalton cross over to him.
"You marry a lot of girls dressed like that?" Dalton asked, his voice low.
The Reverend gave a slight shrug. "Can't say I have personally."
Dalton let out a breath through his nose. "Didn't seem like you minded much."
The Reverend didn't flinch. Just looked at him with a calm feeling that displaced the frustration in him. "I keep my eyes where they're meant to be."
Dalton scoffed lightly but didn't walk away. The Reverend set down the hymnal in his hand and turned to face him fully, voice dropping a notch.
"You're not the only man she's unsettled."
Dalton stiffened. "She's my daughter."
"Yes," the Reverend said evenly. "Which is why you felt it stronger. And why it shames you more."
Dalton looked away, as he felt his body tense a touch more.
The Reverend didn't press, just waited, giving him breathing time before continuing. "But there's nothing unnatural about recognizing the essence of a woman when she's become one. Even for a father. Especially for a father. One that's had to continue to discipline her. See her in ways others haven't."
Dalton's mouth opened slightly, as if to object, but no words came.
"She walked down that aisle today," the Reverend said, "and every man in that church had a thought he wouldn't speak aloud. Even the good ones. You think that makes you wicked for noticing? No. It makes you honest."
There was a tone beneath his words that felt almost deferential, but edged with something a bit more inappropriate. Something Dalton didn't care to give much thought to.
Dalton's eyes darted around the room, looking for a distraction from his inner eye, a spark of unease behind them.
"Someone else will carry the weight of what she's become," the Reverend added, quieter now, but no less certain.
Dalton didn't answer. He gave a single, tight nod and turned away.
The Reverend watched him go. Then, without a word, he picked the hymnal back up and returned to stacking the books. But his eyes were out of focus, not truly looking at anything. As if he were still trying to erase the image seared into his own mind.
James turned the car down Main Street without saying much, his gaze flicking briefly toward the storefronts as they passed.
Jeanie glanced over, confused. "We're not going straight home?"
"Quick stop," he said. "I ordered a cake. Figured you ought to have one."
Her brow lifted slightly. "A cake?"
He nodded once. "No reception. No big dinner. But you'll still have a cake. It's the least you should have." He paused. "We can plan something more formal later, if that's something you decide you want. People to celebrate with, that sort of thing. But given the time constraints..."
He exhaled through his nose, considering the words he was saying. Excuses. He expected honesty from others, and Jeanie deserved no less. If it stung, she'd have to learn to work through those feelings, but it was best to set the expectation of truth now.
"No, the time didn't have anything to do with it. I couldn't stomach the idea of a party your father had a hand in. Not while he's angling for more money behind every smile. I'm sorry. I know what this day should look like, but I won't let him turn it into another one of his schemes."
She didn't argue. Just sat back, fingers fidgeting at the fabric of her dress again as the car rolled to a stop in front of the town's small bakery, Holland's, a place she'd been a dozen times growing up. It looked the same as always: hand-painted window script, cheerful blue awning, bell over the door.
But nothing felt the same.
"Come with me," James said, glancing over at her. "Let them see the beautiful bride you've become."
Her stomach tightened. She didn't like how that sounded. But she obeyed, slipping carefully out of the passenger seat gathering her dress to keep it from snagging.
The bakery bell chimed as they stepped inside, and heads turned almost immediately. Mrs. Holland stood behind the counter, icing a tray of cupcakes. A younger girl that looked like she was likely her granddaughter, froze in place with a piping bag in her hand. Both stared.
"Oh my goodness," the older woman finally said. "Would you look at her..."
Jeanie's cheeks burned. She tried to smile, unsure where to place her hands. Her shoulders were bare, the sheer paneling clung to her, and the slit in her dress exposed her leg with every step. She could feel the air on her skin, could hear the whispers starting already.
James gave his name, unfazed, and the women quickly moved to retrieve the boxed cake. Jeanie stood near the counter, aware of a passersby outside the window pausing, glancing in. She recognized at least two faces. One raised his eyebrows. Another nudged the person next to him. Someone held up a phone as though he were snapping a picture. One was the boy, Tommy, she had kissed when James first saw her running in from the workshop.
She turned slightly, pretending to study a display of macaroons.
"Town's going to be buzzing," Mrs. Holland said brightly as she brought out the cake. "That dress, my word. You certainly made an impression, sweetheart."
The warmth in her voice didn't quite mask the judgment behind it, but at least she'd made the effort, Jeanie thought. She smiled, but her eyes lingered too long, like she was still deciding how scandalized she was.
Jeanie gave a faint laugh, the sound barely leaving her throat. "Yes, ma'am."
James thanked them, taking the box in one hand and placing the other on Jeanie's back - the skin bare where the dress dipped to the middle of her back. His palm was warm, and the unexpected contact sent a subtle jolt down her spine. Before she could react, he leaned in and kissed her again, right there in the middle of the shop. Slower this time and it felt more deliberate. Nothing crude, but nothing shy either. It wasn't for her alone. It was for the room. For anyone watching.
Then he pulled back, his hand guiding her as he led her toward the door, not once giving anyone a glance.
Outside, the sun caught on the edge of her veil. She didn't speak until they were back in the car.
"People are going to talk."
"Let them look," James said, shifting the car into gear. "If they didn't, I'd wonder what was wrong with them."
He hadn't hidden her. Hadn't kept her tucked away or kept her quiet. He'd walked her through town, hand in hand, letting every pair of eyes linger. He wanted them to see her. To see what he had.
Jeanie glanced down, then slowly moved the fabric of her dress aside, intentionally letting the material fall open to reveal her leg. The air against her skin felt cooler now, sharper. She stared at her leg, at herself, still trying to reconcile the image of the woman, with the girl she'd always been.
James noticed. The way her fingers hovered at the edge of the fabric, the way her eyes moved, in startled reflection. As if she were realizing what it meant to be seen.
She'd never drawn attention before. Never tried to, and had always been concerned of the repercussions if she did. And now here she was, being exposed and admired.
He watched her from the corner of his eye, his lips tightening with satisfaction. It was strange, realizing she didn't have to disappear into the background. That it might be acceptable to be admired, to enjoy how it felt to be looked at, standing beside him, feeling beautiful.
He wanted her to be looked at. Wanted them all to know. She was his.
The thought unsettled her. But it also warmed her, somewhere deep in the center of her chest.
The rest of the drive to his house was quiet, as she sat considering everything. When they pulled up, she noticed that Carmen's car was already there, the bakery having taken them longer.
James cut the engine and climbed out with the cake in hand. Jeanie followed, careful with her dress as she swung her legs carefully to the side and stepped out, the breeze tugging at the short veil still pinned in her curls.
She reached up to steady it, fingers brushing her cheek just as James came around the front of the car. He met her with a look that held no pressure to rush, just certainty that provided its own comfort. His free hand extended, palm up.
Jeanie placed hers in it.
Without a word, he guided her across the gravel and up the steps, holding the cake in one hand, and her hand in the other. Inside, the house was still. No sign of Carmen. No voices. No footsteps. Just the faint hum of air through the vents and the tick of a clock.
James didn't call out. "She won't bother us," he said simply, his hand still wrapped around hers as he stepped further inside. "She knows."
Jeanie glanced around, unsure what exactly Carmen was meant to know. Her voice was quiet when she asked, "Knows what?"
James didn't answer. He only turned to look at her with that same calm smile and gave her hand a small tug, leading her toward the stairs.
She followed, the soft sound of her heels against the floor the only reply. Whatever Carmen knew, whatever this meant, she was about to find out.
James led her up the stairs at a steady pace, never looking back. Jeanie followed a step behind. The house around them was still, too still, as if it had been waiting for this moment.
At the top of the stairs, the bedroom door was already open. James walked in first and set the cake box on the table by the window. The bed had been turned down, the afternoon light settling across the covers.
Jeanie hovered near the door.
He looked over. "Come here."
She stepped inside, and he opened the box. The cake was simple and white, clearly meant more for eating than being displayed. He fed her a bite, then drew a fingertip of frosting to her lip.
"Something sweet," he said. "Before the rest."
The words stuck with her: the rest. What exactly did that mean? Her pulse quickened as she leaned forward, letting the fork pass between her lips. The bite was soft and light, but her eyes stayed on his. He was watching her, not just looking.
He took another bite from the same slice, then raised the fork again, this time, slower. The tines grazed her lower lip before easing between them. She swallowed, not sure if it was the cake or something else catching in her throat.
"You're beautiful," he said. "And you don't even know it."
Her breath caught. No one had ever said that to her, other than her mom. James didn't need to say it, not to get something from her. The boys who'd said any kind words before always felt like they were angling for a chance, trying to flatter their way into something. But James? He said it like it cost him nothing. Like he meant it, even if she didn't understand why.
James's touch was steady. His hand moved to the small of her back again, coaxing her forward. He didn't press. Didn't pull. Just waited, the way someone might beckon a skittish creature toward the water.
Her eyes drifted toward the open door behind them. Surely this wasn't happening yet, not this soon. They hadn't even finished a single piece of cake. And the room was so open. The wide windows let in the afternoon light in sheets, unfiltered by blinds or curtains. The trees outside danced in the breeze. Birds. Squirrels. God knows what else.
Her heart thudded faster.
James said nothing about the door. Nothing about the windows. Nothing about what was or wasn't proper.
He just looked at her with that calm, certain way about him that made her feel like she should just trust him. As though whatever it was he thought, was for the best.
And Jeanie stood there, uncertain but moving closer, feeling the shift of something she didn't know how to name. Something was about to begin.
She watched him lift the fork again, but this time, he didn't aim for her mouth. He let a bit of the frosting catch on the tip of his finger instead. Her breath caught as he brought it to the corner of her lips, painting a faint line just beside the edge.
Her lips parted on instinct, and he leaned in, not to kiss her, but to lightly touch his tongue to the mark he'd made. The sweetness lingered between them, even after he pulled back.
James didn't give her time to settle. He set the fork aside and reached again, gathering a little more frosting on two fingers. He stood so close she could feel the heat of him, and gently, without ceremony, swept the frosting across the top swell of one breast, just above the bodice.
The sugary frosting touched her skin, then the warmer, wetter trail of his mouth followed. He licked it clean with slow precision, not bothering to worry about the dress. If any frosting smeared along the fabric, he showed no concern.
Her hands twitched at her sides. She didn't know what to do with them.
He shifted his weight and brought his mouth to the other side, letting his lips skim just along the edge where her skin met the rougher lace and boning of the bodice. Another pass of his tongue, slower this time, followed by a soft exhale against the damp place he'd left behind.



"You taste better than the cake," he murmured.
She didn't reply. She wasn't sure she could. Her body had begun to hum somewhere deep, and all she could do was hold still and feel it as his words echoed in her ears.
His eyes didn't leave hers as he slowly dropped to one knee, drawing the slit of her dress open just a touch further. His eyes never left some part of her body as he lowered, taking in the sheer panels, and the plaint flesh it covered.
Jeanie's breath faltered.
He traced more frosting along the inside of her thigh, just above the knee at first. The sudden coolness on the quivering skin made her flinch, but it was swallowed by the immediate rush of heat that followed. His mouth came next, his tongue following the line he'd drawn, licking it away. Her skin, was bare and sensitive, registered the rougher glide of his tongue, then the soft suckle as he cleaned the sweet residue. Every brush, every drag, was a literal sensation, a direct contact that sent a shiver through her.
Then he pressed another line of frosting higher up than the last. Slower this time. The line skimmed the skin, tracing upward into the hollow of her hip.
There was no fabric to meet him.
His eyes flicked up, in realization. "No panties?"
She swallowed, her voice thin. "Carmen said... with a dress like this, I wasn't supposed to."
He held her gaze a moment longer, considering what she said. A detail to possibly revisit with Carmen.
In his mind, there was no real reason she couldn't have worn any. The design of the dress and use of material, having no risk of showing. The explanation sounded like something Carmen would do when it came to Jeanie. An attempt to exert her own dominance.
He wasn't angry. There was no frustration in knowing this had been Carmen's doing, a final subtle act of defiance. If anything, it thrilled him. The thought that Jeanie had stood at the altar, walked through town, and sat beside him in the car, all with nothing beneath that dress, just one slip away from exposing everything, one zipper keeping her entire body covered, it stirred something deep and possessive inside him.
And she had to have known. Known how close she was to revealing herself with every step, every breeze. Yet she never protested. Never tried to stop it, or move to hold the skirt in place, to pinch the slit closed. Was it something inside that let her accept it so easily? Was it the same submissive nature that he'd seen in her before? The will to conform to expectations?
His mouth returned to her skin, following the path he'd drawn with slow, possessive intent. The frosting was already melting against her warmth, but he still chased it, letting his tongue linger longer than before.
A small sound escaped her throat. Her hand fluttered near his shoulder, unsure whether to push him back or anchor herself there.
He looked up once, watching her face from below.
"You're shaking," he said softly.
She was, her nerves in overload while looking down at him, with parted lips, her chest rising faster now. The room was too still, too bright, the veil still clinging to her curls like a forgotten symbol of innocence she no longer represented with him kneeling before her and his hand inside her extravagant, yet revealing wedding dress.
He kissed higher, then back down. And she let him, wanting more.
With each pass, his lips trailed further along the inside of her warm and exposed thigh, trembling beneath his mouth. His hand eased the slit wider, giving him space to move. He kissed just beside the pulse that beat faster now, then higher still, toward the juncture where soft skin gave way to softer still. Her breath hitched as his cheek brushed the delicate curls between her legs, just barely veiled by the part in her dress.
She froze at the feeling. The sensitivity signaling what seemed like each individual hair being moved by his cheek.
James lingered there a moment, not pushing further, holding close enough to taste her dew on her skin, then kissed his way back down with the same steady care. His breath ghosted against the sensitive flesh of her inner thigh, and his cheek brushed once more against the soft curls, teasingly close to where she ached now.
His hand lifted, refreshing the frosting on their tips, once more. Two frosting-coated fingers touched her bottom lip, as he reached up. Without thinking, and her mouth instinctively knowing what he wanted, Jeanie parted her lips. He eased them inside, watching as she welcomed them, her tongue brushing against the sweetness left behind.
"Good girl," he murmured.
The praise settled over her in a way nothing else ever had.
Then his mouth closed the distance again.
He still held restraint, moving for the soft outer curve of her exposed lips, suckling gently against one side, making her knees weaken. He watched her the entire time, still kneeling before her, his arm holding the tulle aside for him to see as he reached up. As she drew his fingers deeper into her mouth, her eyes hooded and unsure but burning now with something unmistakable.
His mouth didn't stay long.
He moved, licking and kissing into the hollow of her hip, tickling her before he rose, with his fingers still in her mouth. He could feel the slow, deliberate glide of her tongue as she explored each finger, lapping at the frosting, working to clean every trace of its residue from his skin.
When he reached her chest, he leaned in and dragged his tongue across the last flecks of frosting clinging to the tops of her breasts. Then up, along the line of her throat, over her collarbone, until his lips reached the edge of her jaw. Only then did he begin to slide his fingers from her mouth, but Jeanie followed. Her tongue chased after them, unwilling to let go, until his mouth claimed hers, hot and full and final.
The kiss was deeper than the one at the church. Hungrier. She felt it everywhere through her body. Spreading out from her lips, through her chest, settling low in her belly. Her knees weakened, and James's arm slid around her waist, anchoring her without hesitation.
"You don't even know," he murmured against her lips, "what you look like right now."
She didn't answer. Couldn't. Her breath came in shallow pulls, the dress suddenly feeling constricting, regardless of how light the material was. He kissed her again, slower this time, savoring it.
"You," he murmured, his hand, which had been slowly exploring the feel of her curves over her dress. The were trailing slowly down her side once more, until it found the open edge of the gown. "I've been thinking about your body since that day in the rain... watching you bent over in those damp shorts, dirt on your knees, hair clinging to your neck..."
His fingers brushed higher along her thigh, just beneath the ruching of the dress.
She remembered the way the rain had clung to her, the way the fabric had clung to her skin. But more than that, she remembered stepping onto the porch and seeing him already there. Dry, silent, watching her. The feel of his gaze had unsettled her then, though she hadn't had words for it. Something that made her straighten her posture and avoid his eyes.
Then her mind flashed to being bent over her father's lap, exposed, vulnerable, confused. The embarrassment she'd felt as his hand would come down on her, not just from being exposed, but the feelings that stirred inside. They never felt right, but she didn't really know how to identify them either. Until now.
They felt like a ghost of what she was experiencing now. How her body had reacted similarly, but on a much smaller scale.
"I couldn't stop thinking of you."
Jeanie flushed, a deep heat climbing into her cheeks. Her hands clutched lightly at the front of his shirt.
"And now," he continued, brushing the slit open once more, his fingertips grazing the inside of her thigh, "you're mine. Dressed like this for me."
She shivered. Her mouth opened as if to protest, but no sound came.
"You don't need to cover yourself anymore," he said. "Not from me. You were made to be seen. Look at what you do to me, Jeanie."
His words sent something tumbling inside her. She'd never been spoken to like that, so certain, so sure of what he saw in her. The boys she'd kissed before had only fumbled and reached, whispering clumsy compliments that felt more like simple words than truth. But James didn't need to flatter her. He didn't need anything. And still, he gave her this.
Then he took her hand and brought it down between them.
It was the first time she'd ever felt a man hard and real beneath her touch. The weight of him, the heat, the pressure beneath the fabric made her breath catch. Her stomach fluttered with something raw and unfamiliar.
She had done that. Caused it.
The thought sent a pulse of excitement through her, but it was tangled with something else - a rush of nerves, and the dawning awareness of what was coming. He was big. Bigger than she'd expected. Her mind reeled at the thought of it, her fingers still resting there, trembling.
And yet, she didn't pull away.
She couldn't. Not now. Not with the way he was looking at her. Not with the ache building in her belly and lower.
Each word wound tighter inside her. She felt bare in a way she couldn't explain, and disoriented by how much she liked it.
Her thoughts twisted further as his mouth found her neck again. His hand slipped behind her thigh, lifting it gently. The dress slid further open, and she let it.
The throb between her legs grew unbearable. It wasn't completely unfamiliar. There had been the few private times, late at night hidden in the shadows of her bedroom, when her fingers had explored in secret. Cautious, guilty touches she'd tried not to think too much about afterward. Quick things. Furtive. Shameful.
But this, what James was doing, was something else.
His hand moved with an expertise she didn't know, stroking higher along her thigh, drawing her body open with slow, maddening pressure. When his fingers slid between the soft curls at the apex of her thighs and brushed against her bare sex, she gasped softly, her forehead dropping against his chest.
"You're already soaked," he said, barely a whisper.
Her response came in a shaky exhale, her head nodding without conscious thought.
"I want you to remember this," he murmured, pressing another kiss below her ear, where her neck met the start of her jawline. "Every second. What it feels like when someone wants you. When someone knows how to touch you."
Her eyes fluttered shut, a moan escaping her lips as he eased a finger inside. She arched into him instinctively, her hands fisting in the fabric of his shirt.
The contrast was dizzying. His confident touch against the memory of her own timid ones. Where she'd hesitated, he explored. Where she'd kept herself quiet, he coaxed her into sound. She was trembling again from both pleasure and from the internal ache of knowing she had been raised to fear this, and keep it hidden.
But James wanted her seen.
And every time she felt his lips, his fingers, every word he whispered to her, it was like another fiber in the rope that kept her tethered, snapped loose. Something deep inside her giving in.
"I shouldn't..." she whispered, half to herself. "I was taught not to..."
"Not to feel good?" James asked gently. "To ignore what your body craves, because someone told you to?"
He kissed her again, softer. It didn't burn like the others. It melted. Sank into her like warmth drawn from the center of something.
"You don't have to listen to those ideals right now," he murmured, his lips grazing hers. "Just feel. Let yourself have this. Let your body decide what it wants."
She didn't answer with words. Her breath hitched. Her thighs parted without her meaning to, and when his fingers moved against her again, feeling his thumb circling with maddening precision, her hips responded before her mind could catch up.
The ache in her deepened. Her skin flushed hot, and still his words echoed. Let yourself have this.
The pleasure rising inside her felt dangerous. Like it might unravel her completely. But she didn't pull back. A whimper slipped from her lips, broken and desperate.
She was shaking and she didn't want him to stop.
She'd always believed it was wrong to feel like this. That was what she'd been taught by her father, by the church, by every warning whispered into her girlhood like scripture. Desire was dangerous and pleasure was shame.
But now, as she stood before him panting and wet. Trembling beneath James's touch, she no longer cared. Damn the rules. Damn the shame they'd ingrained into her.
His mouth brushed her ear as his fingers moved with slow intent between her legs, stroking through the soft curls, gliding over the slickness there. "That's it," he murmured. "Just feel. Let your body have what it wants."
Jeanie moaned, her hips arching instinctively into his hand. Her heart hammered in her chest, drowning out every last remnant of doubt. She didn't know when she started moving with him, only that her body had taken over, chasing a release that felt like it was building to something she'd never let herself imagine.
"I can feel how close you are," James whispered. "You don't need to hide it. Not from me."
Her fingers dug into his shoulders, steadying herself. The tremble of her thighs increasing. The heat building inside her was cresting, sharp and overwhelming, as her breath caught. His touch grew firmer, and more focused while his thumb circled her clit.
"Oh-" she gasped, eyes squeezing shut.
"Good girl," he said, kissing the corner of her mouth. "You doing so well."
The words shattered something inside her. The last thread of shame gave way, and her body surged. The consuming climax hit fast, rushing through her with a force she'd never experienced and didn't know to expect. She cried out, muffling the sound against his neck, then bit down hard on the collar of his shirt as her peak crested. Her thighs clenched, her back hunched, every muscle locking tight around the wave rolling through her.
James didn't stop until the trembling slowed and her breath came in shaky, uneven pulls. Her hands still clung to him, before they weakly slipped away as the tension drained from her limbs.
And then, with a soft voice that caught her off guard, he pulled her in close and whispered against her cheek, "That was just the beginning."
James shifted his stance slightly, the weight of her still settling in his arms. Her breathing hadn't yet steadied, leaving her feel charged from the residual energy still pulsing through her body. He didn't say anything. Just reached up, slowly, brushing a damp strand of hair from her cheek. His fingers still slick from her. The moment they touched her skin, she felt it. Warm, and unmistakable. Her own wet, fresh on his hand.
She stiffened slightly, her breath catching as a flush crept up her neck.
He didn't seem to be phased by it. Didn't wipe his hand. Just slid those same fingers to the edge of her veil and unpinned it with care. The sheer netting fell from her hair to the floor, forgotten.
Jeanie swallowed hard. The intimacy of everything making her feel far more exposed than nudity ever had before.
His hands moved to her back next. He found the zipper and began to slowly lower it. The soft sound filled the space between them, impossibly loud to her ears. Her dress loosened with each inch, the fit releasing down her spine.
The boning through the bodice held its shape even as it began to part from her skin, the structure still clinging to her breasts in a last, futile attempt at a modicum of decency. Yet it slipped further under his hands, peeling back inch by inch. Her bare chest came into view first. It was flushed and the nipples tight and lifted with both tension and anticipation.
He didn't rush as he eased the gown lower, revealing the flat of her stomach, then the subtle dip of her waist. Her hips followed, bare and warm beneath his touch, and still he continued, careful and steady. Her pubis came next, the tuft of hair a dark brown, with a soft appearance, and slightly damp where it caught her juices between her thighs. She felt the air graze her there. Instinctively, her thighs tried to close, but his hands steadied her, applying a mildly firm grip before continuing.
Her body responded before her mind could catch up. Another throb. Another warmth rising behind her cheeks.
Finally, the dress slid down her shapely thighs, grazing the smooth, muscular curves that flexed subtly beneath her skin, made from years of work. Made for being held, for being touched. Finally, the dress settled in a soft heap at her feet.
James stepped back just enough to see her clearly.
She stood in nothing now, barefoot, skin flushed, chest rising in short, shallow breaths. Her body was soft and curved, with a narrow waist before giving way to the full, feminine sweep of her hips. The lines of her figure curved outward there in a way that was unmistakably sensual, the kind that invited touch. Her breasts were full and high, her nipples still peaked. There was no hiding how affected she was. Between her legs, her thighs glistened faintly in the low light.
He didn't reach for her again. Just looked. And whatever she saw in his eyes, it almost looked like pride. Pride for the figure he took for his wife. A look she'd never experienced from someone looking at her.
But then, no one had ever looked at her standing nude, either. She shifted, unsure of what to do with her hands, her arms twitching slightly before moving to cover herself. But he stepped in, caught her gently at the waist, and guided her back.
Stepping up and over the dress, the backs of her knees met the edge of the bed, and he eased her down until she was seated. Then, one palm pressed at the center of her chest, he gently pressed, until she lowered the rest of the way.
The sheets were cool beneath her spine. He took her hand and brought it down between her thighs.
"Feel yourself," he murmured. "So warm from me."
Her fingers brushed over the slickness there, the damp hair clinging in clumps. Suddenly aware of the faint throbbing again, as her legs tensed. A small tremor passed through her, and her breath became more shallow.
And then the shame crept in.
She hesitated. Her body was exposed, her hand between her legs, and he was watching. The position alone made her skin prickle with discomfort. No one had ever told her this was allowed, let alone told her to do it. She wasn't supposed to touch herself, that was something dirty girls did. Something secret and shameful. Her father's voice, the church's warnings, years of modesty folded into muscle memory - it all pushed against her now, telling her to pull away, to close her legs, to cover herself and repent.
But James didn't look disgusted.
He looked hungry.
"Tell me what you feel," he said softly.
"I don't know," she whispered hesitantly.
"Yes, you do."
Her voice faltered. "It's... wet."
He held her gaze. "Where?"
Her throat tightened. Her cheeks burned. "Between my legs."
James tilted his head slightly. "Be specific, Jeanie."
She blinked, shame tightening in her stomach like a knot. Her lips parted, but nothing came at first. Saying it out loud felt impossible. Vulgar. But he waited patiently. Not letting her hide from all of this.
"My..." She swallowed, her voice barely above a whisper. "My... slit."
The word felt dirty coming out of her mouth, yet in the moment she felt like it was appropriate instead of the P word. She couldn't bring herself to say it, but this felt somewhat like something James would want to hear. A compromise.
"Touch deeper."
She paused, as her hand trembled, but she obeyed moving her fingers lower, slipping into the warmth, the wetness. The sensation was immediate. The ache she found there made her gasp, her hips flinching upward in response.



And still, he didn't look away. He stepped back, giving her space. Then, her hand paused, shame rising again like a tide, as she waited to see what he intended.
His voice was there, calm and unwavering. "Don't stop. Keep going. Let yourself feel it."
Her heart pounded. She closed her eyes in effort, trying to shut out the noise in her head, the warnings and guilt. When she opened them again, he was undressing.
Having already removed his coat and his tie, James reached for the top button of his shirt, undoing each one slowly. Her eyes followed his hands. The fabric pulled open inch by inch, revealing the lean lines of his chest, smooth and defined.
Her fingers stirred again, unbidden, tracing through the slickness as if her body couldn't help but respond to the sight of him.
The shirt parted further. She saw the curve of his shoulders, the subtle hollow at the base of his throat, the stretch of smooth skin pulled taut over muscle. Her stomach tightened and her thighs shifted more.
The shame didn't vanish, but it fractured under the weight of his gaze, and the knowledge that it was her making him undress like this. Her he was undressing for.
Because he wanted to watch.
The shirt slipped off his arms and fell to the floor. Her hand moved more deliberately now, timid but steady, the sensation no longer just something happening to her. It was something she was choosing.
He reached for his belt next.
She hadn't realized how much she was holding her breath until she heard the faint clink of the buckle. Her breath hitched as he unfastened it. Her eyes dropped helplessly, to the bulge straining beneath his pants. It looked hard and thick. The fabric pulled tight over him, as though barely containing what lay beneath.
Her hand slowed, but didn't stop this time. Caught between instinct and uncertainty.
James met her gaze, with a confident look.
"Do you like what you see?"
The question hit low in her stomach. She froze, half from surprise of being asked and half from the shame that surged up immediately. She wasn't supposed to admit things like that. Not aloud. But he waited.
She nodded faintly.
His eyes held hers. "Say it," he said with a little more force than the last time.
Her lips parted. She tried to look away, but stopped herself. "I... I like it."
He nodded once, approving, as he undid the button on his pants and lowered the zipper. "Good. Then tell me what you want."
Her heart skipped. Her hand faltered again, still resting between her thighs. "I-" The words caught, tangled in her throat. She'd never asked for anything like this. Never would've considered it, or thought she'd be allowed to.
James stood there, bare-chested, his slacks now open, the dark waistband of his boxer briefs hugging his hips. He looked powerful like that, as though he were completely in control. And yet, he waited for her answer.
Her voice came barely audible. "I want... you to keep going."
"Keep going with what?" he asked softly.
She swallowed. Her cheeks burned.
"With... undressing."
"Good girl," he said.
He pushed his pants down his hips. They slid past his thighs, pooling at his ankles with a heavy thud as the belt buckle hit the floor. Then he stepped out of them.
She couldn't look away.
His boxer briefs were snug, dark, fitted, leaving nothing to the imagination. The thick line of his shaft angled upward beneath the fabric, where it strained against the material. She watched as he adjusted himself with one hand, slow and unashamed.
He stood before her now, his clothes discarded, the dark fabric of his boxer briefs stretched tight across his hips. The outline of him was unmistakable. Her gaze was locked there, and her forgotten fingers still moving slowly between her thighs, the motions no longer hesitant but searching.
James watched her carefully. "Do want me to continue."
She nodded, lips parted, but no words came.
His gaze on her galvanized. "Then tell me. What do you want, Jeanie?"
Her cheeks flamed. Everything in her body tensed with the weight of the question. Her upbringing screamed at her to stay silent, to close her legs, to look away. But the ache wouldn't let her. The hunger had already taken root.
"I want..." She struggled for the words. "I want you to take them off."
He didn't move.
"You can do better."
Her breath caught.
"Beg me," he added in response to her hesitation, deciding to push her further.
The immediate shame hit first. But it was quickly swallowed by the rush of heat that followed. Something about choosing to say it, pushed her past a threshold she hadn't realized she'd been nearing.
She licked her lips, with a shaky breath, but her voice came soft and clear.
"Please... take off your underwear. I want to see you."
James's eyes narrowed, almost as though smiling, even though his mouth never moved. A flicker of satisfaction passing across his face.
"Good girl."
He slid his thumbs beneath the waistband and eased them down. The fabric caught for a moment on the protruding hardness beneath, then gave way, baring the thick, flushed length of his erection inch by inch. Her eyes widened and she couldn't look away.
The head came into view first, already glistening at the tip. Then the shaft, smooth, veined, impossibly hard looking. And finally, the base where his balls hung heavy and tight beneath, drawn close with tension she could almost feel from where she lay.
She exhaled a soft, broken sound, her fingers moving faster now as he stepped free of the last of his clothes.
James wrapped his hand around himself and stroked once, twice, three times, with a slow movement.
Jeanie's breath caught in her throat. Her wide eyes stayed fixed on him, as his hand moved. The way he held himself, the way his fingers curled around the thick length, was nothing like what she'd imagined. She'd seen outlines through pants, heard whispered things from other girls, had vague ideas that felt more like warnings than truths. The unsupported bragging of boys, having never compared to what she now saw.
This... this was real. It looked heavy, smooth, veined. Something she'd caused.
Then she saw him squeeze, his grip tightening near the base, and then slowly moving his hand up.
A moment later, a clear bead welled up and gathered at the head.
Her breath paused.
She stared at it, transfixed. The way it shimmered in the light. The way it clung there, glistening.
Was that...?
She swallowed hard, unsure. She'd heard of men cumming, and of it being messy, hot, overwhelming. But this? This wasn't what she'd pictured. It wasn't enough. Surely that wasn't it... right?
Her hand had stilled between her thighs. But now it moved again, slower, more deliberate, like her own body was trying to answer the questions her mind couldn't.
James stepped closer to the bed, stroking again with calm precision. Another drop followed the first, and this time it began to slip downward, tracking along the head of his cock before his thumb caught it, smearing it slowly over the flushed skin.
Still watching her.
Still showing her.
Her thighs trembled and her face burned. She didn't know what to say. She wasn't even sure what she was feeling, only that she couldn't stop staring. Couldn't stop touching herself.
He stood close now, the head of him just above her parted thighs.
And still, she was exposed. Still moving. Still open.
He reached forward and cupped her chin gently between two fingers, guiding her gaze back up to meet his.
"Say it again," he murmured. "Tell me what you want."
Her lips trembled. "I want... you."
His expression stayed steady, but his voice deepened.
"How?"
She hesitated. Her body ached. Her shame curling in her stomach, trying one last time to pull her back, but it was too late. She was already trembling, already soaked, already spread open for him.
"I want you... inside me," she whispered.
James's eyes stayed locked on hers and he moved, without urgency, or hesitation.
He placed one hand behind either knee, as her calves dangled off the edge of the bed. Her thighs gave no resistance as he folded them back towards her chest. They parted easily allowing him to manipulate her body, but forcing her hand to finally leave her overheated sex. The exposure made her stomach flutter, but he hadn't looked down.
Instead, he stepped forward, kneeling on the bed between her legs. His body filled the space there instantly; all heat and presence. Then his hands slid beneath her again, his arms hooking her thighs in the crook of his elbows, as he reached behind her back, and he lifted her.
Just like that.
She gasped, startled by how easily he handled her. She wasn't small or fragile. But in his arms, she felt like she weighed nothing.
Her hands instinctively clutched at his shoulders, her breath catching as he moved her higher onto the bed, knee walking as he carried her. He guided her body up the mattress, until her head came to rest against a pillow.
Then he set her down with that same controlled grace, settling her back until her hips tilted up slightly, her knees still bent and drawn inward toward her chest.
He looked down at her for a moment, as though committing the sight to memory. And she looked back, barely breathing, flushed and spread and trembling under his hands.
Her legs were bent and parted, her hips tilted just enough to offer him a full view of what had been partially hidden from him until now. A soft patch of dark hair crowned her pubis - neatly kept, untouched by anything but time and modesty. Below it, her lips glistened. The two dim lamps on either nightstand lighting the fluids and drops clinging to her in delicate strands that caught the faintest shimmer.
Only the slightest hint of her inner folds showed, just peeking between the plump outer lips, flushed, swollen, and visibly wet. Not opened by fingers or force, but by pure arousal.
James didn't speak. He didn't touch her. He just looked for what felt like an eternity, and she felt it all.
The way his eyes lingered in reverence. Like she was something precious. Something beautiful. Something his.
Her breath trembled. Her fingers curled slightly at her sides, unsure of what to do, or how to react. Whether she should be wanting to hide or keep letting him see.
James released her legs from his hands, letting them bend naturally, thighs parting wider to welcome him. His palm drifted down, fingers wrapping around himself again. He stroked once, more out of habit than need, and guided himself to her entrance.
She felt the heat of him before anything else. Then the spongy tip. The deliberate pressure of the head of his cock settling against her.
He didn't push, yet. Just rested there as she considered what would come next.
Her body tensed, even as it ached for more.
James shifted his gaze upward, his eyes finding hers again. And what he saw there made him pause.
She was bracing, as though in preparation. The way a girl does when she's been told it's going to hurt, and she's expecting it to tear, to burn, to mark her as changed. Her lips were slightly parted, her breath shallow. Her hands gripped the sheets now, and her brow knit faintly, like she was trying to be brave for him. There were no pleas to wait, no protests. She was ready to endure it.
And somehow, that did more for him than if she'd begged for it.
James leaned in, lowering himself over her without breaking their connection, his member held steady at her entrance, nestled between the soft, parted folds of her body. He brought his mouth to hers and kissed her. It felt less hungry, and more intimate. She responded with equal tenderness, her arms slipping around his shoulders as her legs lifted, curling around his waist.
That was the moment.
There was no resistance, or retreat from her. Only invitation.
Consent, offered not in words, but in the openness of her body. Drawn to him, ready for him, yielding what had been promised.
He moved with a patience that surprised her. She had expected pressure, intrusion, maybe even something sharp that would drive through her before her body could catch up. But instead, he hovered.
One elbow anchored beside her shoulder, bearing the weight of him. His hand cradled the back of her head, fingers threading into her hair. The gesture alone made her chest tighten. It was more than careful, it was gentle.
The head of him pressed forward enough to part her.
Her breath caught instantly. The heat of him, the stretch, every bit he claimed felt impossibly large, and intimate. Her body instinctively tried to tighten against it, against him, but her legs held their place around his waist. She wouldn't stop him.
He kissed her again.
It was soft, like he was giving her time to breathe through everything while distracting her.
She clung to that kiss as the head of him slipped deeper into her entrance and her body fluttered around him. Her mind tried to keep pace with what she was feeling, but it was all happening at once.
The fullness. The pressure. The way her skin burned and stretched to take him, even as her breath trembled against his mouth.
His free hand moved, trailing from her cheek, brushing over her jaw. His fingers skimmed slowly down along her throat, moving between her breasts. Her nipples stiffened at the slightest touch. He circled one with his thumb, then kept moving, dragging his palm down her side, as though taking a moment to caress each individual rib it passed.
She arched faintly into him in reaction. Her mind kept jumping. He's inside me... he's still kissing me... his hand's at my hip now...
Lower. Down over her thigh, skimming her skin with maddening slowness. He reached her knee, then reversed, tracing back up the underside of her thigh until his palm curved under her ass. He lifted her slightly, lifting her body, bringing her to meet him just as he began to push deeper.
She gasped into his mouth as he pushed forward, slow and steady.
It wasn't the sharp pain she had braced for. Instead, it was pressure. Deep and insistent, a spreading heat that radiated through her spine and made her toes clench. Her walls instinctively tightened around him, her body trying to make sense of the stretch, the fullness, the way he was taking space inside her, in places that had never been touched.
James paused, holding himself still with exquisite control, buried only partway inside. Her fingers gripped his back, searching for something to hold onto. She didn't want him to stop, but she wasn't sure how much more she could take.
Then he moved again.
Another inch. Then another. Each motion was careful, and deliberate, as if coaxing her open rather than conquering her. His mouth still brushed hers, breath shared between them, even though his focus seemed unshakable.
Her lips slipped from his, a breathless sound escaping her throat, as her head fell back into the pillow. Her eyes fluttered closed, lashes trembling from the twitch in her lids. Every part of her felt too alive. Too raw. Every nerve demanded her attention at once.
The sensation was so much. She felt full, impossibly so, as she stretched wide around him, cradling him deep where no one had ever been. It was too much, and yet not enough. She couldn't process it all, but her body took him anyway.
His hand stayed beneath her, still supporting her under her backside, lifting her ever so slightly as he eased the final inch inside. His hips pressed flush to hers, the length of him now buried completely. Every breadth of space between them erased.
And for a moment, her entire world narrowed to that single truth: he was inside her.
It didn't feel like shame. It didn't feel like something to hide or repent. It felt like something she'd never imagined could be this real, overwhelming, or this utterly consuming. And yet, somehow, beautiful.
James held still only for a moment longer. Then he began to move.
The first shift of his hips dragged a small whimper from her. Her body wasn't quite ready and she felt every inch of it. The stretch still burned faintly as he withdrew and pressed back in, slow but insistent. There was no malice in the motion, no recklessness. But he was taking her now, and she yielded without protest.
She let him even though it stung and made her breath falter. What held her steady was the simple wish to give him what he wanted. She wanted to do this right, to give him what he expected. Even if it ached. Even if it made her eyes sting and her thighs twitch under him. So, she said nothing, gave no complaint, only clung to his back with trembling hands and blinked up at the ceiling, enduring the intensity of the experience of being filled.
He adjusted slightly, his hips angled just a touch, and the next thrust sent a jolt through her, sharp and electric. She gasped, her body clenching around him as the pressure landed somewhere new, somewhere deeper. It wasn't like the ache. It didn't sting, yet made her flinch, but not from pain. And then he did it again.
Her legs tensed, thighs squeezing around his waist, and a different kind of heat flared in her belly. She had no name for the place he kept brushing, no understanding of what it was, only that her body began to tighten around him every time he found it. The discomfort hadn't vanished completely, but it was no longer what her mind focused on.
James's hand, still tucked under her, shifted again and gripped her more firmly. His fingers dug into the curve of her ass as he began pulling her hips into each slow thrust. The new force made her cry out, startled and shaken by how deep he could reach. Her breath hitched. Her body burned. She didn't know how much more she could take, yet at the same time, she didn't want him to stop.
He raised himself over her slightly, his chest leaving hers, hunching, allowing him room as his mouth moved down to her breast. The sudden heat made her jolt, then his lips closed over her nipple, and she arched into him as his tongue circled and drew her in. Her nerves flared with sensations. Each pull of his mouth sent another wave of pressure spiraling downward.
He moved to her other breast with the same slow hunger, lavishing it with his tongue, his teeth grazing just enough to make her gasp again. And still, he thrust deep, never leaving that spot inside her now, slippery and swollen with stimulation.
The sound of their bodies meeting, the wet friction of each motion, the warmth of his mouth, and hand, and hips - it blurred together until she didn't know what to pay attention to. Her body began to move without her. Her hips bucked up into him, answering each stroke, chasing the next. She couldn't stop herself. Couldn't slow down. Her body had taken over, and the shame she'd held onto earlier melted beneath the pressure building with every breath.
James groaned against her chest as her movements began to match his. She could feel the shift in him too, in the tightness in his thrusts. The way his body pressed harder, deeper, needing more. And she gave it to him.
She gave everything.
James felt the change in her as well. How her body began to buck into him, how her breath came faster, in more shallow and tight gasps against his neck. She was getting close, so he slowed.
His thrusts softened, his pace easing to a more controlled rhythm, drawing a subtle sound of protest from her. Her body still chased him, hips rising instinctively to meet each retreating motion, but he held steady. Pushing her just to the edge, then keeping her there.
When she opened her mouth to speak, to ask why, he leaned close to her ear and said, "I'm going to drag this out until you're begging me to let you finish."
Her whole body shivered beneath him.
She didn't answer aloud, but the way she clung to him said everything. Her hands scrambled against his back, her thighs trembling where they clung around his waist. Her desire didn't wane. If anything, it deepened, sharpened under the weight of his control.



Then he adjusted with a smooth roll of his hips, he pulled back painfully slow, then withdrew completely. The sudden emptiness struck harder than she expected. She gasped, her body clenching down around nothing, desperate to find him. Her walls fluttered with confusion, her breath stuttering in protest.
Before she could fully process the loss, James shifted upright on his knees, hands gripping the undersides of her thighs. He pulled her hips into position and looked down, watching her as if studying the effect of his absence. Then he guided himself forward, dragging the length of his shaft slowly through her slick folds.
She flinched at the contact. It was almost too much. The ridge of his cock slid along her seam with maddening control, every inch pressing over her clit before sliding back, then in again. Her labia spread around him, parted by the girth of his shaft, wrapping slick and warm against his skin with each deliberate pass.
Her inner voice said it was filthy. Her body said it was breathtaking. She couldn't look away from him, couldn't stop the little sounds that escaped her lips as he did it again, slower this time, letting the weight and width of him press purposefully where she was most sensitive. Her hips twitched, and her breath was ragged. By the third stroke, her thighs were visibly shaking from frayed, humming nerves.
And then he aligned himself with her entrance once more. Her body opened this time; no resistance left in her. She felt the rounded head of him press inward again, the steady pressure coaxing her open. The pain had lessened - still there, but distant and softened beneath the wave of sensations overtaking her.
She felt it all. The head slipping past her lips, immediately followed by the crown stretching her. Then the long, slow glide of his length filling her completely. Her womanhood welcomed him now, her muscles gripping every inch as he pushed deeper.
When his hips finally met hers, she exhaled a tremulous breath. He was all the way inside her again, every part of him buried, and this time her body didn't protest. It wanted him there. It wanted more.
James's eyes watched her face, then her chest. Her breasts rising with each breath through her half open mouth, as though overwhelmed. And then lower, to the place where her body stretched around him. He watched the way her folds clung to the base of him, the way her fluids glistened on both of them in the low light.
"Look at you," he murmured. "Taking all of me."
His hands slid across her body, resting one lightly over her stomach, and the other gliding upward between her breasts. It moved again, rolled a nipple between his fingers and she arched into his touch. Her lips parted around a gasp, but no words followed.
"You feel how deep I am?" he asked.
She nodded, unable to speak.
"Say it."
"Yes, I feel it. You're... inside me," she managed. "So deep."
He didn't stop watching her. One hand slid to her throat, resting there lightly. Her pulse jumped under his palm when she finally did feel the faintest squeeze.
She nodded again. He moved lower, his thumb circling her clit. Her hips jolted under the touch, and a shudder rolled through her.
"That's it," he said, as though coaxing something out of her. "Stay right here with me."
Then, with a slow pull, he withdrew almost all the way before easing back in. Angling to catch that same aching spot inside her. His thumbs spread her open as he did it. The little pearl of a lighter color than the skin around it was swollen, like the lips that spread around him.
The sight of what little she could see as she looked down her body sending a pulse of heat through her core.
"You feel that?" he murmured. "See what you're doing to me?"
She flushed, lips trembling. She didn't know what to say. She was aware of everything. She could feel him swell inside her, causing it to pulse even thicker for a moment. The feeling of his crown pushing and pulling through her channel as he moved. The way her clit throbbed with every stroke, how stretched she was and how impossible it felt that she could want more.
"Tell me how it feels."
She swallowed hard. "It... it feels full. You stretch me so much, but... it's good. It's so good," she said unsure of what to say exactly. She never would've imagined this as her first time. Having to bear herself so openly.
She shook beneath him. Her walls tightened around him, and he groaned at the sensation.
"Keep your eyes on me," he commanded gently. "I want to see what you look like when you're being fucked."
The words hit her like a shockwave, vulgar and raw, and yet something in her clenched around them. Her body arched again, her hands scrambling for his wrists as she tried to ground herself. Her hips met his without her willing them to.
She was slipping again into something deeper in her mind. But this time, she wasn't bracing. She was giving in.
James shifted his weight, pulling one of her legs higher along his side, opening her more beneath him. The change let him sink a touch deeper, and her mouth dropped open with a broken sound as he bottomed out again. He continued his slow pace; his strokes angled with a purpose. Each one dragging over that place inside her that made her eyes flutter and her breath catch.
"You feel that?" he murmured, voice close to her ear now. "That pressure right there?"
She nodded, dazed.
"That's what I want you to beg for."
His words burned into her, flaring heat across her chest and down her spine. Her hips rose to meet him again without thought, without restraint. Her thighs trembled against his sides. Her body was moving on its own now, chasing something she didn't fully understand, only knew she needed.
He brought his hand back between them, thumb finding her clit again. The second he touched it, her body jolted like he'd struck a nerve. Her walls pulsed around him, clenching uncontrollably, and she cried out.
"Tell me you want to cum," he said.
She couldn't speak at first. Her body was spiraling from being so full, too sensitive, nerves stretched so tight she could barely think. Her breath came in shallow, broken gasps as she tried to hold onto something solid, anything at all, but his voice cut through the haze.
When she didn't answer, he slowed and eventually stopped.
The sudden stillness was unbearable. His cock throbbed inside her, hard and pulsing, but he held still. His thumb paused over her clit, applying only the faintest pressure, having pulled her hood back and exposing it fully. The sensation was just enough to remind her what he was withholding.
Her eyes opened wide, confused and desperate, a soft cry caught in her throat.
"I told you what you need to do," he said, with a sense of finality to it. "If you want it... say it."
She knew the response. Her body did. Every muscle ached toward it, every nerve begged. But the words clung to her throat like a sin. Her upbringing fighting her.
Begging for this - this her inner voice hissed at her, couldn't be allowed.
She wasn't even supposed to touch herself. Sex wasn't something you talked about. You didn't ask for it. You didn't want it. It was for making babies. That's what she'd been taught by her parents, by the church, by every fundamental rule she'd lived under. Girls didn't speak this way. Good girls didn't say please for something like this.
And yet her body screamed for it.
His cock still stretched her open, thick and unyielding, holding her in place. Her clit throbbed beneath the ghost of his touch. Her hips twitched with need, but he didn't move.
He wouldn't, until she said it.
Tears welled in her eyes, not from pain, not even from shame anymore, but from the unbearable pressure of wanting something she'd spent her whole life denying. Something no one had ever told her she could feel. That fact that she didn't know she could feel like this. Like she was falling apart and being put back together at once. Like she never wanted it to stop.
She swallowed, voice cracking as the words finally came.
"I... I want to," she whispered. "Please..."
Still, he didn't move.
"Please what?" he asked.
Her cheeks burned. Her body was shaking now, skin damp with effort and desperation.
She closed her eyes, swallowed her fear, and let go of everything she'd been taught.
"Please let me come," she whispered.
Her voice broke. It was clear. Honest. Raw.
James groaned from deep in his throat and hearing her. The tension in his jaw easing as he began to move again, slow at first, then deeper, firmer, deliberate. His thumb circled her clit with practiced focus, and her body jolted like a switch had been thrown. Her legs locked around his hips, and heels digging into him from behind. Her fingers, once tangled in the sheets, now rose to her chest.
She didn't even realize she was doing it until her palms closed over her breasts. She squeezed them shamelessly, fingers tugging at her nipples, chasing sensation she'd never been allowed to before. Her hips moved without control now, chasing the friction, her mind untethered from everything she once understood as right and moral.
Everything else, the guilt, the silence, the shame, it all fell away. All that was left was sensation and the startling, breathless knowledge that she was the one doing this. Her hands on her breasts. The cock she caused to become engorged, buried inside her. His thumb drawing helpless cries from her throat.
In one day, James had undone her. A lifetime of rules, of warnings, of disapproving glances, of lashes from the belt, eventually giving way to the spankings brought from her father's bare hand on her backside - all of it shattered beneath the weight of his body. Her upbringing had tried to make her small and obedient, keeping her untouched. And yet here she was, panting under him, touching herself while he fucked her until she was begging to come.
Part of her didn't know how she'd face the daylight. She didn't know who she'd be when morning came.
But the sin of it tonight was driving her wild.
She wanted to be taken. Wanted to be ruined. Wanted to feel it until nothing else could exist inside her but sensation of him and the pleasure of this breaking point.
She was moaning now, panting, her hips bucking up into him. Her hands tugged at her breasts, fingers slippery with sweat and arousal, chasing more, always more.
And when the words came, they tumbled out in a rush, no longer needing to be coaxed out of her. No longer filtered through repression.
"Please, James-please, I need it-I can't-I need to cum, I need to-please let me-"
He groaned at the sound of it, the edges of his control fraying.
His hips drove deeper, grinding into her with focused intensity, his voice rough with approval. "There you are," he murmured. "That's what I've been waiting for."
But then he slowed again. Just for a breath.
His body stayed buried deep inside her, thick and pulsing, pressing against the softest, most tender places inside her. His thumb stilled just shy of her clit, denying her that last push. His eyes locked onto hers, dark and steady, and for a moment - everything held.
Her breath hitched. Her body trembled beneath him, straining for release. She was burning everywhere, nerves alight, skin slick and flushed, her legs tightening around his waist as if to pull him back into motion. But he didn't budge.
He just watched her.
Looked at what he had done to her. Wide open, panting, her hands still clutched to her breasts, flushed with shame and need and something more dangerous than both.
The girl who had once bowed her head in obedience was now begging to be taken. The girl who had spent a lifetime afraid to touch herself was soaked and trembling beneath a man who made her feel things she never thought possible.
Her mind once more looking towards tomorrow. A fleeting thought of how she'd look at herself in the mirror. But right now, in this stillness, with him pulsing inside her and holding her on the edge, she felt utterly, helplessly alive.
She wanted release. God, she wanted it. But she also wanted something more. She wanted him to want her. To feel what she was feeling. To take pleasure from her surrender. And so, with her voice shaking and her fingers still gripping her own body, she gave it to him again.
"Please, James," she whispered, eyes shining. "Please let me cum. I need it - so badly - but I want you to feel it too. I want you to-" her voice faltered, raw and honest, "-I want you to feel good. I want to give you everything. Please... let me."
Her hips lifted into him, not just to chase her own release, but to offer herself completely, because if he asked her to live in this moment forever, she would.
James's jaw tightened at her words and the way she looked up at him, flushed and trembling, still asking to give even while her body begged to receive. His eyes swept over her: the desperation in her face, the sweaty sheen on her skin, the way her hands were still tangled at her breasts as if she couldn't bear to let go.
He groaned low in his throat, deep and raw, and finally moved.
His thumb circled her clit again, no longer teasing. His hips drove into her with a slow, grinding force, and this time he didn't stop. Her body arched. Her mouth opened in a soundless cry once more.
"Cum for me," he growled, eyes fixed on hers. "Now."
The words hit her like lightning. Her whole body seized, her breath caught, and then the wave crashed down.
This wasn't gentle or subdued.
It ripped through her, hot and sudden and all-consuming. Her walls clamped around him, pulsing wildly, trying to hold him inside her as she cried out. Her legs shook. Her back arched off the mattress. Her hands flew to his arms, clawing for something steady to hold as the pleasure tore her apart.
She couldn't think. Couldn't speak. Could barely breathe.
But she felt every inch of him inside her, every stroke, every sound he made above her.
It went on, her body writhing, muscles contracting violently around him as she bore down, each shattering convulsion ripping through her until she was utterly spent and shaking. Her breath came out ragged against his chest, silent tears tracing paths down her temples. It had been too much to take.
And when it finally passed, she let out a trembling, breathless laugh. She wasn't sure what had just happened. Only that she'd never be the same again.
Not after this.
Her climax left her shaking, boneless beneath him, her breath stuttering in uneven bursts as the last pulses of pleasure ebbed through her. Her body trembled with aftershocks, every inch too tender, with a feeling of being exposed. She whimpered softly as James continued to move, his pace still steady, but unrelenting.
"I... I can't," she gasped, her hands coming to his arms. "It's too much. I'm too sensitive."
He slowed at her words, but didn't entirely stop.
His thrusts became long, slow glides that made her ache in a different way. She blinked up at him through watery lashes, the tingles of pleasure still folding over itself in waves. The stretch remained, deep and full and constant, and despite the sensitivity, her body didn't pull away. It wanted more somehow.
That surprised her. She had never pushed past her orgasm before when it was only her. The sudden sense of relief being enough to satisfy any need she had felt at the time.
James looked down at her, his brow furrowed with restraint, the muscles in his shoulders taut from holding back.
It hit her all at once, he still hadn't finished. Of course he hadn't. He was still inside her, thick and hard, his breath heavy in his chest.
And suddenly, it wasn't enough that she had fallen apart in his arms. She wanted him to feel that, too. To lose himself, the way he'd let her. She wanted to give him something back.
Her palms slid over his chest, fingers trailing down the smooth lines of his torso, feeling the tension in his muscles as he held himself over her.
He didn't speak, didn't kiss her, just watched.
Watched her chest rise and fall, watched the tiny tremors in her thighs, the way her lips parted around a stuttering breath as his movements resumed. Slower, deeper, but starting to regain their pace.
She felt the change of tempo.
His pace picked up. Less measured now, less patient. Each drive into her seemed to draw a sharper sound from his throat, a deeper press from his hips. His eyes remained on hers, and though she didn't have the words for it yet, something about the urgency in his expression told her what was close.
She could feel it.
That knowledge, that she'd brought him there, flooded her with something else she didn't expect. Not just heat or pride or desire, but a deep, aching kind of satisfaction. He'd taken her so far, past everything she thought she knew, and now she was taking him there too.
The thought made her heart skip.
And then, with one strong arm behind her back and the other beneath her butt, he rose.
She gasped as he sat back onto his heels, lifting her with him. She slid upright in his lap, still joined, still trembling. Her legs draped around his waist. His arms locked around her back, holding her close as her body melted into his.
The feeling overwhelmed her. Of being wrapped in him, impaled on him, her skin slipping against his chest. Her forehead pressed to the curve of his neck, her breath hot against his skin as he rocked up into her once, twice, more.
Then he stilled.
A deep sound escaped him, coming out strained and raw, as he buried himself as deep as he could go. She felt it again, that pulsing heat inside her, his entire body rigid beneath her touch.
She thought it was over after her earlier orgasm. She thought that was it. The sensitivity causing her to stop in her rare sessions by herself in her bed at home. But her body betrayed her now, jolting at the renewed friction, nerves still alight with the memory of what had just happened. The thought of how he was responding to her.
The pressure hadn't faded. If anything, it was building again, only sharper now. She never knew this was possible.
His mouth found her ear. "Fuck, you feel good," he murmured, every word seeping into her. "So warm... so tight wrapped around me."
Her breath caught, her head tilting slightly as his lips brushed her neck.
"You're so fucking sexy like this," he said, voice still ragged, "riding me, taking every inch. I've been thinking of this since I saw you in that dress."
She shuddered in his arms, the sound of his words wrapping around her spine and settling deep in her belly. She'd never heard anyone talk the way he was talking about her. The idea of it fueling the arousal rising in her once more.
"You were made for this," he whispered. "Made to take my cock. Look at you. You're still shaking..."
She didn't know how to respond. Her body pulsed just hearing him, still strung tight with sensation. She'd thought she was spent, used up entirely, but somehow, her skin felt alive again under his touch. Her thighs tightened at his waist. Her hips shifted without her meaning to.
And then she felt it again. Not as fierce as before, but there.
"James..." she whispered, dazed. "I think... I don't know what's happening."
He leaned back slightly, just enough to see her face. There was desire in his eyes now.
"You're not done," he said.
He held her tighter, thrusting his hips up into her with a faster rhythm. His words came a little harsher now, but they burned all the same.
"Cum on me again, Jeanie. Let it go."
She clung to him, arms wrapped tight around his neck, her cheek brushing his. His hands gripped her shoulders, pulling her down onto him with steady insistence, each movement sinking him deeper. Then his thighs flexed beneath her, lifting her again, guiding her body in a motion that left her powerless to anything but feel.



She wanted to stay right here. Wrapped around him. Wanting him. Wanting this.
She moaned, her hands moving through his hair, pulling his mouth to her neck. She could feel his teeth nip at her and the warmth of his breath. Her body moved with his now, no longer hesitant. The tension had risen, and when it broke, she shuddered in his arms.
She cried out, the sound swallowed by the rush of a wave crashing through her. Everything inside her tightened, clenched, dragging him deeper still as she clung to the only solid thing she could feel, him. And that was all it took.
James groaned, a deep, guttural sound torn from his chest. "Goddamn," he rasped, his voice signaling his own release.
The words vibrated through her, fusing with the physical surge. She felt it then: an unmistakable warmth, a thick liquid suddenly coating places she'd never felt before. Pooling, deep inside her. Stunned by her ability to feel it all, the heat, the sensation.
"Yes," she hissed back in reflex, the sound that would've been lost had she not been at his ear.
His body tensed, and the sensation was sudden and overwhelming. It was a spreading warmth, an intimate filling that was both alien and profoundly captivating, seeping into every tender recess.
"Oh," she breathed, the sound a soft gasp of surprise as her body registered the warmth still lingering deep inside her.
He remained seated within her, the fullness of him now slowly easing, but not without evidence. She could feel the unmistakable trickle of his seed beginning to spill from where they were joined. It felt thick, warm, and utterly foreign. It made her pulse flutter again, from the visceral reminder of what they'd shared.
She stayed curled in his lap, as every part of her pulsed with awareness. Her muscles trembled faintly, her breath rising and falling against his chest.
He had taken her. Not just as his wife, but physically. Made her feel things she'd never knew existed. And she had taken him, every inch, every drop leaving her begging for more. She had pulled him in and kept him there until he'd spilled everything into her. She'd lost all control under the constant barrage to her senses. And when she was the one on him when his body pushed past that edge - the thought of it filled her with a fierce pride.
She felt strange in her skin, full in a way that had nothing to do with the body alone. Her limbs were warm and heavy from the tension, but beneath that, a new ache had begun to settle in. A tender soreness between her thighs. The aching throb of stretched muscles. A new awareness of what her body had done... what it had allowed.
As the room came back into focus, she pressed her lips to his shoulder, letting them linger against the warm skin. Her mouth drifted higher, trailing slowly up the curve of his neck, her breath catching faintly as she tasted the salt left behind on his skin. Each inch brought her closer, not just to his face, but to something she couldn't identify. A sense of surrender perhaps. Nothing forced like her life before tonight, but a willing resolve.
Her pulse fluttered in the closeness; the profound connection she felt towards him. She pulled back just enough to look at him, her eyes meeting his for a single, loaded breath as she felt the honest desire she had for him. The fact that he'd never proposed, that her father had essentially bartered her away on hopes he had of what it would bring, no longer mattered. She would gladly be his.
Then, with a surge of undeniable certainty, she leaned in and kissed him.
It was a deep kiss. Her mouth parted over his, no longer passive, but seeking. She felt the soft resistance of his lips at the unexpected feel of her tongue against them, then the yielding warmth, emboldened by a desire she no longer wished to contain, as it tentatively swept inside. It was a conscious act, a deliberate mirroring of the passion he'd already shown her, and as her tongue met his, the world outside them seemed to grow faint once more.
This was a feeling she thought she could chase forever.
As her head tilted, her gaze shifted past his face toward the still open door.
She frowned through the kiss, just slightly. Something about the space beyond caught her attention. A flicker at the edge of her vision. A shadow perhaps. Maybe it was just the hallway light catching unevenly against the wall.
Or maybe not.
Her brow drew in faintly as her arms tightened just a little more around James, seeking his warmth again. She said nothing, but her mind kept going back to the hall.
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Chapter 31
The tap of a door being pulled shut accidently to hard, was what woke her.
Natalie blinked, as her eyes adjusted to the haze of early light filtering through the curtains in her room. The bed was a mess beneath her. The sheets tangled around her legs; comforter bunched near her waist like she'd been fighting with it in her sleep. She was on her side, with one arm bent under the pillow, the other reaching toward the nightstand.
The sound of the door was followed by a clatter that echoed faintly from the hall, followed by a low, whispered "Shit," and the soft skittering of something across the floor. A shoe, maybe. She didn't move at first, just stared ahead at nothing, breathing slowly, her body still protesting and wanting more sleep.
Her hand found her phone without thinking. She tapped the screen and squinted at the notifications. Two unread texts. One image.
She slid her thumb up and opened the thread with Matt.
Yep. She'd sent them.
Not just one, either. The one of her mound only covered by her panties, with thighs parted just enough to make out some minor details. The soft lighting. The implication of everything she'd done once the camera clicked off. The image of the toy. Natalie dropped the phone back to the bed, her fingers still loosely curled around it. She wasn't embarrassed she sent them, exactly, however, she was mildly surprised by how carried away she'd gotten in last night's activities. She never would've pictured doing any of that, ok, maybe the pictures, but not this soon, but between the sounds from Aiden's room and Matt's relentless flirting, she'd gotten swept up and let her inhibitions go.
And now, here she was. Staring at the wall, and listening to what sounded like the clink of a dish being set into the sink, and then the faint scuff of shoes toward the front door. The latch clicked shut. Then nothing.
No footsteps back to his room. No whispered goodbye. Just the stillness of a Friday morning.
She stayed there for a few more seconds, then pushed back the sheets and stood. The floor was cool beneath her bare feet as she walked quietly toward the front door and locking it, before making her way to the kitchen. The apartment felt hollow. Not empty, never empty anymore, just quiet in a way that made her feel like an intruder in her own space because of last nights unexpected guest.
There was a glass by the sink sporting the evidence of who it belonged to. A faint pink smear on the rim, was unmistakable even in the dim light filtering through the closed blinds. A throw blanket was draped unevenly over the arm of the couch. The one she'd left there last night when she decided to head to her own room, in a bid to escape the sounds, without tidying up like she normally would.
Natalie stepped to the sink and turned on the faucet. The water ran warm as she washed the glass. The lipstick faded and clarity returned as the last traces of her washed away. But the feel of the moment stayed lodged with her.
She'd slipped out of apartments early a number of times. Most recently was the weekend before Aiden's arrival. Hair tousled, perfume faded, heels in hand. But seeing it here, in her kitchen as his girl left, she was feeling something she couldn't quite place. It wasn't jealousy. She had no right to that, and she wasn't the jealous type anyway. I also wasn't judgment. Just... a reminder? This wasn't only her space anymore. And this woman, whoever she was, was part of that.
She set the glass on the drying rack and exhaled slowly, like the thought itself needed purging. Then she stood there a moment longer, hands resting on the edge of the sink, waiting for the silence to feel normal again. And maybe for this light hangover to go away, so she could get ready for work.
It was too early to be awake, and her body knew it. Fridays usually started with the same routine. Alarm at seven, coffee before the shower, makeup in the soft light of the vanity she never fully finished organizing. But today her eyes had opened too early because of someone that didn't even live here, bringing awareness to her head that was a little thick from the extra glass of wine she shouldn't have poured. She could feel the dull throb behind her eyes, that sign of dehydration and broken sleep.
The thought of sitting through back-to-back meetings feeling like this made her stomach turn. Today, there'd be no snooze button, or rolling over. As much as she wanted to go back to sleep, she knew it was a lost cause now. She was already up. Her brain was already going.
And aside from the meetings, she also had a presentation later that morning, a client call she'd been putting off, as well as a spreadsheet she hadn't finished updating. Natalie sighed quietly and crossed the living room, brushing her fingertips along the back of the couch on the way to her bedroom. The blanket was still there, half-folded, half-forgotten. She didn't touch it.
Once in her room, she sat on the edge of the bed and stared at the closet without moving. Her phone still rested on the nightstand, screen dark and silent. She hadn't responded to Matt yet. She needed to put the version of herself from last night on pause for a bit. Compartmentalize and get through the day. She could deal with whatever he said later, when she wasn't hungover and emotionally over-primed.
With a soft groan, she pushed herself up and walked to the bathroom. The mirror didn't lie, hinting to the night she had. Her hair was wild from sleep, faint smudges beneath her eyes having skipped her bedtime routine, as well as lips still a little swollen from her own teeth chewing at them. She looked like someone who'd had a night. And it wasn't just because of the wine, or the toys.
She let out a long breath and turned on the shower. A sense of routine settling in with the feeling of warm water. Something that didn't involve feelings, or the memory of how loud it had gotten in the room across the hall.
She let the steam rise and tried not to think of the girl's voice, or the sight of the toy still damp on the comforter after she'd finished. Really tried not to wonder if Aiden had heard her, too.
And there he was again, threading through her thoughts. The unmistakable sense that everything was shifting, and she had no idea what came next.
By the time she stepped out of the shower, she was starting to feel a little more refreshed. The signs of last night having been washed away.
Natalie towel-dried her hair and pulled on a robe, the pale grey one that had lost its plushness in the wash, but the softness made it the preferred when she was dragging and wanted something reliable. She didn't bother with makeup yet, since it was still so early. Just moisturizer, lip balm, and a need for caffeine.
She dropped a pod into the coffee maker, closed the lid, and pressed the button. The quiet whir and drip filled the kitchen as she leaned against the counter, resting her hands on it to support her weight. It was a slow morning. A weird one even. But it was still Friday, and work wasn't going to go away, with too much to get done to call in because she chose to indulge last night.
Behind her, she heard movement. A soft yawn and the shuffle of bare feet on tile as Aiden came out of his room.
He appeared with his usual sleep-rough hair and pajama pants slung low as always. The shirt he threw on was wrinkled, and he was rubbing his eyes which were still adjusting to the light. "Morning," he mumbled.
She glanced over her shoulder. "Morning," she returned casually, trying to sound better than she felt. She turned back to grab her mug just as the machine finished brewing.
He went to the cupboard, pulled down a bowl, and helped himself to cereal with the kind of sleepy ease that came from his age and not giving anything a second thought. Bright colors spilled into the bowl like confetti.
She took a slow sip from her coffee, then glanced toward the hallway. "She seemed nice." Then added, "From the three seconds I saw her."
Aiden blinked, then let out a short laugh. "Yeah, she's... cool."
How'd you two meet?" she asked, as she leaned against the counter with her coffee.
Aiden shifted the cereal around with his spoon. "At a bar."
Natalie's left brow lifted, mug paused halfway to her lips. "A bar?"
He picked up a spoonful, keeping his eyes on the bowl. "Yeah."
There was a short pause before she spoke again, light, but pointed. "How'd you get into a bar?"
That made him glance up. He was caught. Not that he exactly hid it by confessing he'd gone.
He hesitated, slowly chewing his cereal, but clearly, she wasn't going to let it go. He could see her still looking at him. "Alright, whatever... fake ID."
Natalie blinked, then let out a short laugh. "Seriously?"
Aiden's mouth tugged into a grin that seemed more sheepish than proud. "I mean... yeah?"
"Lisa would love that," she said, smirking into her coffee.
His expression twisted into concern. "Please don't tell her."
"I won't," she said, setting the mug down. "But that is absolutely going in the vault for later in case you ever get out of line," she finished, taunting him.
He groaned. "I'm already regretting honesty."
"Good. Builds character."
The awkward tension had lifted slightly, as the mood lightened. It was still complicated for her and her memories, but a little easier to sit with.
She tilted her head slightly. "She have a fake ID too?"
Aiden smirked. "Nah. She's twenty-one. Just had her birthday last week."
Natalie gave him a sly look. "Ooh. Look at you, already going for older women."
He let out a soft laugh, but didn't immediately reply.
The words hit different. Yes, Kim was technically older, but not enough to count. Her words struck home because the moment she said older women, his brain latched onto the one standing in front of him. The same one he'd known for years, but learned so much more about over the last month
Natalie.
The actual older woman in the apartment. The one who did yoga in the mornings in those tight black pants that clung like second skin. The one who'd walked into the hall the other day with her robe half-loose, waiting for him to come out of the shower. The one with smooth legs, flushed cheeks, and a way of tying that robe just tight enough to make him wonder what she was currently wearing under it, if anything at all.
These same thoughts often occupied his mind. They were the only things he had of her and his imagination tried to put them to use often.
He blinked, shifting his weight from one leg to the another and forcing himself back into the conversation.
Natalie grinned. "That girl was loud. I thought someone was filming porn in there."
Aiden's spoon paused midair. "Wow. Okay."
She took a sip of coffee, eyes dancing over the rim. "Just saying. Might want to warn the neighbors next time."
He smirked. "Says the woman who nearly broke a bedspring with mom on night one." It Just slipped out. The thought wasn't out of character, but the fact that his filter failed to stop it from leaving his lips, caught them both of guard.
She blinked, nearly choking on her sip. "Excuse me?"
Aiden tapped his spoon against the bowl. "Thin walls, remember?" he answered, owning his slip of tongue.
Her cheeks flushed. "Okay, truce."
The words landed, and Natalie froze for half a second. Long enough to realize what she'd essentially just admitted to him without protest. What he had just thrown right back at her. It wasn't just that either. It was hearing him say with mom. The words had a way of reframing everything. She wasn't just having thoughts of Lisa's son, but a lover's son. If anything ever happened with Aiden, she will have been to bed with both. Mother and son. Maybe not at the same time, but no less impactful to her in that moment.
Her mouth parted, then shut again. A faint flush crept into her cheeks. "Right. Well. I should probably finish getting ready for work," she said quickly, pushing off the counter with a little too much energy. "Big day. Emails. Meetings. Adult stuff."
She turned quickly, mug still in hand.
"Hey," Aiden called after her, grin spreading. "If you ever wanna compare decibel levels, we could get one of those noise meters," he threw out trying to use humor to ease the awkwardness before she was gone and it festered with both of them.
"Don't tempt me," she said over her shoulder.
"Seriously, we could chart it. Make a whole graph-"
She stopped at the edge of the hall and raised a finger. "I will change the Wi-Fi password."
He laughed. "You wouldn't."
"Try me, junior."
Then she disappeared down the hall, leaving him grinning into his cereal like he'd just scored more than one win before 7 a.m.
Chapter 32
7 a.m.? He asked himself, regretting being up so early after last night. He was glad he didn't have a class first thing this morning.
The grin on Aiden's face lingered for a second longer until the sound of her door shutting left him alone with the cereal and the only remaining sound being the birds outside.
He shifted on his feet, glanced toward the hall like she might come back, then scooped another bite.
The teasing had been easy. Natural, like they were actually friends, or something close to it. But underneath it, buried between every line, was the part he hadn't quite figured out yet.
Because yeah... he'd heard her that first night. Heard enough to have a pretty good idea of what she'd done with his mom. And after last night? After everything she'd heard?
She wasn't just his mom's friend. Wasn't just the woman who made good food and liked to tell him what to do.
She was the hot woman he'd lusted after longer than she knew. Complicated-hot. Smart, and grounded, and really good at holding her own. She didn't really flirt back, but she also didn't shut it down. And somehow, that made it hotter and a lot more fun. Like the chase had potential.
It was the constant tease of it. The invisible line she never crossed, but never reinforced either. Like she liked him flirting with her. It seemed like she got something out of the attention, even if she wasn't about to return it. Or at least not overtly. The dynamic they shared was playful, and charged, maybe even just shy of dangerous, all things considered. It all kept him guessing and wondering how far things could go.
How far she'd let them go.
The worst part was that he was starting to think she might be wondering too.
He exhaled through his nose, dragging the spoon through the bottom of the bowl. The kitchen still carried her energy even after she was gone. A trace of whatever lotion she wore still hung in the air. It smelt floral and feminine.
He took another bite. It wasn't just last night getting to him. It was all the little moments creeping in. The robe. The yoga. The sound of her laughing from the couch. The way she'd flushed this morning, when he mentioned his mom.
And now he was wondering if she'd been touching herself, moaning from her own touch, and because of what she'd heard last night, the way he did. He shifted again; except this time, it was to adjust the tightness in his boxers.
He muttered under his breath, "Jesus, dude. Get it together."
But the image was there, lodged deep into his imagination. And it wasn't going anywhere.
Chapter 33
Later that evening, the apartment was calm. Warm light spilled from the kitchen as Natalie moved around the counter, barefoot in one of her soft lounge shorts and a loose tee that had the collar torn out of it, leaving it exposing a bare shoulder as it draped slightly down her arm. Her hair was up in a lazy knot leaving a few strands to fall around her face. Music played low from the high-end Bluetooth speaker she had on a decorative shelf between the kitchen and living room. It was being fed music by her phone, a mellow playlist with a steady beat, and the window above the sink was cracked just enough to let in the cool breeze of late evening.
She chopped vegetables while her hips swayed with the music as she worked. There was something peaceful about this part of her day going into the weekend. It was just her, the knife, the cutting board, and the sizzle of oil already heating in the pan.
She didn't hear Aiden at first, over her own noises.
He lingered just past the entryway, his eyes drawn more to the wide neck like she was straight out of the 80s, more than anything else. He wasn't even sure why he'd walked in - hunger, boredom, maybe something closer to curiosity. Seeing her and the way she was dressed was too cute to ignore though. Or maybe it was just the way she moved when she didn't think anyone was watching. More specifically, the way certain attributes of hers moved, which only made it harder not to stare.
"Any leftovers from last night?" he asked looking for an excuse to talk to her as finally stepped forward.
Natalie looked over her shoulder, not surprised to see him there. "I tossed most of it, but I'm making myself dinner. You want in?"
He shrugged, sliding onto one of the stools at the counter. "Only if it comes with wine."
She smirked. "That's how I ended up oversharing last night. You sure you can handle your wine?"
"Yeah, I'm good," he started before processing her words. Aiden tilted his head, eyebrow lifted. "Wait - what exactly did you overshare?"
Natalie froze mid-stir, spoon hovering over the pan. "Nothing. Just... talking. An expression."
He gave a low laugh. "Uh-huh. Sounds kinda sus, not gonna lie."
"It wasn't," she said, too fast. She turned away, reaching for a spice jar she didn't need. "Just wine talk. Doesn't count."
But her cheeks were already warm, the memory of Matt's last message flashing behind her eyes, the photo he'd sent in response to hers, but she didn't see until the morning. The way her hips moved with the toy, the damp mess she'd left behind.
She cleared her throat. "Anyway. Garlic bread, or no?"
"Definitely garlic bread," he said, still watching her.
She didn't look back, but she could feel his grin. Like he knew she was flustered, and wasn't planning to let her off the hook.
"So, wine talk..." he echoed, eyebrows raised. "Like what?"
She shot him a look over her shoulder, but the smirk gave her away. "If you don't let it go, I'm not above being petty."
Aiden chuckled, fiddling with an empty bowl she had sitting on the island. "Oh, I believe that. You give very petty energy sometimes."
"Careful," she warned, turning back to the stove. "I also give 'I control the router password' energy."
He grinned. "So you're going back to that threat? A kitchen menace and an internet tyrant?"
"Depends which personality shows up," she said, looking up towards the ceiling with a mock sigh. "There's just so many."
Her tone was breezy, but her body had relaxed. She moved with more ease now while stirring, flipping, reaching, occasionally humming under her breath. The oversized shirt slid off one shoulder again as she leaned to grab a spice jar.
Aiden watched her, not bothering to hide it with her back to him. He noticed that he liked the look of her shoulder. It wasn't something he'd ever actually paid attention to on a girl before, but with the way hers was exposed, sticking out of the shirt, and the muscles lightly flexing under the surface as she worked, drew his attention.
There was something about this version of her, the barefoot, at home, quick-witted and comfortable in her space version, that made the whole evening feel... charged. Like the version of her she probably was naturally, before he moved in.
Just real and a little bit intimate.
"Okay," he said, deciding not to push any further for now, "but if I'm not allowed to ask what kind of wine talk, can I at least ask what you're making?"



She arched a brow, but he couldn't see it. "Why? Are you going to actually cook yourself something if you decide you don't like what I'm making?"
He held up his hands in surrender, laughing. "Just trying to survive the kitchen tyrant."
"Then sit back and enjoy the show."
And he did. Maybe more than he should have. He wondered if she realized the actual show she was putting on, beyond the cooking.
She was moving again. Back to the cabinets, reaching into the lower ones for something. Her shorts rode up with the motion, the loose fabric catching just enough to give a preview of the curve beneath. When she straightened and stretched for plates from the upper shelf, the hem of her cropped shirt lifted, revealing the small of her back and the faint dip of her spine at the base.
Nothing about her movements were overtly sexual, but they were a natural, unfiltered movement, and somehow, they made her natural sensuality harder to ignore.
"Been enjoying the show," he finally said, only seconds having actually passed as she flitted around the kitchen. He said it casually like it was a passing thought, but not wanting to lose the moment.
She glanced over, "What was that?"
He gave her an easy smile. "Nothing."
Her eyes narrowed like she didn't buy it, but the edges of her mouth lifted anyway. Amused and a little suspicious. She let it go, however, and turned back to what she was doing, that faint smile still there as if she'd heard him just fine.
Dinner was casual as it always was. A simple affair at the little dining table she had. It was the kind of low-stakes meal that didn't invite anything formal. Natalie had readjusted her hair into a loose clip, a few strands still refusing to be contained and falling forward as she forked roasted vegetables into her mouth between sips of wine. Aiden sat across from her, leaning on one elbow, still in the same t-shirt from earlier, but with a new energy that buzzed just beneath the surface.
"You're a really good cook," he said, gesturing with his fork. "Real food from scratch. This is, like... gourmet."
She smirked. "Roasting vegetables doesn't count as gourmet. It's called cleaning out the fridge."
"Still tastes better than anything I've made. Ever."
"You're welcome."
He grinned, chewing for a second, then set his fork down and cleared his throat before looking at her like it wasn't a big deal. "Hey, so... is it cool if I have people over sometimes?"
Natalie didn't immediately react. She was halfway into a sip of wine, and it gave her a second to stall.
He kept going, trying for nonchalant. "Not like a rager or anything. Just... you know... Someone. Occasionally."
She lowered her glass slowly, eyes flicking up to meet his. "You mean besides the blonde who left her glass in my sink, that I had to wash the lipstick off of?"
Aiden froze, lips parting in a brief moment, unsure of how to respond, then closed them again with a tight, sheepish smile. "Okay, fair." That explained why he couldn't find the glass when he woke up.
Natalie said nothing else at first, nudging a stray carrot across her plate. Inside, her thoughts moved faster than her hand.
Too late to ask now, isn't it?
She pushed the thought down and gave a quiet, neutral nod. "Sure. Just give me a heads-up next time."
Aiden relaxed just a bit but didn't stop watching her. "Thanks." After a second, he added, "And sorry. It wasn't exactly planned, but I could've texted at least."
The silence stretched, but not in the fun, flirty way from earlier. More like a breath held between thoughts. She busied herself with her plate again. He scraped at his, the clink of fork against ceramic louder than either of them wanted to acknowledge with only the speaker now working to drown out the sound.
She appreciated him saying sorry though, and offering a solution for the future. She gave a short little shrug. "I mean, you're not exactly a church mouse, you know."
He blinked. "What do you mean?"
"The walls," she said, looking at him over the rim of her glass. "Thin, remember?" she said throwing his words back at him.
He laughed light and easy feeling some of the tension lift again. "Right. Forgot I was basically broadcasting that I was shooting porn," he said between chews.
"Like a little horny radio station." She smirked. "Just don't make a neighbor file a noise complaint, please."
"Only if you don't beat me to it," he shot back.
That earned him a small laugh, and the tension softened a little more. But neither of them clarified anything. Not about the last time, or the next. Just two people pretending they hadn't both spent the last month or so hearing far more than they were supposed to.
Aiden reached for the bottle, raising his eyebrows in question, and Natalie answered with a silent nod before standing and walking toward the cabinet.
"If you're going to drink my wine, you're not ruining it by putting it in your water glass," she said, setting a proper stemmed one in front of him with mock sternness.
He grinned. "Didn't realize I was about to get another lesson."
"You were," she said, pouring him a generous splash. "You just saved yourself a scolding by asking though."
He lifted the glass with a little swirl, having no idea why he was supposed to do it, but the intention was sincere. "To adulting," he said tilting the glass to her.
"God help us," she muttered, clinking hers against his.
For a moment, the kitchen was quiet except for the faint clatter of utensils as they went back to their plates and one song faded out, before the next built up. The clink of silverware, a sip of wine. The quiet sort of domesticity that felt... eerily familiar. Like the kind of evening she'd had a thousand times before only without the weight of the marital problems. Without the tension that used to sit between her and someone who no longer looked at her the same way. This didn't feel like that. It just felt relaxed and fun.
Aiden glanced up after a beat, watching her as she reached for the pepper grinder.
"I'm serious, though, about what I said about you being a really good cook. Hell, you cook, you keep good wine in the house, you don't freak out when people talk about sex over dinner... you're kind of killing it."
Natalie arched a brow. "That your way of buttering me up again?"
"Maybe," he said, then added, looking at his plate, "But also, like, it's true."
She gave a modest shrug and reached for her glass again, but her smile curved despite herself. "It's just called being in your thirties."
Aiden leaned back in his chair, watching her over the rim of his own wine glass. "So that's what I have to look forward to? Functional kitchenware and emotional control?"
Natalie gave a snort. "Don't get carried away. Emotional control is highly overrated. And easily lost"
He laughed softly, tapping a finger against the side of his glass. "You get impressively in control when you're in hostess mode."
"I prefer emotionally well-regulated," she replied.
"Same thing," he smirked
"Going back to your lesson about the wine, your hand will warm it. Use the stem," she finished by holding up her own glass in demonstration.
He simply smiled before choosing to set the glass down instead. They kept eating, kept drinking, albeit a little slower now. He poured a second glass without comment from her, or asking permission.
Chapter 34
By the time the dishes were pushed aside and the light outside had faded to a dusky blue, the lines between them had started to blur again. It was a familiarity he wasn't used to.
Was living with someone other than you mom always this easy? He expected to have to tip-toe around living with his mom's friend. Girlfriend? What was their relationship again?
She wasn't sure when the conversation stopped being careful. Somewhere between the second glass and the dishwasher, it had simply... eased.
They loaded the dishes together without thinking much of it. Passing plates, rinsing, slotting things into place with a kind of quiet rhythm that made her stomach flutter a little. This weird unspoken sensation of falling into routine with someone new. The kind that was easy to notice when you used to have it, then lost it, but a part longed to have the familiarity of it back. And quite frankly, she wasn't expecting it any time soon. She still didn't really expect it, yet she noticed it in this fleeting moment nonetheless.
"Okay," she said, wiping her hands on a towel and tossing it over the oven handle. "I'd say we earned the couch." She grabbed her glass and a second bottle of wine.
He nodded, wineglass still in hand, following her into the living room as she flopped onto the couch and reached for the remote.
"Dealer's choice," he said, settling in at the opposite end, one arm thrown over the back cushion. "Surprise me."
She flicked through a few titles before landing on something harmless and vaguely nostalgic, an early 2000s comedy that didn't require real attention. Just background noise for more wine, and more sideways glances. More whatever this was.
She reached for the corkscrew.
"You sure about that?" he asked, nodding toward it with a lazy smile. "Didn't you say wine made you overshare?"
Her hand paused. "I can handle my wine," she admonished, smirking as she set the corkscrew into place. "You don't need to worry." She may have had a bit too much confidence in her tone, but then again, last night was more than just wine that pushed her.
"Right." He perked up slightly, wagging his brows playfully. "So, who got to know your dirty little secrets then?"
She popped the cork, eyes fixed on the bottle. "No one that concerns you."
"Come on," he said, watching as she poured. "Now I have to know. Was this a vent-to-Lisa kind of overshare, or... someone else?"
She handed him his glass, deliberately not answering.
Aiden took it, swirling the wine once before sitting back. "Matt," he guessed. "Guy I've heard you talking to a few times lately."
He watched her cheeks turn a slight shade, even though she gave no other acknowledgement of what he said.
"I knew it," he grinned. "So..." he accentuated the word, waiving his hands inward, a gesture of welcoming her to tell him everything, "come on, what exactly did you overshare with him?"
She settled back into the couch with her own glass, taking a long sip before looking over at him. "How many more girls do you plan on making me listen to?" she asked trying to redirect him.
His mouth opened, then closed again. Then opened, "Oh, c'mon."
"Because I've got a playlist," Natalie went on, putting the focus back on him as she now swirled her own wine, mocking him. "Top ten moans through paper-thin walls. Your room's giving me content, Daddy."
Aiden choked on his sip, coughing as his face turned crimson. "Oh my God. You did not just say that."
"I did," she said sweetly, eyes glinting over the rim of her glass. An impish smirk spread across her face enjoying his embarrassment. "But more importantly, she did," she added a second later, eyes narrowing in mock remembrance. "I don't even know how many times. Once was right before it sounded like she got a spanking."
He slumped deeper into the couch, groaning. "Jesus, Natalie."
"No, pretty sure she was screaming for God, not Jesus, and daddy, not Natalie. They both end with an 'e' sound though, but I don't think they're close enough to mistake one for the other." Her laugh bubbled out, bright and unrelenting, as he squirmed in his seat.
He set his glass down, hands raised in surrender. "Okay, okay, I get it. You heard things."
"I heard everything," she shot back, leaning in. "Including some gagging, at least three solid smacks. Very steady and timed. Very... assertive."
He dragged a hand through his hair, half-embarrassed, half-laughing. "What are you, a critic now?"
"I'm a host who didn't sign up for surround sound of that," she said. Then, lowering her voice like she was letting him in on a secret. "Also... it was kind of impressive."
He squinted at her. "That was not my thing. She was, enthusiastic."
"She was performing," Natalie countered, drawing the word out like a theater critic. "The girl deserves a standing ovation for that third act about where nobody's touched her before."
"Oh, God." If it was possible to slump any further, he would have, but he was as small as he could get now. "New rule. No quoting Kim."
"Kim, is it?" she teased, raising eyebrows. "Wow. First name basis, not just baby, or honey. Must be serious."
"Easier than calling her The Girl every time you bring her up."
"I was thinking of naming her after one of your anime girls, but sure, Kim works."
He gave her a narrow-eyed look. "You really kept a playlist?"
"Mentally," she said, tapping her temple. "Don't worry. Your highlight reel is safe for now."
He shook his head and laughed, reaching for his glass again. "You're spiteful when you drink."
"You're adorable when you blush," she said, tilting her head. "Didn't think you had that in you."
"What, blushing?"
"No. Daddy." She bit her bottom lip to keep the grin at bay as his ears turned bright red, matching his cheeks.
"I'm not-" He cut himself off, flustered. "It was a thing. She was doing her thing. Who am I to judge?"
"Oh I'm judging," Natalie said with a laugh, before saying, "Relax. Your secret kink is safe."
"It's not a kink! At least not mine," he muttered, utterly defeated. Her words also reminding him of what his mom said to her on that first night, when she begged for a certain activity.
"Mm-hmm." She sipped again, eyes dancing. "That's exactly what a Daddy would say. Never would've guessed the spanking though."
He blinked, looking at her questioningly. "Didn't think I could land a girl who liked getting spanked?"
"I didn't think you could pull it off without apologizing mid-slap," she said.
He leaned back, hand over his chest. "Wow. Wounded."
"Not half as wounded as her ass, I'm guessing" she quipped, sipping her wine.
Aiden groaned and let his head fall back against the couch. "You're never going to let me live this down."
"Not unless you switch to silent mode when you have someone over."
"Not unless you stop making it sound like you enjoyed the whole performance."
Her eyes glittered above the rim of her glass. "Didn't say that."
His mouth opened, closed. He didn't have a comeback; his brain was still trying to process the conversation he was having with Natalie of all people. And for a moment, they just stared, still smiling, but something charged was humming beneath the surface.
The laughter lingered, softened by the wine and the flicker of the TV they still hadn't paid attention to. The air between them had felt playful, still sharp, but a little more specific now. The kind of teasing that didn't leave room for interpretation. There were no innuendos, or double-entendres.
Aiden tilted his head toward her; one arm stretched along the back of the couch once more as he regained his posture after sinking into the corner. His glass dangling from his fingers. "So... that oversharing last night."
Natalie turned her eyes to him slowly, "Let it go, Aiden."
He smiled. "Can't. You keep bringing it up," he said with a smile.
"No, you keep asking."
"Asking what?"
"About oversharing."
"See!" he exclaimed. "You keep bringing it up."
Her eyes shot daggers.
"And you keep dodging." He leaned in just a little. "Which makes it suspicious as hell."
She smirked, swirling the last sip of wine in her glass. "You're one to talk. I'm not the one with a highlight reel coming from the other side of the wall."
"Nope, we've already had that conversation" he stated, then added with a sideways glance, "Besides, I don't know if you get to say that after your night with mom."
Natalie's mouth dropped open, a gasp of mock offense halfway forming, but the smile broke through before the protest did.
"Oh my God-" her head falling to the back of the couch.
But Aiden was already grinning and leaning in. "So, Matt. What exactly did you say to him?"
She blinked, caught off guard by the pivot back to Matt while her brain thought of Lisa. "Wow. No chance to defend myself about your last comment?"
"Nope," he said, way too pleased with himself. "You brought up oversharing and I want receipts."
She narrowed her eyes playfully. "You are nosy."
"And you are avoiding. Come on, after everything you've gotten to learn about me..."
She took another sip of wine, letting the pause speak before she said, "Fine. Pics. Not nude. Just... fun."
That devilish little grin returned, more in her eyes than the mouth this time, as she tried to hide behind her glass.
Aiden leaned back, his own glass balanced loosely in his hand, with a smug grin. "Define fun."
"I'm not giving you visuals," she said, amused.
"Damn," he muttered, though his lips were still curved. "Matt's a lucky guy."
Natalie gave him a look. "Careful. You're getting close to sounding jealous. And I don't know that that's an appropriate thing to say."
"I'm not jealous," he said. "Just curious. And appropriate? Really? Little late for that."
"Uh-huh. Like you were just curious about bringing people over?" her tone was a little sharper.
He stilled for a moment wondering if he messed up by bringing Kim over without permission. He knew he was pushing the line with his questioning and he didn't know what her signals were when it was getting to far.
"Oh, right," she went on. "We never circled back to that. Should I expect surround sound on a regular basis now? Just wondering how often I'll need to forewarn the neighbors. Maybe invest in some noise-canceling headphones for everyone."
He let out a low groan, shaking his head. "You're gonna need to get new material."
"If the acoustics keep delivering, everyone's gonna get new material" she quipped, then leaned in just slightly. "So? Was that a one-time performance, or are you taking auditions for the rest of the season?"
Aiden flushed again, and for a second, he couldn't quite tell if she was joking, or if she was actually asking out of curiosity, or interest.
"I don't exactly have a lineup planned," he said, shrugging one shoulder. "But I'd say that you're the one sounding a touch jealous here."
Natalie scoffed, half laughing, half stunned. "Me?"
He shrugged, casually lifting his glass. "I mean... you've got the greatest hits memorized. That's dedication. And you keep going back to it"
"Oh, please," she said, rolling her eyes, but her smirk betrayed her. "You think I want to be in that room?"
He leaned forward just slightly, matching her tone. "You do seem very invested in what happens in there."
"Invested?" she echoed, incredulous.
"Playlist. Volume commentary. Blow-by-blow critiques..."
She pointed at him with her wine glass. "You know you've brought up what you heard that first night at least three times now."
"Have I?" he asked, feigning innocence as he swirled the last of his wine.
"Uh-huh. So, by your logic, maybe you're the one obsessed."
"Maybe," he admitted, lips quirking. "But... I mean it's my mom, so - Ugh weird."
"You don't know what she can do," Natalie quipped, not thinking before she spoke. The realization hit as she looks up at him with a chuckle and saw the shock on his face.
"Sorry, didn't mean..." Her voice trailed off, as she cursed the wine, but taking another drink.
She stared at him as her lips twitched like she wanted to say something more. Instead, she drained the last of her glass and leaned back into the couch.



"I liked it better when we were talking about your oversharing," she muttered.
Aiden didn't smile this time. He turned to face her more fully, glass in hand, his voice low and deliberate.
"I'll overshare all you want," he said. "You just have to ask." The wine was clearly working its way through his system, but he probably would've said the same when he was sober, after this much sex talk. There was no denying his hormones were taking over.
Her head tilted slightly, eyes narrowing as she looked at him slightly curious and a little wary.
"Is that right?"
He nodded once, slow. "You're not shy about what you heard. Not shy about the commentary either. So maybe just ask it. Whatever it is you're dying to know."
The challenge hung in the air. Casual on the surface, but something more pointed just underneath. A shift, small, but unmistakable. The kind of shift that couldn't be undone after the seeds of wonder were sown.
Natalie didn't respond right away. Just studied him, using the glass in a failed attempt to distract herself. The flicker of the TV causing various lights to play off her eyes, but there was no hiding the calculation behind them now.
She held his gaze, her voice quieter now. "Be careful, Aiden."
He didn't answer, just smiled, a steady, intentional expression that never wavered. It wasn't a smirk, or a cocky grin, just a look of confidence that made her stomach shift.
He didn't look away, even when her eyes narrowed. Even when she shifted on the cushion to square up with him. Or when her fingers curled tighter around the stem of her glass, hovering between sip and retreat. He just kept looking and somehow, the silence between them felt heavier than any flirtation they'd exchanged. Like he was daring her. And now, everything about their relationship, hinged on her response.
Natalie finally brought the glass to her lips, but didn't drink, just held it there, eyes still on his as one last internal debate raced through her head. Her heart beating a little faster, and her skin felt warm. And whatever this was, it was no longer playful.
She set the glass down, without taking that last sip. A slow deliberate gesture of finality.
"I should head to bed," she said quietly, though neither of them moved.
Aiden didn't say anything as he watched her. The corner of his mouth lifted, into something of a smirk. A quiet kind of victory. He'd pushed her somewhere new, and she'd felt it too. Her walking away wasn't an answer.
Not with the way her hand lingered on the back of the couch while walking around it. Not with the way she hesitated before turning. She was uncertain of what her response should be.
"Night, Natalie," he said. His breath was still a bit husky.
She gave a slight nod, and an unreadable expression, then turned and drifted down the hall leaving her wine behind, and him still watching.
And as she disappeared, Aiden leaned back into the cushions, gaze now fixed on the TV as he considered everything.
Chapter 35
The apartment was quiet with the Saturday sun filtering in through the verticals as Natalie wandered through the hallway with a basket balanced on her hip She was wearing nothing but a loose, well-worn t-shirt and a pair of cotton bikini briefs. The state of dress she used to live in when no one else was around. A state of dress she hadn't had the opportunity to enjoy in weeks.
She hadn't realized how much she missed being alone, fully alone. There was no robe, no awareness of footsteps outside her door, or strategic towel placement. Just comfort in her own home, outside of the bedroom.
Aiden had gone off with friends to hang out, then was headed to a party that night, and maybe crashing somewhere else. He said he wasn't sure; it depended on how the night went, but he'd grinned that lopsided grin and told her not to wait up.
She hadn't planned to.
Stepping into the laundry nook, she pulled open the dryer, feeling the warm air rush out. It carried the scent of dryer sheets and hot fabric. As she transferred clothes into the basket, something in the corner caught her eye. She reached in and came up with a pair of Aiden's boxer briefs.
They looked like they'd be snug, a vibrant red, and a smooth wicking material, but still structured. They looked... small, almost. Or maybe just tight. If he was as big as the blonde claimed, what would he look like in these?
At first, it was just habit. Toss it in. Keep moving. Fold, and put things away. But these didn't belong with her clothes. As her fingers smoothed the waistband, her thumb brushed the inside seam and her mind filled in the rest.
She held them in her hand, assessing this part of him she didn't know. Wondering what his choice in underwear said about him.
How they would cling. The way they'd stretch across his hips. The way the fabric would press against him when he moved. How they'd frame his manhood after everything she'd heard.
The sounds. The grunts. The slap of skin. The girl's moans. Her own.
And the twenty-one-year old's voice coming through sharp and breathless as it still echoed in her memory: "how are you this big" followed by slurping and gagging.
Natalie's fingers curled tighter around the waistband.
That hadn't been for show. She could still hear the awe in it her voice. It was high, almost giggly, like she hadn't meant to say it out loud, but escaped of its own accord. At first, Natalie wondered if it was performative, but the way the girl kept talking through little gasps and muttered comments about adjusting, it sounded real. Honest in a way you couldn't fake.
And it lined up with the way his towel bulged that morning in the hall when she'd looked too long before disappearing into the bathroom with a quickening pulse. Her gaze dropped again to the underwear in her hand. Soft fabric, fitted cut. Intimate. It should've felt intrusive as she invaded a piece of his privacy, but it didn't.
Having moved to her room, she sat on the edge of the bed still holding them. The basket was half-folded beside her. Crossing one leg over the other, she bounced her heel with energy she couldn't quite identify.
The apartment was quiet. Only hers for now. No footsteps, no teasing voice. Just her and the imagined image of him that had started to live rent-free in the back of her mind.
Natalie brought them to her lap. This was stupid, yet she didn't put them down.
She glanced toward the hallway, confirming again what she already knew. Still empty, still alone.
Then, with a soft exhale of nerves and excitement, she stood. Slid her thumbs into the waistband of her own underwear, shimmied them down, and stepped into his.
They were snug, leaving her an idea of how snug they must be on him. The fabric clung differently, higher on her hips than they'd ever sit on his. The pouch in front was empty for now, and felt obscene in the best way. A reminder of absence, but also potential.
Without thought, her eyes wandered toward the dresser. Only hesitating a moment, she stepped over and opened the drawer slowly, the worn hum of wood against wood oddly loud in the quiet apartment. Her fingers curled around the base of the same toy from days ago when she emulated what she pictured happening in his room. The one she'd used with Lisa once.
It was clean and tucked beneath her delicate lingerie. There was a cool touch to it. She brought it out, gauging its shape and size. Then she carefully pressed it into the pouch of his underwear, pushing it down deep. The fabric stretched in front of her, taut and tented and unmistakable.
She turned slightly toward the mirror, tilting her hips, studying the way it looked. How big it looked. Her eyes followed the line it created and the way it pointed slightly upward toward her navel. It rose higher than she expected, the tip brushing close to the waistband. The way it sat against her was almost absurd looking at the prominent phallus sitting inside the men's underwear she'd put on.
Even though she knew it wasn't real, the visual was. The size of it against her frame as opposed to what something similar would look against him. She shifted it diagonally toward her hip, testing the angle, the shape beneath the fabric. It still looked large and obscene, like something kind of comical by comparison to her.
And then a thought struck. What if he was bigger?
Her breath caught at the idea. It wasn't just a tease now, but a genuine question. One that sent a slow familiar flutter low in her belly.
No wonder Kim had sounded like that.
Her t-shirt barely skimmed the top of the waistband. The underwear clung to the toy as it pressed forward, full and heavy in the front.
Out of curiosity, she shifted it straight up again, adjusting the base upward. Just a bit more guesstimating where it would sit if it actually were hers.
It pointed straight toward her navel now, fully reaching her belly button. Her breath caught at the idea of it. Was that how deep he'd reach? She thought for a split second. No, her entrance was lower, but still. When she used the toy, she had to have some length to grip, but him... he could push in to the hilt, settle as deep as he'd reach, or her body would allow.
She didn't know his size, but she knew how he looked in a towel. She'd seen hints of him in sweatpants, the vague outline on quiet mornings when he stumbled out of his room half-asleep. More than that, she knew the sounds.
She'd seen the woman he'd brought home, still fresh in her head.
Petite, pretty, and not exactly shy. Natalie had heard the struggle in her voice. The breathless laughter. The not-even-trying-to-hide-it wonder in her words.
If she could take it...
Natalie blinked, thighs pressing just slightly together as she adjusted her weight. Her hand lingered at the top seam of the waistband, letting her thumb slip just beneath it to measure how close to the top it was, as it rubbed the tip of the toy.
She didn't move. Just assessed the curve and stretch. The quiet ache and throb building in her.
And she wondered how was she supposed to go back to folding laundry after this?
She stayed like that for another moment, studying everything as it sat against her. The heat between her legs pulsed in time with her breathing. She could already feel the fabric dampening between her legs, her own body succumbing to her thoughts..
She swallowed hard, finally easing it out with care. Her hand brushed the front of the underwear, fingertips grazing the evidence of what was missing in the pouch, before noticing in the mirror how they started to darken just below, between her thighs.
The briefs were no longer clean. She should toss them into the washer. She should add detergent. Scrub out the proof.
But instead... she hesitated.
Her fingers pressed against the front, settling the fabric where her toy had just been. But as she reached the base of the pouch, her hand continued on its own. Finding its way to her mound for just a moment. Pressing the cool fabric into herself. She didn't linger, and quickly moved back up, folding the waistband down slightly. One slow breath came after the other.
And then she walked them back to the laundry closet, folded them neatly and set them on top of the dryer for him to collect later.
Let him wonder, if he even noticed, she thought.
She tugged her shirt down a little, though it didn't cover anything, and headed back toward her room with her heart still thudding, and her legs still a touch unsteady. She didn't look back, but the smirk on her lips said everything, if anyone had been around to see.
Chapter 36
"...so I said there's no way that counts as a proper research source," Jenna was saying, her expression caught somewhere between amused and exasperated. "It was literally a BuzzFeed quiz."
Aiden smiled, pulling a swig from his cup. "Honestly? I'd give you the A just for calling it out."
She tilted her head, brushing her hair over one shoulder. "You're just saying that because you don't do any of the readings either."
"Hey, I selectively engage with the material," he said, which got him a soft laugh from her.
They'd been talking for a while now, long enough that the rest of the party had faded into background noise. The music still thumped from below, but it felt distant and dulled by cheap walls and too much cheap tequila. The two of them had ended up tucked away in one of the bedrooms upstairs with the door closed, and lights low, from a strip of soft blue LEDs casting everything in a lazy, late-night glow.
Jenna sat beside him on the bed with her legs crossed and a cup held lightly in her hands. She wasn't dressed to impress like some of the others downstairs, and maybe that's what he liked. There was something grounded and simple, or direct about her. She was casual, smart, and just a little shy. When she played with a strand of her hair, looping it once around her finger without realizing, it tugged at something familiar he couldn't quite place.
Jenna turned slightly toward him, and her knee brushed his.
He leaned in slowly, giving her time to respond, and she met him without hesitation. Her lips were soft, joining his in an unhurried kiss. When he set both of their drinks on a nearby nightstand before, he slipped a hand to her hip, she let him. Her fingers gripped the fabric of his shirt. They kissed again, deeper this time now that they were unencumbered by the cubs, and she shifted closer until he could feel the warmth of her against his side.
They fell back onto the bed with soft mutters between breaths. His hand slipped beneath the edge of her sweater, the palm of his hand grazing the smooth line of her waist. She gasped quietly but didn't stop him, and when he kissed down the curve of her neck, she arched toward him, her thigh sliding between his legs and pressing against his full length.
The heat was building, steady and promising, but just as his fingers began to drift lower, her hand caught his wrist.
She pulled back with a quiet breath and looked up at him, "I'm not ready to hook up like that yet. Not tonight."
For a moment, he stayed there, with his heartbeat thudding in his ears. Then he shifted back, gave her a small nod, and offered a half-smile.
"That's cool. I get it."
They stayed there a little longer, stretched out side by side, but the energy between them had shifted. The closeness that felt electric just minutes ago had cooled to something now just felt kind of awkward. She glanced down at his crotch with a look that almost seemed like apprehension before she lay on her back, staring at the ceiling. She raised her arms until her fingers tangled in her own hair. Aiden watched her for a moment, then shifted onto his own back.
"So," he said, trying to find their earlier flow as he broke the uncomfortable silence. "You're really telling me you've never even heard of the detention scene?"
She smiled, a little slower this time. "I think I've seen the memes."
He chuckled under his breath, but it didn't land the same way as earlier. The casual ease they'd built just wasn't there now. The making out that started so quickly, ended just as abrupt and now it felt hard to get conversation going again. He wasn't sure if it was her, or him.
She sat up slowly, pulling her sweater back down from where he'd pushed it up. Her eyes darted around the room, as though they were trying to avoid him. "I think I need a drink," she said, but the cheer in her voice sounded a little forced now. "My cup's been empty for a while."
"Yeah," he said, nodding. "Good idea."
He stood and pulled his jacket from where it had fallen, slipping it on without really meeting her eyes either. She tucked her hair behind her ear and gestured toward the door, before looking down at him once more.
"I wonder if there's still some of that weird jungle juice left downstairs," she said with a small smile.
Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Aiden hung back for a second, scanning the room. Then he spotted Kyle near the front door, talking with a few guys from their floor when he was still in the dorm.
"There's my old roommate," Aiden said, pointing across the room. "I should say hey really quick."
She paused to look at him and follow where he was pointing.
"And hey... thanks for the chat," he added, offering a quick smile. "It was nice."
She returned it with a small nod, but he could see the discomfort on her face at this point.
He turned and started weaving through the crowd toward the front of the house. But he didn't stop at Kyle, or even slow down.
Once he cleared the porch, the cool air hit him and he took a deep breath, trying to shake off the last twenty minutes. The night had taken a turn he hadn't expected. Things with Jenna had been going well. Easy conversation, a little flirting, enough interest to follow each other upstairs, even. He hadn't gone in with a plan, but he'd definitely been hoping it would go further.
Now, walking home alone, he was left with a familiar mix of restlessness and disappointment. His body was still wired, and his thoughts refused to settle. The alcohol hadn't dulled much. If anything, it had made him more aware of how little had happened.
He wasn't mad, she had every right to slow things down, and she'd been as nice as she could be about it. He hadn't pushed her, nor would he ever do that. But that didn't change the fact that he was heading home the same way he'd left, unsatisfied, on edge, and fully aware that the night was a bust, and it wasn't going to fade quietly once he got home.
The streets were quiet, a few porch lights still burned, and the occasional car passed, headlights sweeping across the sidewalk. He kept his hands in his jacket pockets, his head down, and walking at a steady pace with nowhere to be but home since he left the party where all of his friends were.
For a second, he considered stopping for something to eat. Maybe it would help, give him a reason to linger and burn off the feeling. But the thought passed quickly. He wasn't hungry and once he got back, he knew exactly what was waiting, no matter of how soon or late he got there. The apartment would be dim and quiet, her door would be closed, maybe her light would still be on. Either way, she'd already be in her room and maybe she'd have already gone to sleep.
Regardless of the details, she would be there, just down the hall.
That was the part he couldn't seem to get used to. Knowing she was always so close, brushing past him in the kitchen or sitting across the couch in one of those tank tops that didn't hide much. She had no idea what that did to him. Or maybe with all of this flirting she did, and just didn't care.
After tonight, after getting so close and walking away with nothing, the thought of going back and hearing her move around on the other side of the door didn't feel like comfort. It felt like a continuation of the party. Just another tease that wouldn't go anywhere.
At least at the party, there was noise and distraction. Music to fill the gaps. A steady stream of people coming and going, and plenty of cheap liquor to make it all tolerable. But back home, the quiet would be different. It would hang there. And she would be there too, close enough to hear, too far to touch.
He considered going back, the closer he got to home, the more aware he became of the pressure still building in his balls. It wasn't going anywhere. If anything, the walk had just given him time to focus on it. His jeans felt tighter than they had earlier, as the dull ache became all too familiar now. It seemed like something he'd gotten used to over the past few weeks. No release. No real outlet. Just his own hand in the dark and whatever memory he could work with.
After striking out at the party, going back didn't sound like a fun option either. Clearly tonight wouldn't be any different. He would never push Jenna, and he was to frustrated to go start over with another girl tonight.



He adjusted his jacket, trying to push the thought of her aside. She hadn't been cruel. She'd just made a decision, one she was comfortable with and entitled to, and that should've been fine. But all he could think about was how close he had gotten. How warm she'd felt under his hands. How ready his body had been for something more before she stopped it cold. He let out a breath through his nose, sharp and shallow, deciding home was still the better of the two options. At least he could work through some release even if it was from his own hand once more.
By the time he reached the building, the parking lot was void of people. He entered the building, up the stairs and stood at the front door a moment before finally unlocking it. He opened the door quietly and stepped inside, pulling it closed behind him trying to not make any noise.
The apartment was dim, and it took him a second to come out of his own slump before realizing it was being lit by the flicker of the television. For a second, he thought the living room was empty until his eyes adjusted and he saw her on the couch.
Chapter 37
Natalie looked up surprised as he came through the door. She was curled into her usual corner with her signature glass of wine in hand, with her hair down and loose around her shoulders. She wore a spaghetti strap tank and a pair of light, silky shorts that barely reached the hem of her shirt. Even in the dim light he could tell she didn't expect him home by the clear lack of a bra under the snug top.
"Didn't think you'd be home so early," she said, her voice warm, but a little slow from the wine.
Aiden stepped out of his shoes and shrugged. "Didn't think I'd leave so early." Walking toward his room, he continued, "Give me a sec. I reek of beer and firewood."
Natalie gave a lazy smile and tipped her wine glass slightly, before turning back towards the TV.
He didn't waste time. Just turned down the hall and moved quickly, stripping off his hoodie and shirt as he walked. The apartment was warm, and he was already feeling a bit warm, despite the cold outside. He swapped his jeans for a pair of soft, loose sweats and didn't bother with anything else. No shirt. No socks.
A minute later, he came back into the room, setting a water bottle on the table. She was still in the same spot on the couch. Her eyes flicked toward him when he reappeared, but she didn't say anything.
He walked over without hesitation and sank onto the far end of the couch. He hadn't planned to stay long, but that changed the second he saw her. Staying would do nothing to dull his libido, but it looked like it'd provide material for his imagination later.
She was stretched out along the couch, leaned onto one hip with her body angled toward the TV. One arm was propped up on the arm of the couch, the other resting across her midsection. Her legs were drawn up slightly, ankles crossed, and the loose sleep shorts she wore were cut high enough to leave the lower half of her ass visible where it met the cushion.
Her top had ridden up just past her waistline, exposing a narrow band of bare skin along her side. The light from the TV softly flashed across it every few seconds. The top clung across her chest, the thin fabric making the shape underneath easy to make out from his angle.
Natalie didn't move. She stayed leaned in, wine glass balanced in front of her, where her hand barely held it. She seemed a little more relaxed than he'd typically find her. The light was enough to make her nipples obvious through the stretched material. The outline beneath was faint but there. He tried not to stare.
Neither of them spoke at first. The movie continued in the background, as the light from the screen flickered, occasionally lighting her up. They made a few quiet comments, small observations meant to fill the space, but nothing held for long. The conversation drifted just as quickly as it started. Just like his session with Jenna, earlier.
Whatever was playing on the screen didn't matter anymore. Neither of them was really watching. He was watching her and she was lost in her wine and the thoughts of doing laundry that afternoon. His presence and the sweats bringing them back.
Natalie shifted where she lay, still on her side, propped on one elbow with her knees loosely stacked. She pulled her shirt down absently at the front, though it barely moved, then adjusted her hips slightly against the cushion. The motion caused her shorts to tug even higher in the back, the seam slipping further up to reveal more of her ass.
From his angle, he could still only see part of her. The rest was hidden from view, but the way the fabric sat, cut high and loose, made him wonder what, if anything, she had on underneath.
His eyes lingered without him meaning to. His breath starting to become ragged before he caught himself and looked away.
She lifted her glass, took a slow sip of wine, and eased back into the cushions. As she settled in further, her thighs shifted slightly and she still seemed unbothered. The view didn't change. If anything, it deepened.
The shorts had ridden up enough that it answered what she was wearing under them. He could now see higher through the leg of the shorts. The panties sat low enough that he could see the base of the edge of her stomach above them. It looked flat and soft and drew his attention as much as he tried to resist. Her tank had gathered slightly around her waist, and the neckline low and tight against her cleavage as the top breast shifted towards the other, while leaning towards one side. One nipple pressed faintly against the thin material.
Aiden leaned back into his corner, placing one hand against the back of the couch, making a poor attempt to look casual, while the rest of his body slightly mirrored hers. He tried to keep his eyes on the screen, but the heat of the moment sat just beneath the surface.
His erection had started to push forward, tenting the front of his sweatpants. The unrestrictive fabric gave easily, shifting as he adjusted his posture. He made no attempt to try and hide it.
He was certain there was no way she wouldn't be able to see it. While he wasn't drunk, the mix of raging hormones, and the alcohol from the party was enough to give him the liquid courage to be more daring than he usually would.
From the glances out of the corner of her eye as she set her wine glass down on the side table, he was pretty sure she did.
"You didn't miss much," she said, staring at the screen. "This movie's kind of awful." They had been sitting in relative silence for several minutes.
Aiden let out a quick breath through his nose. "I was starting to wonder if I was just too sober for it."
She gave a small smile. "Maybe you were hoping for something more interesting."
He looked over at her. "For the movie?"
Natalie met his eyes and held them. "Sure." She went back to watching the movie. Her facial expression stayed neutral through the exchange, giving nothing away of what she was thinking.
Aiden stayed resting in his corner, but angled his body slightly toward hers, so he could try to get glimpses a little more easily. He tried to keep his focus on the screen, but the tension in his lap wasn't going anywhere, and he was still making no effort to hide it.
Nodding toward the actress on the screen after a few seconds, he said "Tiny little outfit. Don't see women walking around here wearing something like that during the day." He was unabashedly trying to keep the focus on something more risqué.
Natalie lifted her glass again, "Think that's supposed to distract from the plot?"
"Probably."
His gaze flicked toward her legs again and the bare, smooth skin, partially folded up in front of him before looking back to the screen, afraid of lingering and being caught.
Natalie shifted, turning more onto her side. She tucked one leg loosely beneath her and bent the other out toward the edge of the cushion, her foot flat against it. Her torso angled slightly toward the room as she braced one hand behind her. The motion seemed simple enough, and as she settled, a strap of her tank slipped lower off one shoulder. The way her strap fell didn't show anything more, but it signaled something more erotic in him.
In this new position, the shorts had also opened at the leg just enough to reveal the pink of her panties. They were plain from what he could tell. Aiden assumed they were likely the kind she'd choose for comfort. They were clearly visible, making them the sexiest pair he could think of at the moment, regardless of their simplicity. The TV cast its flickering light across her thighs, occasionally lighting up enough to brighten the room. He could see where the panties clung at the crease of her hip, the curve of skin that disappeared beneath the front of them, covering what he imagined was a flat, smooth expanse of skin making up the lower stomach.
"Did you even catch what the movie's about?" she asked.
"Not really," he replied, pulling his attention back to the TV. "Feels like I came in halfway through and it was half a movie to soon."
She let out a small breath through her nose. "Pretty sure I started it from the beginning."
"Well, that's worse," he snorted. "Even more of your life lost on it than mine."
He reached for the water bottle on the table and took a sip, trying to stay focused on the TV.
"The acting is horrible. They're trying too hard."
He gave a slight shrug. "That dress is doing most of the work."
Natalie let out a soft chuckle and shook her head. Aiden glanced at her just long enough to catch it, then looked back at the screen.
"Is it bad that I can't remember a single character's name?" he asked.
"No," she said, stretching her leg slightly. "I think they stopped saying them twenty minutes ago."
"Feels like they gave up halfway through the script."
"Or right before they started writing. How did this get funded?" she questioned.
His leg shifted a touch closer to hers as he adjusted. Natalie reached for her wine glass again. Her fingers grazed the inside of her thigh as she lifted it, causing the shorts to shift with her movement, sliding just enough to draw his eye before he brought it back to the TV.
Then she spoke again, quiet but clear, revisiting her earlier comment. "You were home early."
"Yeah," he said. "Wasn't really worth it."
She nodded once, sipping slowly. "Hmm. Crowded?"
"Mostly just loud."
Her eyes stayed on the screen. "Anyone interesting?"
He hesitated. "Some people from class. Nobody that stuck."
Natalie didn't comment. She just shifted again, her lower leg adjusting slightly toward his as she resettled. The glass came to rest on her thigh once more.
The shorts had ridden up enough that he could now see higher through the leg of the shorts. The panties sat low enough that he could see the base of her stomach above them again. It looked flat and soft and drew his attention as much as he tried to resist. Her top was bunching around her waist.
Between the view below through the hole in the shorts, and what was exposed above from her shirt scrunched up near her belly button, he could see a good portion of her stomach now, realizing it was the most he had seen of her.
Aiden glanced over at her glass, then back to the screen. "That any good?"
Natalie didn't look away. "Probably better than what you had at your party."
He reached toward her. "Lemme try it."
She raised the glass in his direction. "You're not even gonna ask?"
"I just did."
"That was more of a demand."
He took it anyway, fingers brushing hers as he pulled it gently from her hand. The touch was brief, but warm.
She watched him as he took a sip, and then another, a longer one.
"Seriously?" she questioned. "That was a sip?"
He handed it back. "You left it unattended."
She laughed at his response. "Unattended? I'm sitting right here!"
He just shrugged and continued watching the TV, but she could see the smile he was trying to suppress.
"Whatever. That was half a pour. You owe me a refill," she continued, interpreting the shrug as his response.
Aiden pushed himself up from the couch. "Fine. You want the same?"
As he stood upright, the outline in his sweats was still there, less pronounced than before, but still noticeable. Natalie's eyes looked on reflex, before landing on his face.
She gave him an inquisitive look. "So, you do know how to ask."
He shrugged. "Meh, sometimes."
She watched him head to the kitchen, then called after him. "And you better pour one for yourself too. That way you don't steal mine."
He glanced back over his shoulder. "You want anything else while I'm up?"
"Just your manners," she said dryly, picking up the remote to pause the movie. "If you can find them."
He glanced at the screen and waved a hand. "Don't bother pausing. I'm not missing anything."
Natalie continued it as he walked off. She rolled onto her stomach, propping herself up on her elbows against the arm of the couch. One leg bent lazily at the knee, the other stretched out down the couch. Her eyes followed him toward the kitchen. Bare back, broad shoulders, loose sweats sitting low enough that she could see the dimples at the base. The faint line of muscle from his lats, shifting along his side as he reached for the bottle.
"You always this helpful after a failed night at a party?" she called.
He unscrewed the top. "Only when I'm trying to get back in someone's good graces."
"Mm." She swirled the last of her wine. "Good strategy, assuming you were ever in them."
"Always so mean when you drink," he said, the smile evident in his tone.
He poured generously into his own glass before carrying it and the bottle back to the couch. Natalie didn't move from her spot, still resting on her elbows, watching him as he crossed the room.
Her eyes drifted to his chest, the smooth flat breadth of his pecs approaching with each step, the lean muscle in his arms flexing slightly as they bent holding the bottle and the glass. He set his glass on the table before offering the bottle to her.
"You just assume I wanted the bottle?" she asked, tone light.
"I assumed you'd finish the next one too, wino," he said, grabbing her glass to fill it for her, before placing beside the remote. "Didn't want to risk being accused of bad manners twice."
Chapter 38
He rounded the coffee table and slowed for half as he looked at her out of the corner of his eye. From that angle, the loose leg holes of her shorts left very little to the imagination. The prominent curve of her ass was completely out from the hem before she shifted, rolling back onto her side, tucking her feet up as she moved to make room.
He dropped back onto his side of the couch again, reclaiming the same corner as before.
Natalie pulled her legs in, resembling her position when he first came in, except now she was closer, no longer propped up on the arm of the couch.
She settled in too, shifting partially onto her back instead. Her head rested near the arm of the couch, tilted just enough for her to keep an eye on the screen, while one arm lay across her stomach and the other hand behind her head. The thin stretch of her tank clung across her chest, bringing her nipples into focus once more. The new position allowing him to not only see the bumps, signifying their presence, and apparent state of being hard, but he could see a faint shadow giving away the outline of her areola through the top.
Aiden couldn't help appreciating the fullness of her breasts, even as she laid on her back. The tight nature of the tank helped hold them in place a little bit, but it also created an impressive valley at the neckline where her cleavage stood, holding the material away from her sternum. The sight of her nipples and areola an added bonus for later, but further torture in the moment, having never seen them in such detail.
Her legs were still angled toward the TV, knees bent slightly, leaving her feet tucked close to his hip. The cut of her shorts left her thighs exposed, and with the way she was reclined, the curve of her ass was visible once more, similar to when he first sat down tonight. She didn't seem to notice or care how much skin the position showed him.
"You're hogging all the couch," she said eventually, not looking at him.
He didn't move. "You're the one taking up all the space."
Sipping her wine she responded, "It's my couch. There's a chair over there that you can sit in. And I was already here when you came home."
Aiden let out a faint breath. "The chair is bad for watching TV. Besides, I didn't realize I needed a reservation."
"Well, after telling me not to wait up, leaving me to assume the couch was all mine for the night, yeah, you kinda do" she murmured, shifting slightly as though she were trying to get more comfortable. "And you're still in my spot."
One of her feet nudged his thigh, a gentle tap from her toes.
He glanced down at it, then at her. "You kicking me off now?"
"Just reminding you whose name is on the lease."
Her foot pressed again, a bit firmer this time. She still hadn't looked his way, but the corner of her mouth was curling up.
He reached down and brushed her ankle lightly with his knuckles. "You want me to move?"
She finally glanced over, as the smile started to spread. "I want the whole couch."
He gave a quiet snort. "You're drunk."
Her toes dug into his side playfully. "And you're in my spot."
Aiden leaned slightly forward, setting his glass on the table. "You sure about that?"
Before she could respond, he reached for her foot and gave it a quick tickle along the arch. Natalie flinched, her leg pulling back with a sharp laugh as she nearly spilled her wine.
"Hey-" she started, trying to keep a straight face as she clutched her glass, "-you're playing dirty now."
He grinned. "You started it."
"Because you're crowding me."
"I'm literally on the edge," he said, gesturing to his corner.
"Your energy is crowding me," she said flatly, though the laugh still clung to her voice no matter how hard she tried to hide it.
He reached for her foot again, teasing with just a fingertip this time. "Then I guess you'll have to get used to it."
Natalie tried to pull her leg away again, but he didn't let go this time. His fingers curled firmly around her ankle, keeping her foot in his lap.
"You're not ticklish there, are you?" he asked, running his thumb slowly along the curve just below her toes.
She gave a slight squirm. "Not usually. Depends on the hands."
Aiden looked at her, then shifted his grip, letting his fingers slide more deliberately over the top of her foot. "What about here?"
Her breath caught, just slightly, more at the tone than the touch. "That's... fine."
He eased back into the cushion and let both hands work now, his thumbs moving in small, slow circles along her arch, then gliding toward the base of her heel. Her foot was warm and soft, and she let him keep it without protest.
"I didn't peg you for the foot massage type," she said, lifting her glass to her lips.
"You never asked."
"Mm. That's your excuse for withholding?"
"Well, did you?"
She finally looked down at where his hands were, watching while feeling his thumbs press in. Her toes flexed faintly with the motion. Then, without warning, she nudged her other foot into his lap too.
He looked down at her foot as it rested.
"I mean, if you're going to spoil me..." she murmured. "Might as well finish the job."
He gave a low chuckle and shifted to make room, one hand still on her first foot as the other adjusted to take the second. "So, if I act as your masseuse as well, does that mean I get to sit on the couch?"
"Sure, but don't act like you're not enjoying yourself," she said, eyes on the screen again, though the smirk returned to her lips. "You started it," she finished, once again echoing his earlier words back at him.



Aiden's hands moved slowly over both of her feet, alternating pressure, thumbs circling in lazy patterns across her arches. Every now and then her toes flexed slightly in response. He let his hands wander, thumbs tracing the gentle rise toward the balls of her feet, then sweeping back again.
Natalie's glass rested lightly against her bare stomach now, below the bunched-up hemline of her tank, reflecting how relaxed she was becoming. Her eyes lingered on the ceiling for a moment before drifting to him again. She didn't say anything. Just simply watched him.
His hands slowed as he focused on her right foot, setting her left on his thigh. With both hands now dedicated to the one, his movements grew more deliberate. Thumbs pressed deeper, tracing along the arch, up along each toe. He brushed between them once and noticed her breath seemed like it stuttered. She took a slow sip of wine to cover it. Natalie let out a quiet, satisfied moan and tilted her head toward the screen.
"This movie still isn't over?" she asked rhetorically.
Aiden glanced up, barely. "Feels like we're on hour three."
"I thought it was a comedy."
"Might've been. Before they filmed it."
She gave a soft snort, then took another sip of wine. Her eyes lingered on the screen a few more seconds before drifting back toward her foot where his hands were still moving.
She didn't say anything else. Just let her head tip back again, glass resting lightly at her side now, as her own hand barely supported it, holding it against her. The sound of the TV took over once more. One foot stayed cradled in his hands, his thumbs working slow circles into her arch, while the other rested in his lap, the curve of her toes nudged lightly against the fabric of his sweats.
When his thumbs passed just under her toes again, her lashes fluttered even though her eyes were closed. She opened them to look away toward the muted glow of the TV once more. Her chest rose, in slow and steady rises, beneath the cling of her tank. The rayon blend had drawn tight again, her breasts pressed flatter from the way she lay, nipples seemingly a little more defined in the flickering light.
Her other foot shifted against his leg, toes brushing higher along the fabric of his sweats, but neither acknowledge it.
After a moment, she let out a soft hum. "You're not half bad for a twenty-year-old boy." Her voice had softened to a bit more of a sensual tone than he'd heard from her before.
His hands didn't stop. "Boy?"
"That's what I said."
He glanced up at her unable to stop his eyes from catching on the bare curve of her ass where her shorts had ridden high again.
"Always so harsh," he muttered.
She turned her head just enough to catch his expression. "Should I have said man?"
He looked back up once more. "I'd like to think so."
As he said it, she felt the quick, unmistakable twitch of his erection against her toes.
There was a momentary pause. It was accompanied by a look that flashed through her eyes for just a second before she took another sip of wine and looked away again. "Mmm. I'll think about it."
He adjusted his grip, gently lowering the foot he'd been working on and brushing his hand down the length of her arch one last time before letting go. He leaned forward, grabbing his wine to take a quick sip, before reaching for her opposite foot, still resting in his lap.
As he shifted, her toes pressed more fully into him, the firm shape of his erection was impossible to miss through the light fabric of his sweats. It was a calculated risk on his part, with every intention of her feeling him.
Neither of them acknowledged it. Not with a glance. Not with a word. But the tension that passed between them in that moment was unmistakable. And so, he sat back, cradling her left foot in both hands, and they both pretended it hadn't happened.
Natalie shifted with him. The angle on the new foot started to torque her knee awkwardly, and so she eased onto her back fully now, both hips resting into cushion as she resettled. Left leg extending into his hands while the other bent at the knee, opening toward the ceiling as it leaned against the back of the couch in a relaxed sprawl, with her foot on the cushion. Her top was pulled snug against her with the shifting and repositioning. He had no doubt she had to be aware of how tight across her chest it was again. Her words were to clean and clear, without a hint of slur, for her to be too drunk to no know. Her nipples were now clearly outlined in the dim, flickering light from the TV, and a generous amount of cleavage on display.
He cradled her foot in both hands and started again, but slower this time. His thumbs pressed up the center of her sole, then traced down the sides with steady pressure, while his fingers simultaneously worked the top of her foot. The motion drew a faint exhale from her that he barely heard over the movie.
She didn't look at him. Just let her head fall gently to the side, away from the TV. Toward the back of the couch and away from the flickering lights. One hand rested high on her stomach at her solar plexus, rising and falling with her breath. The other still barely held her wine glass, gently gripping the stem.
"You've got good hands," she murmured, quieter now, more to the cushions than to him. "Dangerous, maybe."
He glanced up. "That a warning?"
"Just an observation." A faint smirk tugged at her lips, but her eyes didn't open and her head didn't move.
Aiden let his thumbs trace slowly over the ball of her foot again, his touch lingering near the base of her toes.
"Still letting me do it."
"Still good." She sighed. Aiden could hear the words blend together at this point as she became more relaxed.
Aiden's thumbs shifted upward, tracing along the pad beneath her toes before gently circling each one, with slow and careful intent. They flexed against the motion, the smallest twitch of sensation traveling up her leg, showing in the way her thigh tightened briefly, her breath catching on the inhale.
Then, just as he passed against the base of her smallest toe, her lips parted.
A faint sound escaped, more of a breathy exhale than anything else, and she caught it too late to stop. He didn't seem to notice. Her eyes had opened just a sliver to check if he was aware. Peeking through her lashes, with the TV behind her, she saw where his focus was, and it wasn't her mouth.
His eyes had drifted up her thigh, drawn again to where the hem of her shorts had crept up with her shifting leg. The soft pink of her panties had slipped back into view, clinging to the delicate crease where her thigh met her groin.
His hands kept moving, but slower now. That slight fold at the crease of her thigh, seeing her panties as he held her foot. His eyes lingered longer than he realized as he took in the edge of her mound, barely hidden under the thin layer. Her other foot remained in his lap, unmoving, and he realized she hadn't spoken, nor had she adjusted her position.
He let his gaze drift upward, tracing the line of her body over her hip, the steady rise and fall of her breasts, until it finally reached her face and he found her watching him.
Eyes fully open with an unreadable look in them. She didn't flinch or look away. Just held his gaze with that look she had moments ago. His fingers wrapped gently around each of her toes in turn, rolling them between his fingertips with slow, deliberate care.
"I should go to bed," she whispered. The eye contact breaking the spell and guilt seeping in slightly, as she saw Lisa's eyes looking back at her through him.
Still, she didn't rush to get up either. Her hand that rested at the center of her body, appeared to be gripping at her shirt without her realizing it. The fingers lightly gathering the fabric of her shirt where her ribs met her stomach. The pull cinched the material inward from all sides, baring a growing expanse of skin above her waistband and stretching the material more snugly across her chest, while also fully exposing what he considered to be a sexy belly button. Her breath moved beneath it in what looked like slightly more ragged pulls, and he could see the outline of her nipples pressing with each breath, as the shirt shifted in her grip.
His hands didn't stop. His thumbs moved slowly across the tops of her toes, down their sides, easing another faint flex from her foot.
"Yeah," he murmured, but neither of them moved, except for his hands.
Her leg stayed draped across his lap, his erection fully hard and the occasional nudge against her foot as it twitched on its own. The pink of her panties remained visible beneath her shorts, but she made no move to hide them.
He kept massaging and watching her chest, her mouth, her face. Her eyes fluttered closed once more.
"Yeah... Bed..." she whispered once more.
She didn't say anything else. But taking in a deep breath, she slowly extracted one foot from his hands and drew the other back from couch. Her hand released the her shirt, letting it the bunched material fall back into place as she eased upright with a quiet breath. The glass she'd never finished was set gently on the coffee table with a faint clink.
Chapter 39
Aiden leaned back, letting his hands fall to his thighs as he watched her rise.
Her shorts clung as she stood, caught between the two firm orbs, and the edge of her panties peeking as she turned. She made no effort to cover herself. Didn't adjust her shorts, or pull at the hem of her tank top. Just paused with her back to him, head turning and rolling slightly as though she were trying to stretch it out and collect herself before walking on shaky legs.
Then she moved until she was walking down the hall without a word, the soft slide of unsteady feet on the floor was the only sound he heard until her door tapped shut behind her. It wasn't until then that he registered the movie still playing on the TV.
Things escalated fairly quickly, all things considered, he thought.
Aiden sat still, eyes fixed on nothing, but the reel playing in his mind. Her walk as she left the couch, and his view played back in his head. The way her shorts rode up between her ass, the soft pink of her panties peeking out as she turned, the curve of her hips shifting under the hem of her shirt. She hadn't adjusted a thing. No goodbye. No glance over her shoulder. Just a slow walk and the sound of bare feet slipping down the hall.
He shifted in his seat and glanced down. His cock pressed hard against his sweats, pulsing with the tension he hadn't let go of since Jenna at the party. He reached down, and pulled his waistband low until he freed himself.
Her skin had been soft and warm. Her foot had rested so casually across his thigh, brushing his shaft more than once. She hadn't pulled away, making him wonder if it was intentional on her part. Her eyes had stayed on his, locked there, unblinking, while his hands moved over her toes. She'd watched him look between her legs that hadn't moved.
He wrapped his hand around his shaft, stroking slowly, remembering the slow press of her chest as she breathed. The way her shirt clung to her, stretched tight from where she gripped the hem without realizing. The outline of her nipples against the thin top. Her legs open just enough for him to see where her panties had slipped to the side, hinting that she shaved to some degree. That soft little sound she made. Or more specifically, he'd made her make.
His hand tightened on himself.
He thought about her walking back in, saying nothing, and just settling into his lap. Letting him finish what he started. Letting him touch her, kiss her, pull her shirt over her head. His pace picked up as his free hand braced against the couch. In his mind he wasn't fantasizing anymore. He was remembering everything that had almost happened and everything that still could...
Chapter 40
Natalie leaned back against her bedroom door. Her breath was shallow and her skin was hot. The space between her thighs throbbed with a dull ache that hadn't gone away since she saw him come out of his room shirtless.
She crossed to the bed and sat. The sheets felt cool against her legs as she lay back. Her shorts stuck between her thighs, until she pushed them down, along with her panties, just far enough to clear her knees, allowing her to spread her legs. Her fingers moved between them, easily sliding over the wet slippery surface. Her clit was already swollen. She took no time to ease into the pressure she needed.
Her other hand rested beneath her breast, holding the fabric of her tank in place. Her stomach rose and fell under it. Every breath made her more aware of the way her body hadn't stopped buzzing for nearly the length of the movie.
She pictured his hands again. The way his thumbs circled the base of her toes. The slow drag across her arch. His firm, masculine grip. The heat of his lap and the way his cock twitched against her foot. The feel of his fingers pulling and rubbing against her toes.
She touched herself harder as her fingers moved over the sensitive clit. She kept her eyes closed. Her thighs shifted, the damp sounds seemed loud in the quiet room and she knew she wasn't going to last.
Her other hand slid up under her top now, cupping her breast as the palm grazed her nipple. It was tight and sore from being aroused for so long. The contact making her hips buck.
She imagined getting up, opening the door, and pulling him inside. She'd hook her fingers in the waistband of his sweats, push them down, then walk backward to the bed and lie down with her legs spread. Her fingers would be between her thighs again, right where his eyes had been locked when he thought she wasn't watching.
She'd show him. Make it clear that she'd noticed. That it was ok, and that she wanted it.
Then she'd beckon him closer, guiding his hand to replace hers, pressing his fingers into the same spot and hold them there until he understood exactly what she needed...
Her mouth parted. Her hips lifted. She worked herself faster, the slick heat building between her legs as her stomach tightened.
Chapter 41
...He thought about her walking back in with no hesitation. Just crossing the room, stepping in front of him, and climbing into his lap like it was where she belonged. Her thighs straddling his, her weight settling right on top of his cock through their clothes.
His grip tightened. His other hand cradled his balls.
Her body would be warm, her skin soft. He'd feel it through his shirt when she leaned in. Her shorts riding even higher as she sat, so only her panties barely covered her now. The same soft pink panties stretched tight across her cunt. He couldn't begin to imagine what she looked like under them. He didn't even want to in case he got it wrong. After so long, it was almost a mythical thing that he simply knew he wanted. That it would taste amazing, and feel even better.
She'd press down on him, a slow movement as her pussy lined up with the shape of his hardon, rubbing over the bulge with slow movements. He'd slide his hands up her sides, under her shirt, feeling the curve of her waist, the swell of her ribs.
When he pulled her shirt off, he'd see them for the first time. Her tits, bare and perfect, with tight nipples already hard for him. He'd cup them both, squeeze, drag his thumbs across them until she squirmed.
He moved his thumb to smear his precum over the head, before he tightened his grip and stroked faster. His jaw tightened, and his legs spread a little wider stretching the waistband of his sweats, still bunched at mid-thigh.
In his head, she was grinding now, back and forth, wetness seeping through her panties, enough that he could still feel her coating him in spite of them. Pushing down against him with each roll of her hips, and her breath against his neck. Her hands clutching his shoulders as she panted.
He'd hook his fingers through both leg bands, enabling him to pull the panties aside, and feel how wet she really was. She'd lift up slightly, just enough for him to push two fingers inside. Feeling the tight, slippery, clenching channel as he moved them in and out, his other hand gripping her ass. The thought of her panting in his ear as though ready to beg for more.
His cock twitched hard in his fist.
The way her breath would catch as he curled his fingers inside her, made his grip tighten as he sought out that rougher spot just a little bit inside. He could feel the drag of her body against him, the way she'd move on his hand, wet and clenching around his fingers as she pushed down harder each time. Her voice would be right by his ear, breaking in little mewls every time his fingers hit the right spot.
He could see her pulling back just enough to stand. Her hands would go to her waistband, dragging her shorts and panties down in one motion. She'd step out of them without a word on unsteady legs, her thighs wet and glistening in the flickering light. She wouldn't say anything before tugging his sweats down his own thighs and just climb back into his lap. Skin to skin now, as she settled over him once more, where he had been imagining her all night.
He was still slowly stroking himself, picturing the weight of her on his thighs, the heat of her against his cock, close enough he could feel every twitch. She'd take him in her hand next.
He stroked himself slower, matching the pace he imagined her moving when she'd settle into his lap, her weight pressing into his thighs. She'd reach back without a word, wrap her fingers around him, and guide him between her legs...
Chapter 42
Natalie shifted her hips lower on the bed, bracing her feet flat against the mattress. Her fingers moved quicker now, circling her clit in firm strokes as she reached over to the nightstand, pulled open the drawer, and grabbed the dildo. The one that she'd shoved in his boxer briefs, earlier that very day.
Her grip wrapped around the base, guiding it between her legs. The tip pushed against her entrance, before sliding up over her clit. A breath pulled through her teeth as her body quivered at what the feeling of the toy represented in her mind now.
...Then she'd beckon him closer, guiding his hand to replace hers, pressing his fingers into the same spot and hold them there until he understood exactly what she needed. She'd keep her hand over his, forcing the pressure she was looking for. Her hips grinding against his fingers until her thighs began to tense in the fantasy.
But in reality, her own hand moved with the same rhythm, two fingers circling her clit while the other held the dildo deep inside, her body was slowly rocking to match what she pictured. When it wasn't enough, she imagined pushing his hand away and taking over.
Natalie repositioned herself onto her knees, placing the large dildo beneath her. After a few rushed passes through her lips to make sure the tip was lubricated with her own juices, she lowered her self onto it.
She imagined herself straddling his lap, knees planted into the bed on either side of his waist as she guided him to her entrance. Her body already wet and ready to receive him. She'd hold him steady, with her hands on him and sink down slowly, inch by inch, until he was buried inside her. Her breath sharp through her nose, her jaw tight, and her body stretching to accommodate him.
The first inch was always the hardest part, but once she got the large dildo past the entrance, the stretch and sense of being filled was delicious. She savored every bit as she imagined Aiden under her, with her free hand gripping the comforter instead of his chest.
She imagined his hands moving to her breasts and his thumbs brushing her nipples as he cupped the weight of them. In her mind, he wasn't hesitant anymore, he touched with desire, squeezing and tugging at the sensitive nubs. Watching the way her breath became ragged and her hips moved faster in response.



Natalie mirrored it, letting one hand come up to her chest. She slid her palm beneath her top, fingers catching her nipple between them, pinching just hard enough to match the pull she imagined from him. Her hips worked in a steady rhythm, sinking down onto the toy again and again. Her thighs flexing to let her lift and lower, and her core tightening with every stroke.
She pictured his mouth now, open against her breast, tongue dragging over her taut nipple. His hot breath on her, and his eyes never leaving hers as she rode him.
She kept the pace. Rocking forward, then back, the toy buried deep. Her clit brushed against the edge of her hand each time she bottomed out, and the stimulation made her jaw drop open.
In her head, he grabbed her hips, finally unable to hold back. He guided her faster, urging her on with rough grunts and that same hungry look he'd given her legs on the couch.
Her own hips met the imagined force, grinding down as her thighs started to tremble. She adjusted slightly, angling the toy until the pressure hit just right with the thick length dragging against the swollen spot inside her, repeatedly.
She imagined leaning forward, chest to chest.
The toy slipped out as she moved, but she didn't pause. She grabbed a pillow and repositioned herself, pressing her chest and stomach to it, using it to simulate laying against him, legs parted. The pillowcase clung to her skin as she reached beneath herself, one hand steady on the mattress, the other guiding the dildo back to her entrance.
Her hips lifted just enough to slide it in again. The stretch returned and the pressure made her gasp. Her fingers found her clit, circling with measured strokes as she adjusted.
She imagined being on top of him just like this, her body stretched out over his. She could almost feel his chest pressing into hers, breathing into him. Her hips grinding down as she whispered for him to stay still, to let her take it the way she needed. Her hands placed at his sides as she started with a slow pace. He'd feel how wet she was and that she could take all of him, too.
On the bed, her body followed the pace of that image. Her arm curled under her, the toy buried deep, each grind dragging across the spot that made her legs tense. Her clit throbbed beneath her circling fingers.
She imagined looking straight into his eyes like she had on the couch, while letting him massage her feet. It may have been a small physical barrier they broke, but symbolically for her, nearly all of her walls came crashing down in the aftermath of everything else since he moved in.
And now, imagining him beneath her, riding him and slowing when she'd feel him start getting to close. Just to feel him lose control beneath her as she set the tempo and the mood.
Her breath came faster. Her stomach pressed into the bed. Her fingers were soaked and her thighs were trembling from working in the current position. The toy stretched her on every thrust. The same toy she'd used on Lisa.
Lisa, his mom...
Take care of my little boy.
The voice sliced through her mind.
Natalie stopped cold, as her hand froze. Her whole body clenched at the thought of Lisa. The room was suddenly quiet except for the erratic breathing and pounding of her heartbeat in her ears. Her face went hot.
Fuck! What am I doing?
She pushed up from the mattress fast, breath completely shaky as she was ripped out of her state of arousal at the last moment. The dildo slid from her, her legs damp and unsteady as she sat on the edge of the bed. Her panties and shorts were crumpled on the floor. She didn't even reach for them, her mind still stuck between fantasy and reality.
She needed air. Water. Anything.
Chapter 43
She stood up wearing only the tank top she'd never taken off. The hem clinging around her belly button. The rest of her bare.
Giving her legs a moment to find their strength again, she walked to the hallway. She approached the corner into the living room and stopped.
Aiden was still on the couch. His sweats were pushed low, his legs spread, one hand braced beside him on the cushion while the other stroked slowly up and down the length of his cock. His head was tipped back. She could see him tensing with each pass. He was completely focused, lost in what he was doing.
He hadn't heard her. Had no idea she was there and she didn't move. Barely breathed. Just watched.
His cock looked even bigger than his sweats alluded to when she'd looked earlier on the couch. Thick. Long. Even from where she stood the veins visibly standing out along the shaft, and the head was dark and wet in his fist. Her thighs clenched instinctively. The girl that night, whatever he said her name was... the "daddy" girl - she'd said something through the doors. Something Natalie hadn't been able to forget.
Jesus, how are you this big?
At first, she'd chocked it up to inexperience. Yet listening to the girl as they went on, she didn't sound inexperienced. Then her mind wandered. As days went by, she unsuccessfully tried to tune out the question. Now, standing here, she could see it for herself. That girl hadn't been exaggerating. No need to inflate his ego.
Natalie's eyes followed the slow movement of his hand as he stroked from base to tip. The way his grip shifted and turned a little as he stroked. She found herself staring fixatedly not just on watching him masturbate, but the sheer size of him.
She wondered what he'd feel like in her hand. How far her fingers would reach. How much she could hold in only one. Or if she'd need both just to wrap around him properly. The thought made her thighs press together, the heat between them sparking again despite the guilt that had sent her out here in the first place.
Her gaze followed the drop of his wrist at the bottom of each stroke. He was thick and every movement exaggerated that. It looked like more than she'd imagined. More than she'd prepared herself for. That dildo, as big as it was, didn't have veins like his did. Didn't twitch under the pressure of her hand like his would. Didn't throb the way he was right now, just from thinking about her, like his did.
She gently leaned against the wall, watching from behind, over the arm of the couch. Her bare butt touching the cold surface bringing in to focus that she was still exposed below the waist and her hand wasted no time taking advantage.
Aiden's fist tightened slightly, the slow glide now firmer. He imagined her naked above him, her knees braced on either side of his hips, sweatpants bunched around his thighs. Her tank top gone letting her bare breasts sway before him. He'd lean up, take one nipple into his mouth feeling her shiver as she lowered herself.
Natalie's breathing shifted. Her hand moved between her legs again, working in time with what she was seeing. She watched the deliberate movement of his fist, each stroke was long, and his grip was twisting at the head. Her stomach tensed watching him. She imagined reaching over the couch and taking him in her own hand.
Aiden's head tipped back slightly. In his mind, her pussy hovered over his cock, dragging along the length, holding just above his head. Then she'd sink down slowly, inching him inside, to stretch around him.
He could see her pause there, holding him just inside. Her hands gripping his arms, or shoulders, her brows tight as she tried to breathe through it. He was too big. He could see it in her face. Feel the way her thighs trembled. The slow rock of her hips as she adjusted, trying to take more, clearly wanting it all.
His hand was starting to pick up his pace, unable to wait for his mind to get her to start moving fast enough.
He imagined her lifting slightly, then easing down again. A slow grind that dragged every inch deeper. Her jaw would be clenching, just as her cunt was, gripping as she forced herself to take him. Her legs shook, and he held her waist to steady her, but didn't stop her. He'd let her struggle through. They always did.
She'd let out a sound, something low and tight, when her body finally gave in and took him the last bit of the way.
Behind him, Natalie's thighs had started to shake too. One hand pulled at alternating nipples, when one got too sensitive, she'd move to the other. The other hand moved between her legs again, stroking hard and fast. She was wet enough that she had to be careful to not make noise. Her gaze never left the way he held himself, taking note of what it looked like he enjoyed. The way his hips twitched every time his hand passed over the tip.
And he had no idea she was watching.
His grip shifted and he rubbed the palm of his hand over the head gathering precum to use as lube. His legs spread wider on the couch threatening to ruin the elastic in the waistband of his sweats. His hips thrusting upward in shallow lifts that matched the pressure of his hand. The couch creaked faintly under him.
In his mind, she was back on the couch now, exactly where she'd been earlier. Reclined, one leg hooked over his lap, the other draped over the back rest. Her top pushed up over her tits. No panties this time. Just bare skin and a shaved pussy beneath her shorts.
His hand slid up the inside of her thigh.
She was warm. Still slightly slick from how wet she was from what they both knew had been building all night. He reached higher and she made no effort to stop him. Her legs parted a little more. Her breath caught, but she kept still.
He stroked himself harder now.
He imagined brushing the back of his knuckles along her pussy first. Feeling the heat coming off of her. Then letting two fingers slip through, testing how wet she really was. Her hips twitching at the contact. Her hand curling into the throw pillow beside her head.
His cock throbbed in his fist and his strokes quickened.
She'd be watching him. Mouth parted, chest rising with every breath. Her eyes on his, daring him to keep going, so he would. He'd press inside with two fingers, feeling her clench. Then he'd look her in the eye, whispering how ready she felt.
His hand moved faster, louder now from the sound of the precum squelching in his grip, the pressure in his balls building as they tightened.
Behind the couch, Natalie watched it build. His body tensing. His jaw looked tight, even from her angle. That rhythm in his hand getting rougher, needier. His hips started to thrust into his fist more. Each movement more urgent than the last.
She could feel it coming before she saw it.
His head pressed back. His lips parted with a low grunt. His hand was flying up and down his length now, with a squelching noise from the lubrication his own precum was providing. The muscles in his stomach tightened, and then it hit him.
The first pulse made his whole body jerk. His cock twitched hard in his fist. She couldn't see where it landed, but the arc was sharp, the motion unmistakable. His abs flexed, lifting his shoulders from the back of the couch, while his back pressed into it. Another pulse. Then another.
He came hard. His neck craned back, and his mouth open. The sound of it made her own legs shake.
That was enough.
Her body clenched around nothing. The pressure that had been building since he came out of his room shirtless, since he perved on her the moment he sat on the couch, since his hands touched her feet, it snapped tight and fast. She bit down hard into the side of her hand to stay quiet. Her hips grinding against her own hand. Her toes curled against the floor. Her other hand pressed between her thighs, working through the wave even as her muscles locked and trembled.
She stayed hunched there, braced against the wall, thighs quaking. Her orgasm rolled through her in sharp, tightening pulses, each one stealing her breath as she kept her teeth buried in her hand. The smell of herself from earlier clung to her fingers. Her knuckles were damp from her mouth.
But her eyes never left him.
When his hand wiped across his chest and neck, the motion stunned her. He'd come that far. That hard. Her mind could barely keep up. The idea of how much, how fast, of it hitting him that high pushed a final tremor through her. Her knees buckled, and her hand dropped from between her legs, slick and shaking, to brace against her thighs in support to hold her up.
She stayed like that for a second longer as she gathered herself. She suddenly became aware that she was only wearing her shirt. It didn't even reach her butt. Everything under it was still bare, flushed, and soaked. And since he finished, he could be getting up any time.
She turned, breathing hard, and started back toward her room. But her foot slipped slightly sweaty and weakened, in her post orgasmic state. Just a soft scuff on the wood.
His head snapped toward the sound, but the hallway was empty. And then, a second later, the quiet tap of her bedroom door closing.
His eyes stayed locked on the hallway, still trying to catch his breath.
She'd been there.
The realization struck him right in his chest. She'd seen him. While he was stroking himself in her living room. More than that. Cumming all over himself on her couch to thoughts of her.
He looked down at himself, and the mess that streaked up his stomach and chest, and exhaled slowly.
Fuck.
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I told myself it was a joke when he suggested, Let's do something wild, something we'll laugh about later. He'd said it grinning at me and at first I didn't think that's where he was actually going to take me.
That's how I ended up walking behind him through an unmarked door, under a blue light on the edge of the industrial district, wondering if I was insane for agreeing to this. I braced myself for a bunch of sleazy guys, and something I knew I was going to be needing a shower after, to scrub off the idea of where we were.
What I didn't expect was the way everything changed almost as soon as we stepped inside. There was music accompanying laughter coming from bodies in various stages of undress moving in dim lighting, and then there were eyes. So many eyes. It was pretty much purely older eyes of guys my dad's age or more.
Men of all types from those with gray at their temples, in pressed shirts half-unbuttoned, to heavyset guys with their sleeves rolled up, and others in jeans and t-shirts. There were also women with curves, some that exuded confidence, and others that I found inspiring by their ability to put themselves out there regardless of how they looked, not to be mean. I stood there in my cheap black dress, at twenty-one and clutching my boyfriend's hand, feeling like I'd wandered into another world.
"See? They're all total creeps, just like I said," he spoke into my ear, over the music. "All these old guys still think they've still got it. It's pathetic."
But they weren't looking at him, they were looking at me, and he didn't understand how that felt. At first I thought I was imagining it, but then I caught the way heads turned when I passed, or the way a man smiled over the rim of his drink. Another openly ogled me, with his hand draped between the thighs of the woman beside him, but his focus was solely on me. It sent a pulse through me with how openly they stared, making no attempt to hide appraising me.
I followed him to the juice bar, wishing to no end that there was alcohol allowed, and I barely registered it when he spoke to me. He kept mocking everyone around us, but I buzzed with the unadulterated attention. When the bartender leaned closer so I could hear him over the music to say, "You new? Pretty girl like you shouldn't stay on the sidelines. Go have some fun!" I squirmed a little in my seat.
My cheeks were burning, and when I told my boyfriend, he barked a laugh. "Yeah, no shit he's trying to get you to do something. Look around, these guys will drool over anyone under thirty. Don't take it personally."
But I did, because it felt good. I wandered later, dragging my boyfriend along with me, curious what was around I hadn't discovered yet. There was a hallway lined with so many rooms. Some had curtains half-drawn, where moans drifted out of them. Others had no doors, and windows on either side of where you entered. There were a few with themes, and one that had devices to restrain somebody. The one thing that every area had, was the smell of sweat and sex that you couldn't ignore.
I peeked in every room I was able to. Couldn't help it. An older man was between a woman's thighs, his salt-and-pepper hair was damp, while he gripped her hips. She was clinging to him, her head thrown back, and her mouth open in a silent cry. She didn't look embarrassed when she saw us watching. She looked like she was enjoying being worshiped by the man between her legs.
My boyfriend yanked me away. "This is gross. Let's at least go dance or something. I don't wanna see some dude old enough to be my dad eating pussy like it's his last meal."
I didn't say anything, but I couldn't erase what I'd seen. By the time we left, the silence in the car was suffocating. He just focused on driving, while I stared out the window, replaying the night, thinking about every time someone looked at me with want.
"You liked all of that way too much," he snapped when we pulled into my driveway. "Don't think I didn't notice you ate that shit up."
I opened my mouth, but nothing came out, because he was right, and I wasn't sorry. The next weekend, I went back without him. My nerves started to get the better of me, and I almost turned around at the door. I felt like my dress was too red, and tight, coupled with my heels suddenly being a mistake. But then I stepped inside and instantly felt all of those eyes turning to me.
"Dibs!" I heard someone yell when I went through the door, and even though it was immediately followed by laughs, my pulse jumped.
This time, I didn't have anyone to cling to. I drifted toward the bar to get a soda, and let myself be drawn into conversations. The older men didn't leer the way boys did. They seemed like they admired me when they touched my arm lightly and made me laugh. Even when they leaned in closer, it didn't come across as them crowding me. Their compliments felt genuine and left me smiling the rest of the night.
By midnight, I was laughing at the bar, with a circle of men paying attention to me like I was the flame they couldn't resist. After the way my boyfriend continued to talk to me after he brought me here, he now felt like a distant blur, a relic of some smaller life. I realized then that this was where I came alive and now that I knew, there was no going back.
I didn't touch anyone that first night, but with the tilt of my shoulders and the way I lingered on a smile, I let their eyes run over me. I let them buy me drinks, playing into their compliments and stares. By the time I walked out that night, even the bartender was teasing me. At home, I stripped down and stood in front of the mirror, still hearing my boyfriend's voice telling me, You liked it way too much, and I hated how right he was. That first night I'd felt more alive in those three hours than in the whole last year with him. This time, I couldn't even make it to sleep without sliding a hand between my thighs, recalling how so many people looked at me, until I finally came.
I told myself it was curiosity that pulled me back tonight. Curiosity, not hunger. But my hand shook when I gave my ID at the door again the next night, and when the bouncer smiled at me, I felt like I'd already betrayed myself.
"She's back," I heard from somewhere behind me, when I showed my ID and membership card to the person at the window. And just like that, my nerves gave to arousal. This time I'd dressed with intent. I was in a pure white dress that clung in all the right places, styled my hair, and made my lips shine with gloss. I wanted the attention, and the moment I stepped past the threshold, it came in abundance.
Conversations paused, as people I talked to last time saw me. Smiles came from all directions like I was gravity. When I got to the bar, the bartender greeted me like he'd been waiting for me to come back. "Glad you made it back again." He sounded more amused than judgmental, like he knew what was happening even if I wasn't ready to admit it to myself.
"I guess I'm curious," I suggested, tucking hair behind my ear.
"Curiosity never lasts long in here," he said, sliding me a soda without asking. "Seems to me you're already becoming a regular."
The words buzzed in me at his accusation. I drifted again, soaking in who was there. Men caught my eye, and instead of looking away, I let my smiles turn sultry. Then I let my movements catch the attention of others.
At one point, a man that looked to be in his forties leaned in close at the bar. His cologne was like an aphrodisiac, and he was wearing a crisp shirt. He was exactly the kind of guy my now ex-boyfriend would've mocked relentlessly. I'd broken up with him earlier that day, after he brought up the night we were here, yet again.
"You new?" the stranger asked.
"Kind of."
He smiled, but he didn't push me. "You'll like it here, if you can learn to give in to the experience" he claimed.
I didn't go into any rooms that night. I didn't even let anyone touch me more than a hand at my elbow or the brush of a palm at my back as we squeezed past.
But instead of going straight home when I decided I was done flirting for the night, I slipped into one of the private rooms alone, my body still burning from every brush of contact. I gathered my dress around my waist and let my fingers wander over the bare skin between my panties and hips. With my thighs pressed tight together, I teased myself while listening to the muffled noise of laughter, music, and most importantly, the murmur of strangers' voices over moans of their companions, on the other side of the door. The scent of colognes clung to me, and I let it drive me as I touched myself.
It built too fast to resist, causing me to bite down on my lip to keep quiet. The sounds blurred into a haze as my body tightened, shuddering hard while my orgasm rushed through me, leaving me trembling.
The fourth time I walked through those doors, I didn't bother pretending anymore. I'd made up my mind about why I was there. The first three visits in eight days had been about watching. About soaking in the thrill of being wanted without having sex to earn it. But after two weekends of going home buzzing, wet, and unsatisfied, I decided it was no longer enough.
I told myself I'd follow someone else's lead, that way, I didn't have to make any decisions about anything, I was just letting the night unfold. The first one to shoot his shot looked like he was maybe in his fifties, with silver hair and a silky voice. I'd noticed him on my second visit, sitting back relaxing while others talked around him. He'd watched me without leering that night, and only casually spoke to me when I was alone for a moment at the bar and he came up for a drink.
"I've seen you a few times now, and you keep circling this place like you're not sure what you're doing here," he said.
I laughed nervously. "Maybe I'm not."
His smile was small but kind. "Here, it's better when you stop trying to figure things out, and just let go. You keep coming back for a reason, right?"
I didn't know what to say, but he offered his hand. "Do you want to see?"
I let him lead me down the hallway to a softly lit room. It wasn't one of the fully private ones, but he closed the curtains as best he could to give us privacy, aside from the small gaps at either side. He touched me like he'd been waiting all night, but each move gave me time to pull away if I wanted.
His hands settled on my hips before slipping lower to hike my dress up. When his fingers failed to find any panties, they quickly slipped inside me. The relief it brought was so sudden it almost pushed me over the edge before I could mentally calm myself. I clutched at his shoulders, desperate for more.
His lips brushed my neck, and he lowered himself, until they were at the inside of my thighs. When he finally eased me back onto the couch and pulled his cock out, I guided him without thinking. The first push made me whimper, spreading me open, and when he started telling me how beautiful I was and how good I felt, I knew I could never go back to guys my own age.
The murmur of voices carried through the thin fabric, and in the sliver of space where the curtain didn't quite meet the wall, I saw silhouettes moving past. I tightened around him when my body strained between the fear of being seen and the raw pleasure of this new experience. Each thrust made me shiver, and my nails were digging into his butt as he drove deeper. Every sound outside our space made me tremble harder. I wasn't prepared for strangers to cum inside me, but when he was ready, I finished him with my hand against my shaved mound.
I left that night shaking with exhilaration.
The next weekend, I came earlier. That first experience told me I wanted more than to just follow the lead of others. I was ready to start choosing for myself.
I'd notice a couple I guessed was in their mid-thirties. They looked playful, and their hands never left each other. Approaching them, I started to openly flirt as they spoke to me. The woman stroked my hair when I leaned closer, laughing at something she'd said. The man touched my thigh casually, like it was the most natural thing in the world, and my mind was swimming with how open they were in front of each other.
When they asked if I wanted to join them, my mouth said yes before my brain had caught up. I didn't know what to expect, but being kissed by her while he pulled my dress down was like stepping into a fantasy I hadn't even known I had. I learned just how soft and teasing a woman's lips could be, contrasted by his rough calloused hands roaming at the same time. His cock was thick and dripping when he pressed it against my hip.
The rest left me in a heady rush, feeling her sliding her mouth down my body, showing me what it felt like to be opened and savored by another woman. At the same time, he took me from behind, stretching me fully and taking me hard. I clutched at her hair when she made me climax against her tongue, and then watched her turn to him, stroking him until he groaned. She caught every drop of his seed with her mouth, then surprised me by moving back up to kiss me again, sharing him with me in a way I never could have imagined.
It didn't stop there. After several visits, I no longer waited for someone else to ask. I knew exactly what I wanted, and I went after it. Who wasn't the focus, it was the adoration I was craving.
If a man smiled at me from across the lounge, I crossed the floor. If a woman brushed my arm in passing, I'd let my fingers tangle with hers to see how she'd react. I learned how to make eye contact that was a signal, and even how to lean in and let my dress fall open just enough to entice someone to make their move.
Sometimes it was a slow and indulgent experience with one man, languidly filling me until I forgot my name. Sometimes it was two, taking turns while the other whispered in my ear about how beautiful I looked, or perhaps even letting them use me like a Chinese Finger Trap. Once, it was one older, younger, and middle-aged guy at the same time, each with a different way of touching me until I didn't know where one ended and the next began. The sensation of so many hands on you at once is indescribable.
The girl who came that first night had been nervously clinging to her boyfriend's side. At this point, I was learning who I really was, and getting lost in it.
When I walked in one Friday night, the place was almost entirely dead. Disappointed, I almost turned right around and walked out. There was no buzz of overlapping laughter, or groups already half-undressed in the corners. Just the low thump of music, the bartender hanging out on his phone, and a few men scattered across the main area. I knew most of the people there well enough by then to decide I'd just hang out and enjoy some conversation.
Spotting a man I'd been with a couple times before sitting on the couch, looking at me the same way he had hooked me the first time, I decided to say hi. My stomach tightened, and I went to join him on the couch he was sitting at, and talking with another gentleman I didn't know.
The only other woman in the place sat at the juice bar with her partner. She was older, and glamorous in a simple black dress, sitting with her legs crossed. She was sipping her drink while her man leaned in close to her. They watched everyone, but kept their seats, occasionally joking with the bartender. There were the several men spread out sipping drinks, and all of them looked like they were waiting for something to happen, even though there was only two women here.
I don't know what made me do it. The guy I was speaking to joked about everyone else waiting for me to get on my knees in front of him. Maybe it was the relative quiet of the near empty club. Perhaps it was that there weren't fifty people to hide behind, or be on display in front of all at once. It could've been as simple as the way his eyes looked over me when I sat beside him.
Whatever it was, I sank to my knees in front of him before I'd even thought it through. His cock was already hard when I freed it, and felt familiar in my hand. I wrapped my lips around him and heard his breath catch, as I sank down his length.
He was right, it didn't take long before others started to gather. There were footsteps, and the scrape of chairs, as nearly everyone came closer. I could see them circling out of the corner of my eye. My pulse roared in my ears. A little oral in the main area was generally ignored, but the rules expressly said that any activity should be taken to one of the many rooms, and not in the common lounge, but I didn't stop.
I wasted no time with teasing, and went right to work, savoring the attention as he rested his hand on the back of my head. But when the first man stepped closer, unzipping his pants, I knew what was coming.
I didn't resist when he came close to my side, and I simply reached up to take him in my hand. I started alternating sucking between him and the first guy.
Before I knew it, I pulled my skin-tight dress up, inviting anyone to step up behind me. I felt fingers spread me, lubing me with spit, and then he pushed into my ass. I gasped at the sudden intrusion, the shock of it stealing my breath only for a second, and moaned around the cock in my mouth, the sound was muffled, but I don't think anyone would question if I enjoyed it.
The others closed in at my wanton display, showing no signs of rejecting anyone. It all came in a lust filled haze. The taste of one cock replaced by another, the gaping of a hole before someone else slid into me. The rush of knowing others were waiting, watching, and lining up for their turn. My hands shook from the way each new touch made me ache for the next.
I signaled without words, a look, a tilt of my chin. As soon as one finished, another took his place.
At some point, I glanced toward the bar. The couple there had turned fully to face us, her eyes locked on mine. She didn't look disgusted like I half expected her to. She looked...intrigued. Her partner stood beside her, with his pants unzipped and stroking himself lazily as though waiting for her to give him the green light.
When she finally rose and walked over, the men shifted to let her through. She stopped in front of me, her partner following only a step behind. When her hand gently touched my cheek, she pressed a kiss to my lips even as I still held one of the men in my hand, and another was behind me.
I shivered all the way down my spine at the unexpected moment of tenderness. She decided her man was next, and no one objected. She guided him by his thick and ready cock, and placed him in front of me, prompting me to open my mouth for him too.
By the time it was over, my limbs shook from the strain, I was damp with sweat, and one of the straps of my dress was halfway torn. The men drifted back to their corners, spent and satisfied. The woman smiled at me before her and her partner left, and I couldn't help but wonder how I'd feel watching my man use another woman's mouth.
And I... I sat there on the couch, with legs too weak to stand on even if I wanted to, realizing I'd just been the center of the whole room. The girl who once clung to her boyfriend, nervous and silent, no longer existed, and I didn't want to give up this new me.



By now, I was going every Friday and Saturday night, even though most Friday's were pretty slow. This particular Friday however was packed, because it landed on a holiday, so the owner I'd come to know at this point, was using it to increase business for the night by making it a party. The lounge area was full of life, every corner lit with laughter, and bodies pressed close together. I no longer had to work to make myself a part of the crowd, it was my natural state. And whatever outfit I chose at this point, only served the sole purpose of getting the attention of others. I'd gotten used to the stares, and I sought out the advances. It felt like my place.
Then came the day I froze mid-step, with my drink halfway to my lips. My longest friend's dad was standing across the lounge area, talking to a group of people. A man I'd known my entire life, having countless barbecues in his backyard, getting rides to soccer practice, and hearing his laugh booming through their kitchen. I'd never given him a second thought in any capacity, except maybe to roll my eyes at his dad jokes.
My chest went cold. For one dizzy moment, I thought about bolting out the door and disappearing before he saw me. But this place had become my place now, and I wasn't ready to give it up. I chose to keep my distance, careful to stay on the opposite side of the lounge, half-hidden in the swirl of people. Thankfully he didn't notice me. I was hoping he'd feel out of place, or lose interest and leave quickly, but the way he greeted people felt like this place wasn't new to him either.
At one point, I saw him go into the open to all, public area, in the corner of the lounge. It's nothing more than a big square with a half wall to partition it off, and what felt like futon mattresses lining the area. I told myself to ignore him, and to just mind my own business. But when I heard his voice carrying over the music, it wasn't so easy.
"We've got a squirter!"
The crowd around it erupted in laughter, accompanied by the high-pitched scream of a woman in ecstasy. My face burned at the mental image of him over there. I told myself again that I should just turned away and walk out, but curiosity pulled me to the mass of people.
He was there, at the center of the space, completely naked, driving his cock into a woman who clawed at the sheets, crying out with each thrust. Another woman knelt beside them; her mouth pressed to the first woman's breasts. There were also several others in their own little piles spaced around the room, but I barely registered them. All of this while the audience stood around watching, cheering.
And my friend's dad, who'd always seemed like the perfect, upstanding man, was fucking like a god. Every woman he touched lost their minds. Every cry out of them sounded like raw pleasure. I stood their staring with my mouth open when he dismounted the first woman for the next, and I saw the size of him. That alone made my thighs squeeze together.
I staggered back before anyone could see me, trying to keep my wits, but knowing it was a lost cause. My skin rose in goosebumps, and I found the first man who smiled at me, grabbed his hand, and pulled him toward an empty room.
I barely caught what he said, too caught up in the need throbbing between my legs. His mouth was rough on my tits, and his hands were impatient as he shoved my dress up and pushed me against the wall. He was inside me before I could even tell him Fuck yes, and I clung to him, letting him use me hard and fast. It wasn't tender, but it was exactly what I needed. The sensation of him filling me, and the ragged sounds we made until I was shaking in his arms, having momentarily forgotten about what I'd witnessed, and the sounds I heard.
When I went home that night, I stripped off my dress, sank into bed, and passed out, exhausted in every way. It was probably stupid to stay after he arrived, but when I finally did leave, I just hoped he would continue to be a rarity there. And at first, it seemed like it was.
Weeks passed before I saw him again. At all... I hadn't been to my friend's house since that night. Couldn't. I couldn't imagine looking her in the eye, let alone sitting across the table from him, pretending I didn't know what his cock looked like. Pretending I hadn't watched him wring screams from random women. But I kept going back to the club. Thankful each time I didn't see him.
I told myself every time I was with someone, that it was unlikely he'd randomly catch me in the act of something. I'd been here dozens of times by now, and he'd only shown up once. Yet, each time I saw a male in my peripherals, my heart skipped, and I was surprised to almost feel disappointed when it wasn't him. It got to the point that he became my new taboo, flashing in my head no matter whose mouth was on me.
So when I came stumbling out of a room one night, still wiping my mouth with the back of my hand, and the couple I'd been with laughing as they followed me out, the last thing I expected was to run right into him at that moment. Literally. I rounded the corner and collided chest-first. I looked up and froze the second I saw him. His gaze dropped to my hand, glistening to the knuckles, then to the couple squeezing past us. Understanding lit his face in an instant. The shock turned my veins to ice, and my stomach bottomed out.
"Shit," I whispered, spinning, desperate to run.
But his hand shot out faster than I was, grabbing my wrist.
"Wait," he called over the music.
I thought he'd be angry. I thought he'd look at me like I was disgusting, or like he could never trust me around his daughter again. Then, he laughed as if the whole situation was too absurd not to laugh at.
"Jesus," he said, shaking his head. "Of all the places to run into you..."
My face burned hotter than it ever had in my life.
"Please," I blurted. "Don't- don't tell her."
"I'm not telling her a damn thing." His grip finally started to loosen. He tilted his head, studying me. "I don't exactly want her knowing I come here either. C'mon. You look like you're about to pass out."
He tugged me toward the back door. Outside, the air was cool, helping me snap back to my senses a little. A group of people were clustered around a barrel fire, passing around bottles of alcohol, and smoking what seemed to be pre-rolls.
He led me a little away from them for some privacy, and leaned against the wall.
"Relax," he said. "There's nothing to be embarrassed about."
My laugh came out strangled. "Nothing? You just saw me-"
"I know what I saw." His eyes sparkled in the firelight. "You think I'm shocked? This is a swingers' club, not your church youth group. I'd be more surprised if you came out of that room knitting. I'm fuckin' here to, so it's not like I'm gonna judge you."
Despite myself, another nervous laugh broke from my throat.
"There you go, let it out," he said. "See? Nothing to be ashamed of. You're a grown woman, and you can do what you want. I was just surprised. I guess it never hit me how much you kids grew up."
The casual way he said it made me grateful that he wasn't condemning me. And he was right, if he were to say anything to anyone, it'd be a mutual destruction for both of us.
We hung around talking, as he continued to calm me down. For the first time since spotting him here, I wasn't thinking about fleeing. I was just... aware of how odd it felt. Then I became more aware of how broad his shoulders were up close. Of the start of wrinkles at the corner of his eyes when he smiled. And lastly, the fact that this man, who'd once been nothing more than an almost "Dad" figure most my life, had touched women in ways that left them screaming while I watched without him knowing.
When we finally went back inside, I stuck close to him unintentionally. I ended up not doing anything else that night, and left while he was still there. However, once I was in the safety of my own bed, I wondered if he made anyone else scream that night. I bit hard on my own pillow, burying my face when I came, afraid of waking up my own parents.
After that night things began to change. I stopped thinking about avoiding the club which I knew I wasn't going to do anyway. I stopped being concerned if he was there every time I pushed through the doors. And he was there often enough now, that pretending otherwise became impossible. I even surprised myself by how quickly I adjusted.
We didn't speak much when we did see each other though. Mostly it was a nod at the bar, and maybe a brief smile if we happened to catch the other looking from a distance. He stayed in his circles, and I stayed in mine. As long as I kept to the private rooms when I wanted to play, I could almost forget he was somewhere in the building, doing his own thing. I told myself I was in control, and that I could draw the line and keep it clean, even if I wasn't getting to enjoy the more exhibitionistic parts of my new found self.
Then one particular night when I arrived, I didn't see him anywhere. The lounge was crowded, but I walked through, trying to see if I found him anywhere. Next, I scanned the open rooms, looking if he was in any of those. That restless itch in me demanded something reckless that I hadn't been able to enjoy for too long. That was when I spotted this silver fox I'd been eyeing for weeks, through the entry to the space he was in. He was mid-fifties maybe, and his hair was cut in this professional looking, silver, ivy league sort of way. He kept his beard cut down to this sexy stubble that he kept neatly lined. And the way he carried himself felt like he was probably a big deal in his daytime life.
When he caught me looking, he gave a little jerk of his head in invitation. I didn't hesitate. I don't know what it is, but no matter how seductive and intimidating I looked, when a guy still had the confidence to assume I'd just come running because he prompted me to... Well, it made me come running.
The group room, if you could call it a room, was already packed when I slipped inside. There were bodies grinding, and the moans were almost enough to drown out the music. The smell of sex was thick. I went straight to him, and he pulled me down with a hand on my waist, while I was already dragging my dress up over my head. His touch was as confident as the gesture he'd made to get me there. Based on the way he handled me, he meant to put me on display and open me up for the others as much as for himself.
What followed was a rush of mouths, hands, and cocks. One man fucked me from behind while another pushed between my lips; when he pulled out, another slid in, filling every need for exhibitionism I'd been carrying. I was dripping, and overwhelmed in the best way, listening to the sounds of skin on skin, and moans all around me.
There were other women in the room who weren't idle, either. One was on her knees, riding another woman's tongue while a cock pumped into her from behind. The cries of the woman below, were muffled between her thighs, as she rubbed her own unattended pussy. Another was laid back on top of a guy, with her tits bouncing as he and another on top of her, took her at once, her nails clawing at the sheets over the thin mattress. When one guy I didn't even know was there finished across my breasts, the woman next to me leaned in to lick it off, before she kissed her partner, sharing the taste.
I reached out in my bliss, my hand straying to stroke another woman's slimy lips, and then partially wrap around a man's cock, feeling him drive into her with my hand repeatedly caught between them. Everywhere I turned there was pleasure, and all of it left me gasping and used, as we were watched.
That was when I saw him standing near the arched entryway with his arms folded, and staring directly at me. The sight hit like a shockwave of shame and shivers rushing through me all at once. For a heartbeat I had the same instinct I'd had the first time he caught me, but then the silver fox tugged my hair back and slid his cock between my lips. I could only gasp and look up again.
He was still watching. Only now his cock was out and he was stroking himself as he stood watching the show. My chest tightened and my thighs shook, watching him fist his massive cock in return, and my focus didn't leave except for when I winced, as another man pushed into me from behind. I couldn't look away, even with the silver fox in my mouth, or when the guy behind me pinned my wrists to my back. Bodies took what they wanted, and I watched him take me visually.
When his fist tightened, and I watch his seed fire aimlessly to the ground, it felt like a waste. I finally came harder than I had in weeks, after avoiding all public displays so I wouldn't have to endure his judgment. But his judgment came in the form of him getting off to me being used.
This became our new norm. Where the idea of him seeing me with other men and women, originally brought anxiety of shame I thought'd kill me, after that night there was no point in trying to hide anything, anymore.
If I walked into a room and he was already there, I didn't bother to turn around. If he caught me on my knees, with my lips stretched around someone else's cock, I didn't look away. Sometimes he even came closer, openly watching me, with one hand in his lap. And when it was him, when he was the one deep inside a woman, I watched too. I tried to resist at first, but his open voyeurism of me, finally got me to succumb.
Other times, someone else would lend a hand and pleasure me while I stared at him, or a man filling one of my holes while my gaze stayed fixed on his. I knew it was a dangerous game we were playing at this point, and yet we both let it happen. We never said a word about it. On the surface, we treated the other like a random stranger in the club.
One night I was with a couple in one of the semi-public rooms with no door, and the curtains open, signaling anyone could stand outside and watch but not join unless invited. The man had me on my back, his wife's tongue working at my clit, when I could just feel his presence, that sense of being seen. I looked up, and sure enough, there he was.
My friend's dad was leaning in the doorway, sporting his signature arm cross, as though casually passing time. My pulse jumped, and it took me a moment to realize there was a woman I didn't recognize kneeling in front of him with her lips stretched around his cock. Something finally snapped in me.
I gently pushed at the couple, murmuring an apology as I sat up. "I'm so sorry, you two, but I need a moment." They looked disappointed but nodded, already turning back to each other as I slid off the mattress in the narrow room. Gathering my stuff under one arm, I stepped into the hall on unsteady legs, and reached for him.
My hand wrapped around his, and I leaned down toward the stranger's face, still on her knees, forcing my voice to sound as sweet and casual as I could. "I'm so sorry, sweetie, but I need to talk to my husband for a moment." The words tasted reckless, but I needed her to leave, and I was hoping hearing the word "wife" would convey the necessity.
The woman blinked up at me, with him still spearing her lips. He just stared at me in silence, with this look of curiosity when I stood back upright. Then, slowly, he looked down at her. "You heard her," he said. "My wife needs me." It was followed by a light chuckle.
Her lips slipped free with a wet sound, sucking at her own saliva. She rose without protest, wiped her mouth with a shrug, and disappeared into the crowd. For a moment, the hallway belonged only to us. The fire in my chest threatened to consume me; I didn't know what I'd done, only that I couldn't undo it now.
Without letting go of his hand, I tugged him away from the doorway. We passed door after door, finding most of them drawn shut, and muffled sounds spilling through, but my grip never loosened. Finally finding an empty private room, I pulled him inside, and slammed the door shut behind us. Suddenly it was only the two of us and the room felt smaller than it already was. I stood in front of him naked, my skin flushed, and my chest heaving. The quiet in here was deafening compared to the chaos outside.
I took a deep breath, then turned on him fast. "What are we even doing? Huh? I mean, what in the actual fuck, is this?"
He leaned against the wall as calm as could be, unfazed by the fact I'd just dragged him away from a stranger's mouth, claiming to be his wife.
"Well, it looks to me like you pulled me out of a good time. That's what it looks like."
"Don't-" My voice cracked. "Don't play it off. You've been watching me for weeks. You think I don't notice? Every time I'm with someone, you're there. You don't even try to hide it anymore."
His attention didn't waver. "And you're doing something different?"
The truth of it burned in my chest. I wanted to scream at him, and break the façade he had. Instead, I laughed. It came out as a sharp, frantic sound. "So what then? Do you want me? Is that it?"
He didn't answer, and his silence only made the panic in me climb higher.
I shoved at his chest, though he barely moved. "God, you're pathetic. If that's what it is, and you actually want me, then grow some balls and do something about it!"
I didn't expect him to move but he did. His hands were on me before I could breathe. One second I was taunting him, and the next my feet left the floor. He spun me like I was weightless and slammed me against the wall hard enough I thought I'd have left a dent. The cool surface shocked my bare skin.
A startled gasp broke from my throat, as his chest pressed into my back. His grip at my sides was unrelenting to the point I felt like I should've been afraid. That I should've told him to let me go.
Instead, I taunted him. "So this is it? This is what you've been wanting all along, huh? For you to have your chance at what you've been watching everyone else just take?"
His breath was hot against my ear. "Do you think you're the only one that can tease? You let them use you, but every moan, every single orgasm, was while you were looking at me. You've been mine this whole time, and yes, now I'm gonna take it. It's time you learned how to be properly fucked."
One of his hands slid down, until I felt the blunt head of his cock pressing between my thighs. My stomach flipped at how large the head felt, just pressing against me,.
"Do you reall-" I started, but was cut off the instant he started to press forward.
The wide crown stretched me open, forcing me apart to accommodate him. My nails scraped uselessly at the wall, as I fought worthlessly to keep my body from tensing against the intrusion.
"What's the matter, too much?" he teased, in his maddeningly calm voice.
I shook my head no even as my voice broke. "You're- huge..."
"Then stop resisting it, and take it. This is what you've been wanting," he accused, then started forward again.
The push burned. My body clenched around him at the searing stretch as he worked deeper. Every inch forced me open wider than I thought I could go.
"Breathe," he ordered, his hand firm at my throat now, as he pulled my ear back to his lips.
I tried, sucking in air, resting my forehead back against the wall the second he let me go. The pain was almost unbearable. But the first few inches were the worst. Once that part of me started to adjust, the rest became an overwhelming fullness. A moan slipped from me as he started to slide back and forth to try and plumb the last few inches inside.
"That's it," he growled. "Now you're getting there."
It didn't last long before he fully slid out, pulled me back from the wall, and spun me around. One of his large hands gripped me under my thigh, lifting me until my legs wrapped around his waist. The new angle drove him even deeper, as he lowered me back onto his shaft, leaving me feeling like I was being skewered. The stretch was so intense I cried out.



My arms flailed before finding his shoulders, clinging to him as he fucked into me, slow at first, then harder, with each thrust breaking me open a little more.
"There you go, baby?" His voice was a rasp against my neck. "See, I knew you can take all of it. You're almost there."
My head fell back when he rested me against the wall, holding me up by my ass. "I can't! It's... too much," I practically cried
"No, it's not too much." He nipped my neck where my jaw met my ear. "It's never too much."
He pulled me away from the wall again, and taking a few steps over, he lowered me until my back hit the couch that occupied the room in place of a bed. He spread me wide, pinning one of my knees to my chest and the other out to the side, then driving back in.
The pressure was unbearable once more. I felt like I was being split apart until tears formed in the corner of my eyes. But beneath everything was a fire. Pleasure that built with every stroke, swallowing the pain whole, fueled by this inexplicable need to please him.
I arched against him no longer fighting, and my cries turning raw and desperate regardless of any lingering pain. "Don't stop- please don't stop!"
We tumbled again, his grip never faltering, as he dragged me onto the floor, flipped me onto my stomach, and entered from behind. The angle was brutal from how he kept my thighs pinched together between his own, and every thrust was deep enough to make me yelp. He pressed my cheek to the rug, covered in God knows what, but my hips pushed back into him all the same.
Keeping in one position long enough, the burn finally gave way, leaving only shuddering waves of sensation, as my snatch finally started to acclimate to his size.
"Now you're taking it," he rasped, pounding harder. "All that lip earlier, and look at you. You're practically begging for it."
I could feel his pounding grow more erratic the faster he got, and I could feel him swelling more before he growled, "I'm gonna cum."
The words jolted through me, and I turned my head to look at him over my shoulder as best I could. "On my face. Please, I want you to finish on me."
That was all it took. He dismounted me and yanked my sweat-soaked body up. Twisting me to my knees in front of him, he stroked his gleaming cock, while I looked up with parted lips. I licked it when it was in reach, and waited impatiently for him to finish.
He broke into a slur of profanities, and a heartbeat later he gripped me by my hair, tilted my face forward, and caught me directly to the side of my nose. Each shot covered me, hot across my cheeks and lips. I kept my eyes closed on instinct, but kept my mouth parted, as his cum dripped down my chin to my chest. When he started to run out of steam, he tilted my head back again, squeezing out the last of it until there was nothing left, and fed just the tip into my mouth for me to suckle at.
When it was done, he dropped onto the couch, but I stayed there on my knees in front of him, breathing hard, letting his cum cool on my skin. My body ached everywhere he'd been, stretched and sore in ways that I knew I'd be feeling for days.
But the shame I'd been so afraid of was completely gone. I only wanted more.
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I hadn't even been back a week before I realized how different everything felt. Or maybe it was me that was different.
When I left for school four years ago, I was your typical neighborhood tomboy. I lived in baggy jeans and loose shirts, always tagging along with the boys on our block with very few girls my age around. They were the kids I grew up with, so they became my best friends even as we got older. I never had the confidence the other girls did. I'd see them in their shorts that showed off their legs or tank tops that displayed cute little belly buttons. Even pierced ones as we got older. Meanwhile, I hid in layers, hoping no one noticed the tits I lacked. Like, seriously lacked. My face was feminine enough, but I practically could've played on the shirtless teams when we were at the park.
A couple of the boys tried hitting on me over the years. I even dated one to see, but it always felt kinda weird. I really didn't want to be the only girl that never had a boyfriend though. When we finally had sex, I realized I couldn't do it. It wasn't bad, I mean he was sweet and careful, but I knew every disgusting thing about him from when we grew up. From him and the other guys talking about going to the bathroom, to every awkward detail of when he went through during puberty. It was like forcing myself into a role I didn't belong in. After that one time, I simply couldn't see him as my boyfriend, and I knew I never would.
And then there was Steve. Steve was always there. He was the older neighbor next door, that I saw nearly every day. Summers meant catching him mowing shirtless with sweat running down his chest, or fixing something around the house with tools slung from his belt. He'd lean against the fence to chat with my dad, and I'd find myself staring, the crush I'd never be able to let known, making my heart pound. I'm sure to him, I was just another kid hanging around, and if it wasn't for my hair in a messy ponytail, he'd probably have thought I was another one of the boys from my scuffed arms and legs after climbing trees.
He and his wife never had kids, but sometimes I wished they had, so I could've made friends with them and had an excuse to wander over more often. Instead, I kept my distance, watching from the window or pretending to barely notice him when he waved. But deep down, I probably masturbated to thoughts of him more than I had anybody else combined.
Then four years of college changed me. A lot. After finding myself in a whole new world, with no one I knew, I'd found the gym to help keep me occupied. I shaped my body into something I was proud of. I saw the girls online posing, and teasing and I thought to myself, I could do that... So I did. I made enough money as time went on, that I saved up for the breasts I always wanted. I didn't go big. I had always been so small, so I was afraid of looking like I had beach balls, and turning off the following I'd worked so hard to build. I did go expensive though, and was super happy with how real they looked. At some point came the hair. I bleached it, turning my plain brown hair into the kind of blonde that belonged in a video set on a beach. I wasn't shy anymore. I'd gotten used to being seen, and I loved every second of it.
Some of the guys from the block were still around too, and either living at, or hanging around their parents' houses when I came back. They definitely noticed the changes. The way their eyes traveled down my body when I'd pass by in shorts or when I stretched out by the pool wasn't subtle. They hit on me harder than they ever did in high school, dropping dumb pickup lines and asking when I was going to "give them a chance."
But no matter how persistent they got, I couldn't take them seriously. All I could remember was them farting on each other in the treehouse, burping contests on the porch, and the time one of them thought it was funny to pee in a Gatorade bottle and then dared another to drink it. That's what I saw when they tried to act smooth, every disgusting detail of their awkward teenage years.
I smiled, I flirted back, but it was always playful. I let them down with a laugh, telling them I couldn't date someone I still saw as a brother. They groaned, and rolled their eyes, but I meant it. They'd never be more than the boys I grew up with, no matter how much my body or theirs had changed.
Steve though... Steve was different. He wasn't part of that history. He didn't smell like Axe body spray, or sweat from pickup basketball. He was a man, and the only one who I could never take my eyes off. Things started a few days after I got back. I'd been running errands with my mom, dressed down in old sweats and a t-shirt, with no makeup, and my hair tied up in a messy knot. My new body I'd spent countless hours in the gym to maintain, was hidden the way it used to be, and I hated how much smaller I felt when I saw him dressed that way.
But of course that's when Steve was out front,bent over in the flower bed pulling weeds. He stood when he saw me, wiping his hands on his jeans. My heart jumped into my throat. It was the first time I'd actually stood face to face with him since I'd come home.
"Hey there, stranger," he said smiling, looking over me before settling back on my face.
I mumbled something back, and my cheeks heated up. I wanted him to see me, but... no, not like this after working so hard to change.
Still, I think he caught some of the details. The blonde hair, the more defined lines of my face even with no makeup, and I think the curve of my chest that hadn't been there before. If he noticed, he didn't say it. He just gave me that polite neighborly tone I remembered from when I was younger.
"How've you been? College treating you okay?"
"Yeah," I said quickly, wishing I had on one of my tiny tops instead. I graduated last month, actually, so... All done."
"That's good," he nodded, as if he was simply being polite. "Well, congratulations."
And just like that, he excused himself, heading back toward the garage as if nothing about me had changed.
I stood there in the driveway clutching my keys, embarrassed and frustrated all at once. He was still the same polite Steve. He clearly hadn't spent a second thinking about me since I'd left, unlike I had him. It made me all the more determined to remind him who I was, and to show him exactly who I'd become.
It wasn't as if I'd sat down and plotted the whole thing. The first time it happened was almost by accident. One of the guys I'd grown up with, Tim, came over one afternoon. He'd been pestering me since I got back, acting as though I owed him another shot now that I "looked different." It didn't matter how much I rejected him, he never gave up, so I'll give him that.
We ended up by the pool one afternoon, with me stretched out on a float baking in the sun, and him splashing around trying to get my attention, with cannonballs and flips. "Come on, you can't tell me you're not into this," he said, puffing up his chest in the water.
I laughed, sipping from my water bottle, keeping my sunglasses on so I didn't have to roll my eyes at him directly. "You never quit, do you?"
"Not when I know you want me," he shot back with a grin, paddling closer.
I shifted, stretching my legs out deliberately, feeling the water lap at my thighs. And that's when I noticed Steve through the slats in the fence. He was out in his yard again, rake in hand, working as he always did. My stomach flipped, wondering if he'd be able to see me through the cracks between the boards. Maybe not every detail, but if he was close enough, maybe he'd see a little.
So when Tim tried again, whining about how I hadn't given him a chance, I smirked. "You don't get it, do you?" I said loud enough to carry. "I don't like boys. I like men. Older men."
Tim froze, blinking at me like I'd told the world's worst joke. "Yeah, right," he scoffed, laughing it off. "Since when?"
I let the corner of my mouth curl, tilting my head back on the float so my voice carried a further. "Since always. I want a man who knows what he's doing. Someone who doesn't still live with his mom."
Tim sputtered, trying to turn it into a joke, but I barely heard him. My pulse was in my ears hoping Steve had heard me. I'd said it as a tease, a line meant to make Tim shut up, but really, it wasn't for him at all. I almost felt bad for using Tim, so I didn't close my legs, when I knew his place at the foot of my float allowed him to look right between them.
It was a couple weeks later when things really started to turn. Tim was over again, still trying his luck, and splashing around in the pool like we were kids. I was half-heartedly humoring him by ducking under and popping back up. I knew how I looked with my hair plastered to my shoulders, and water running down my chest.
That's when I happened to look up.
I swear I saw movement in Steve's upstairs window. It was only the faintest shift of a curtain, and it could've been nothing. Maybe the breeze of their AC, or maybe I imagined it, but the possibility made me shiver at the thought of him watching. My heart sped up, and for a second, I forgot Tim was even there. I didn't snap back until he'd splashed water at me, calling my name.
If Steve was watching... if he really saw me out here like this...
I couldn't get the thought out of my head. Every little thing after that, from the way I postured myself on the float, to the way I adjusted my bikini top, and even the way I kicked water, suddenly became deliberate. It was as though I was posing for my content.
That was the moment it started. The idea that I could tease him, push him to look again. As nice as he was, Tim was nothing but background noise. What mattered was whether Steve stayed at that window. It didn't happen all at once. After that possible glimpse, I started catching myself looking for chances and opportunities.
One morning I went jogging. I'd seen him out front, so I quickly pulled on a pair of shorts that were so tiny they barely covered my ass before I pulled them into a deep wedgie, and a sports bra that still left some cleavage. When I came down out the front door, there he was, out front trimming one of their trees. I slowed as I passed, tugging my ponytail tighter while I saw him glance up at me. He didn't say a word, simply nodded, but that nod made my thighs feel hotter than the run did.
Then there was the Saturday morning I came home after a night out. I was finishing walk of shame from some guy's place that picked me up at a club, and I still looked the part. My makeup was smudged, and hair a mess, as well as the tight, tiny skirt and loosely draped top still showing most all of my skin. My heels dangled from my fingers when I got out of my car.
Steve was in his garage, working on something at the bench in a sleeveless shirt, showing off his magnificent arms. I almost bolted inside, but instead I veered toward him, chewing my lip. "Morning," I said, trying to sound casual. "What're you working on?"
He turned, glanced at me once, taking in the state I was in, and then back at the project in his hands. "Just fixing this hinge," he said simply, ignoring the fact that I was standing there looking as though I'd stumbled out of a frat house the morning after a party.
I leaned against the garage frame, pretending to be interested. "You're always fixing something," I teased. "Feels like the house should be brand new by now."
That's when his wife came out. She paused when she saw me, her eyebrows arching slightly. I straightened, and my heart beat harder. She only half smiled. "Hi," she said politely.
"Hey," I chirped, forcing a sunny grin like this was the most normal thing in the world. We chatted for a second, her asking if I'd recently gotten back in town, a little chitchat and then she told Steve she needed his help with something inside when he had a second.
I gave a teasing wave to both of them, a flirty, careless flutter of my fingers, and then I sauntered back toward my house, as casually as I could. Inside though, I was lighting up, feeling like last night's escapade was no longer enough to tide me over. I went straight to the shower,and adjusted the showerhead, taking it off its mount.
After that, it became a game for me to find chances to flirt. Sometimes it was going to get the mail when he was outside, exaggerating the swing of my hips, and making my pony tail swing. Sometimes it was just walking into their garage when he was working, pretending to be curious so I could lean over his shoulder. And sometimes it was the simplest thing, laying out in the sun when I knew he was home, stretched across a lounge chair in my tiniest bikinis.
It all came to a head one Saturday afternoon. My dad was out back grilling, already a couple beers in, and I was stretched out on the chair, oiled up, letting the sun warm every inch of me.
"Jesus, why do you have to lay out in that when we're home?" he grumbled, poking at his steaks. "Can't you cover up a little bit more?"
I laughed, sliding my sunglasses down my nose. "What? I'm not actually showing anything."
That's when Steve appeared at the fence, leaning on it the way he always did, to talk to my dad. I sat up some, suddenly I wasn't simply sunbathing anymore, I was putting myself on display.
They started talking about the usual stuff about yardwork, the neighborhood, and then some game on TV, but Steve kept sneaking looks at me. They weren't long, or obvious, but enough to make me feel the warmth growing between my legs. I wanted more.
So I got up, as casually as I could, and slid into the pool. The water cooled my skin, but my pulse was racing. I pulled myself onto the float, the oil making me slip on the vinyl surface. Parting my thighs, I couldn't help wondering if the wet bikini left anything to his imagination.
After a few minutes, I paddle to turn myself so I could peek over the edge of my sunglasses. He wasn't looking at me, his attention was all on my dad, but he looked a bit more tense than he had been before. And then he looked my way. It was only a flicker in my direction, and he looked almost guilty. I gave him a flirty smile, and pushed my sunglasses up the bridge of my nose before turning my head away and laying it back down on my arms, as if nothing had happened.
He'd definitely been looking. It was almost too easy.
Days later I was stretched out on the lounge chair, the oil making my skin shine, and my bikini barely holding on, when I heard the sound of Steve working outside again. Getting an idea, I tapped my friend's name and put the call on speaker, settling back with my eyes closed. We chatted about nothing at first, then I redirected the conversation when the conversation gave the opportunity.
"Yeah, I've been posting more lately," I said, making sure I was loud enough to carry. "My subs go crazy when I do pool stuff. You know... bikinis, wet hair, all that. It's easy money."
My friend giggled. "What's your page again? I keep forgetting."
I bit the inside of my cheek, and told her. I said it slow and clear, making sure to spell part of it after.
We kept talking for a while after that, the subject changing from one thing to another, but my heart wouldn't slow down. I knew he was there and that he had to have heard me. When I finally hung up, I lay there grinning to myself, rolling over to tan my back.
That's when he made enough noise, banging against something, that there's no way I couldn't pretend I didn't know he was there. My heart jumped. I slid off the chair and walked to the fence. Taking my sunglasses off, I acted as if nothing about the last ten minutes had been out of the ordinary.
"Hey, Steve," I said lightly, leaning against the wood. "Whatcha working on now?" My smile was innocent, and my voice casual, but inside, I felt like I was on fire.
Steve didn't hesitate when I called out. He came over and leaned against the fence, wiping his forehead with his arm. While my head barely cleared the fence line, having to stretch to rest my forearms on it, it barely came to his armpit. He gave me that polite smile of his, and then said, "Oh, you know... putting together some new patio furniture. The old stuff was pretty weather beaten."
I nodded, twirling my sunglasses between my fingers. "Always mister DIY," I teased. "I hope I find a man one day, that's as good with his hands as you seem to be."
I bit my lip and he chuckled, but it was short. His eyes swept over me, quickly, as if he was trying not to. I felt the heat flush start in my chest from the thought that maybe he'd heard every word of my phone call.
We talked a bit longer about the small things that didn't matter. I was starting to push it, leaning closer, and letting my voice take on that lilting tone I knew I used when I flirted. Thats when the door from his kitchen opened.
His wife stepped out into the yard, calling his name before she spotted me. Her eyes bounced from him to me and back, but she gave me a friendly smile all the same. "Hi there," she said.
"Hey," I answered brightly, flashing a grin like I didn't have a care in the world.
Steve cleared his throat. "Hey hon. I'm just finishing up out here. I'll be in in a minute," he told her. She gave a small nod and a "'K," then disappeared back inside. He turned to me, and once again, he looked almost... guilty.
"I should, uh- get back to it," he said, already stepping away. "I've got some stuff to do inside, when I finish out here."
I couldn't help myself. I pouted slightly before giving a little shrug. "Don't work too hard," I said lightly, and turned back toward my chair. "A man deserves to enjoy himself after a week of hard work."
As I walked away, I grabbed the ties of my bikini top and tugged them free, slipping the string around my neck, up over my head. By the time I settled on the chair, I was topless, stretched out unconcerned if anyone could see. I didn't see him when I'd turned around, so I didn't know if he even caught me undoing my top, but I wanted to think he did.
After another rotation of front and back, behind my dark lenses, I let my eyes drift up toward his house. It was hard to see through the reflection in the upstairs window, but I was pretty sure I saw the faintest parting of the curtain, just enough someone could be looking through.
My heart skipped, thinking he may be watching. I smiled, wiggling into the chair, the sun warming my bare skin. I wasn't even sure what I was doing anymore, only that every time he looked away, I wanted to push harder just to see if he'd break.
Later that afternoon, after I'd showered and slipped into a pair of shorts and a loose top, I flopped onto my bed and grabbed my phone. It had become a habit of checking my page, scrolling through notifications, seeing which clips were hitting hardest.
And then I saw I had a brand-new subscriber. No profile picture, no bio, nothing but some anonymous handle that hadn't been there an hour ago. I stared at it, my pulse drumming in my ears. I knew it could be anybody, but the timing felt too perfect. First the phone call by the pool, then the way he'd cut our conversation short when his wife came out, and then- God, the upstairs curtain cracked open when I laid out topless.
I chewed my lip, refreshing the page once, twice. There was no reason to keep refreshing, but my skin tingled all over, sending a shiver running down my spine. It had to be him. I couldn't prove it, but every part of me believed it. The idea of Steve, in his house next door, upstairs with his phone, watching me... I could picture him hidden away in the bathroom, looking for privacy from her, while he finished himself over their toilet to pictures and videos of me.
I sank back against the pillows wondering how far he'd let me go. The longer I thought about all of it, the more restless I got. My body felt like I'd downed three cups of coffee. I couldn't sit there wondering if it was him. I needed to push and find out.



So, I did something I hadn't planned. I set my phone up against a stack of pillows, checked the angle, and went live. It wasn't advertised, and it certainly wasn't polished. It was raw, letting whoever was watching getting me exactly as I was in that moment. If it was Steve, I wanted him to know it was for him. And if he missed it, I'd leave it up for later, just in case.
I stretched back on my bed. "I couldn't stop thinking about my neighbor earlier," I murmured, tugging the strap of my top off my shoulder, then the other. I slid the tank up over my breasts, baring them slowly, letting my nipples stiffen under the cool air. "It feels so good to sunbathe topless, but... sometimes I want more than to lay out there all by myself, you know?" I pouted at the camera.
My hands trailed down over my stomach, pushing the waistband of my shorts lower, teasing the curve of my mound. "I wish someone was here to watch me," I whispered, eyes fixed on the lens, knowing exactly who I was talking to. "Maybe a certain neighbor..."
I pulled the shorts down, leaving only the tiniest strip of fabric between my thighs. My fingers slipped under, stroking myself until the wet sounds were caught by the mic. I let my head fall back, moaning softly, but louder than I needed to, enough that if anyone was watching, it would feel like I was right there in the room with them.
Tilting my eyes toward the camera, I teased, "Tell me... if you were my neighbor, would you really stay inside? Or would you blow off whatever chores your wife had lined up, so you could come keep me company while I tanned?" I pressed my head back into the pillows, arching until my back was off the bed, in bliss.
"God, I think about you watching me," I breathed, rolling my hips as I touched myself harder. "Standing at the window, looking down while I lay out in the sun. It makes me so wet wondering if one of you could be living right next door, right now."
I let myself build until my thighs trembled and my toes curled. Until the sounds came out of me shamelessly. My orgasm tore through me hard and unfiltered, leaving me panting into the camera.
When it was over, I touched my wet fingers to my lips, and blew a shaky kiss from glistening lips to the phone and ended the stream. I set the video to post for anyone who missed it. For him.
I collapsed back against the pillows, my heart still racing. If he hadn't been watching live, I was certain he would later. And when he saw the title, Thinking about my neighbor, he'd have to know.
The next day I couldn't sit still. Every time I touched my phone, I checked to see if there was a new like on that video, or a new comment, some sign from him. By early evening I couldn't resist. I slipped on a sundress with thin straps, and a ridiculously short hem, and wandered out back. I waited, half buzzing with nerves, checking to see if I'd hear him outside anywhere.
It didn't take long before I heard the sound of one of his doors opening, and the scrape of something heavy being moved. My pulse jumped, and I wandered toward the fence with a glass of lemonade in hand, casual as I could manage.
"Hey, Steve," I called.
He looked up from where he was bent over a toolbox through the door from his garage. "Hey there," he said, and for the first time, it felt as though he was staring, and not just casually looking. It still wasn't long, but long enough that my skin felt warmer under the thin fabric.
When he approached the fence, he was the same polite Steve, that was careful with his words. But there was a tightness in his voice now, hinting he was holding something back. And when I laughed at something dumb I'd said and let my hand tug my dress strap back up my shoulder, I caught that flicker in his eyes, followed by the quick look away like he didn't want to be caught staring.
It wasn't much, but it was a crack in the calm act he always put on. It made me smile into my lemonade, and I was sure he was seeing me differently now. However, I wanted more than brief glimpses, more than polite smiles. I wanted to feel the tension, see if I was right about him.
The chance came one evening when my parents had gone out to dinner. I heard Steve in his garage again with his radio on, and the sound of tools clanking. His wife's car wasn't in the driveway and my pulse spiked the second I noticed.
My excuse if he asked was that I was just being neighborly as I crossed the yard, holding a glass of wine. But I knew better. I leaned against the frame of his open garage door and grinned. "I swear, you're always out here. Don't you ever sit still?"
He glanced up looking startled, wiping his hands. "It keeps me busy and out of trouble," he said. "Besides, it's better than staring at a screen all night."
I sipped from my glass, before I tilted my head. "Do you ever take a break at least?"
He hesitated, then set the wrench down, and finally gave me his full attention. "Guess I am right now."
That tightness in his voice was there again; the same one I'd heard since the video. The one that made me think of him upstairs in the middle of the day, watching me cum all over my hand, in my bed.
I stepped further inside, pretending to look at the half-fixed shelf he had clamped to the bench. "You're pretty good at this stuff," I said lightly, brushing my fingers over the edge of the wood. "Handy. That's... attractive."
He sniffed and tensed up a little as I spoke. "You shouldn't say things like that," he murmured, eyes flicking to me and away again.
I smiled, leaning close enough that he could smell the wine on my breath, and maybe even the warmth from my skin after laying out in the sun that day. "Why not? It's true."
He didn't move, didn't scold me, or even laugh it off. He simply sat there, and I felt like I had him cornered. He let out a slow breath, and shook his head, trying to clear it.
"You shouldn't even be in here," he said finally, tossing the rag on the bench. "It's not... appropriate."
I tilted my glass, swirling what was left of the wine. "Hmmm. Appropriate," I repeated, considering the word. "That's a very dad thing to say."
His mouth twitched almost into a smile, but he covered it quickly. "I mean it."
I leaned back against the workbench, close enough that our arms nearly touched. "Relax, Steve. As far as I'm concerned, I'm just talking to my neighbor. I mean- it's only as weird as you make it"
His eyes lingered on me for a second before he pulled them away, focusing on the shelf as though thinking about what he still needed to do with it. "Where are your parents tonight?" he asked.
"Dinner," I said dismissively and took the last sip. I set the empty glass down so I could cross my arms under my chest, knowing exactly how it presented my cleavage. "Where's your wife?"
That made him pause for a second. The muscles at his temple flexed, not wanting to answer.
"Out with friends," he said finally.
I smiled. "So it's only us tonight."
He turned then, giving me a look that was supposed to be firm, or perhaps a warning. But underneath it, I caught there was something he couldn't quite smother.
"Don't," he said quietly.
I pushed off the workbench and, before he could tell me no again, I hopped up onto the hood of his car, feeling the cool metal underneath me. I leaned back on my palms, causing the hem of my skirt to rise as I did. I let one leg swing lazily, kicking the tire with the back of my heel with each swing. I knew exactly how much I was showing him.
His eyes snapped to me, then away so fast you'd think he'd been burned. "You shouldn't-"
"What?" I cut in, pretending innocence. "Oh my God, I'm not doing anything wrong. I'm literally just sitting here." I tilted my head, catching his gaze with a little smile. "It's your fault if you're looking a something you shouldn't be."
He swallowed hard. For a man who always seemed calm and collected, he suddenly looked like he didn't know what to do with himself. For me, that was the best part. Watching him fight it. Knowing my thighs were within a foot from his reach, my dress riding high, as if I was daring him every second we sat here.
"Relax, Steve. No one's around. Your wife's out. My parents are gone. It's you and me."
For a heartbeat, he stared at the floor. His knuckles were white as he clutched his hands together, and his jaw worked like he was biting back words he didn't dare let out. I knew I was winning.
I adjusted casually, and propped one bare foot on top of the tire. My bent knee caused the sundress to slip higher, baring the smooth skin of the underside of my thigh.
Steve's eyes rose up before he could stop himself. He opened his mouth like he was about to lecture me again, but I cut him off with a loud, exaggerated sigh.
"Steve," I rolled my eyes, shaking my head. "I'm not doing anything." My smile turned to a grin as I tilted my head at him. "Besides, what are you gonna do anyway? Spank me?"
That one caught him. His head jumped up as though I'd smacked him with the idea, and then, God, he actually laughed. It was a short, sharp huff, but it was a break in his tension.
I grinned, leaning forward to rest my chin on my knee. "And if you are gonna spank me, at least let me record it," I teased. "I bet I'd make a fortune off that video." I said it to see how he'd react to my not-so-subtle reference to my OF.
His hands stopped moving, any chance of laughter dying in his throat. He stared at me for a second, and I watched the change in his face. The small amusement that had been there twisted into something else entirely. It was like he suddenly couldn't decide if it was safe to look at me or if he should walk away.
I watched him, waiting. I finally let out a small laugh that loosened him a little, but there was still flexing of his jaw, the part of him trying to do the right thing. I could see his resolve cracking.
"If my wife saw you like this," he said, half-grim, "she'd be happy to give you a spanking you'd remember."
I leaned forward on my knee, letting the sundress ride even higher, and let out a breathy laugh. "Oh?" I said, tilting my head. "I'd bet you'd beg to see that," I said, almost leering at him. "Wouldn't you? But think how good that'd look on camera."
He went pale for a second, then squinted at me. "Don't-" he started, then stopped, as if arguing would make whatever he was feeling more real.
"You know," I continued softly, as though I were half-trying-on-an-idea, "your wife's kinda hot for her age. I don't know... maybe if she were in it, the video would be even better." I let the suggestion hang there, watching him try to fit the pieces together: him, wife, me, a camera, the thought of it had to be something impossible and thrilling for him.
He swallowed, and he looked at me like he was about to say no, his hand stayed on his thigh, clenching harder.
"Don't say things like that," he whispered at last. He looked away toward the bench, toward anything but me.
I sat back, letting the heat of the moment settle around us. I'd pushed him hard. And whatever he chose next, whatever rule he clung to or broke, I was pretty sure it was only a matter of time.
Then I smiled, taunting him. "Well... your loss," I said lightly, swinging my foot off the tire.
I stayed perched on the hood though, with my legs still parted, and sundress still bunched up high. "I should probably get out of your hair, I guess" I added, but I didn't move. I wanted to see if he'd ask me to.
Steve kept his eyes down, rubbing his hands against his pants, maybe trying to wipe the sweat from them. For a long second he didn't say anything, and I wondered if he was going to tell me that was a good idea. If he'd finally draw the line for the night.
Instead, he gave a meek shrug in the way a man does when doesn't have an argument. "It's your call," he said barely above a whisper.
My pulse jumped at the fact he hadn't told me no. He hadn't told me to stop. He'd left the choice in my hands. It sounded like permission to me, but he didn't want to say it.
I inched forward on the hood. His whole body went rigid, but he didn't move his stool back.
"So if it's my call," I murmured, tilting my head, "then what happens if I decide to stay right here?" My voice dropped lower. "What if I keep sitting on your car, in my short dress, letting you stare at me when you know you shouldn't?"
He looked down toward my feet for several seconds, then finally back at me. His eyes betrayed him before his mouth did. He was staring.
I sat up straighter, my knee swinging side to side, causing my skirt to flap slightly. I know my smile must've looked wicked. "What's the worst that happens, Steve? You tell me to leave? Or..." I let the pause linger, then shrugged, "...you stop pretending you don't like having me here."
He let out a scoff, as if he was being pulled in two directions at once. And I could see his resolve unraveling, plain as day thread by thread, while I sat there daring him to give in. I lifted my leg, letting my bare foot come to rest lightly on his knee. He froze, holding his breath. I could see the fight all over him, as part of him screamed to grab me by the arm, and toss me out. Shutting the garage door, to put this whole thing in a box he could lock away.
Instead, his hand eventually moved almost on its own and he set it gently on my ankle. The warmth of his palm against my skin made me shudder, sending a jolt straight up my leg. I bit back a smile, enjoying the way his thumb circled my bone.
"See?" I whispered, my voice almost playful. "You haven't been struck by lightning or anything."
His eyes darted to the open garage door, then back to me. "This is... dangerous," he said quietly, but his hand stayed right where it was.
I wiggled my cute little toes against his leg, feeling the tension build between us. I was loving the way his restraint was crumbling piece by piece. His hand started to move, barely sliding up from my ankle toward my calf. The touch was feather-light and hesitant, but it was movement. My breath caught in my chest.
Then I heard the sharp huff of a dog and its claws scraping the sidewalk like it was tugging at the end of a leash. Steve jerked his head toward the sound, pulling back instantly as if he'd been burned. I dropped my foot from his knee, smoothing my dress down, feeling my body hum.
A second later Tim came strolling past the front of the house, with his dog straining against the leash. He spotted us and broke into a grin, veering toward the open garage.
"Hey, guys," he called, tugging the dog back with a laugh.
Steve straightened quickly, patting at the shelves to look busy. "Hey, Tim," he said, his voice already back to normal.
I slid off the hood of the car, brushing at the back of my thighs, and pasted on a smile. "Hey," I said breezily, but irritated from him interrupting seeing how far Steve's hand would've gone up my leg.
We stood there, the three of us, more mindless chitchat. It felt forced to me, though I don't think Tim noticed a thing.
That's when Steve's wife rolled into the driveway. Stepping out with her purse over her shoulder. "Hi," she said warmly as she joined us, smiling at Tim, then me, then finally at her husband.
More small talk followed, but my skin still tingled where Steve's hand had rested, when I watched him rest it on his wife's back.
I finally asked Tim if he wanted to walk me home, wrapped my arm around his and leaned my head on his shoulder.
"Sure," he said, giving Steve a little smile.
I grabbed my wine glass and led him toward my driveway. Behind me, I heard her voice, low but clear enough to carry over Tim's ramblings: "She's been around an awful lot lately."
My heart gave a little thrill at that for reasons I couldn't explain. I snuggled closer to Tim, wanting his wife to think we must be a thing, and also hoping Steve would wonder if Tim was going to get what he was too slow to take me up on.
The next day, I couldn't get the feel of his hand off my ankle out of my head. It had been nothing, barely a touch, but it stuck. So while he was at work, I grabbed a cropped denim jacket I'd recently bought, slipped into a snug white tank top underneath, and stood in front of my mirror. The jacket cut off right above my ribs, the tank clinging to every line. It was cute but revealing in a teasing way.
I snapped a picture, posing so my cleavage peaked through the scoop neck, my lips caught mid-smirk. For a second I hesitated feeling my heart pound, then I typed out the message:
"What do you think of my new purchase? 😇"
Having had his contact info in my phone since my parents gave him a spare key for emergencies when I was a kid, I stared at the screen before I hit send. My stomach flipped when the picture went through.
There was no taking it back now. The "seen" mark popped up under my text, and my pulse jumped seeing he'd already opened it. But then - nothing.
I lay back on my bed, clutching my phone and staring at the screen, wishing I could will the reply to come faster. Each minute stretched longer, causing my stomach to turn, and making my mind run wild with what he might be thinking. Was he ignoring me? Or was he at his desk staring at my picture, pretending to read an email? Maybe he was hiding his phone in his lap, glancing around to make sure no one saw...
Finally, the bubble appeared.
"Yes, very cute."
That was it. Three little frustrating words. It was just like him to keep it safe and tidy.
He hadn't said you're cute. He'd said it's cute. Keeping the focus on the clothes, trying to convince himself that was all he saw. I was sure he had to take is time at work, though. The picture couldn't have only been a tank top and jacket to him, no matter how carefully he chose his words.
I rolled onto my stomach, kicking my feet in the air, grinning at the phone now. He thought he was being careful. I fidgeted with my phone between my fingers, rereading his safe answer. Yes, very cute.
I typed back: "Just cute? Not sure it was worth the money then 😏"
The dots popped up again.
"No, it looks good. It suits you."
That was all I needed. The tiniest crack. I hopped up and looked at myself in the mirror again. This time I tugged the jacket off my shoulders, letting it hang loose at my elbows while the white tank stretched across my chest. Several snaps. Sent.
Before he could even reply, I slid the jacket off completely, tossing it aside and letting the tank stand alone. I arched one hip, parting my lips ever so slightly. Snap. Sent.
The next one I framed tighter, focusing on my torso from ribs to thighs, also in jeans, keeping the tank pulled taut, so the outline of my nipples showed through the thin fabric. Snap. Sent.
I dropped back onto the bed, biting my lip as I watched the "seen" mark appear again, each one almost instantly.
I grinned, waiting to see what he'd dare to say now that I'd given him more than "cute" could possibly cover. His reply was slow to come, but when it did, I felt the crack in his façade widening.
"You look... better than good. Hard to describe."
I couldn't stop the grin that spread across my face. Better than good. That wasn't the polite Steve anymore. That was a man slipping, but not wanting to put something in writing.
I peeled the tank top off and tossed it aside, sliding back into the tiny cropped denim jacket. I let it fall open, framing the inner curves of my breasts, leaving me bare beneath.
In the mirror, I leaned forward slightly, causing the jacket to gape open slightly. The shadows between my breasts, the soft spill of skin, I focused on every detail, taking several more. Some only showing the swell of my tits, others teasing at the edge of my areola, and a couple proudly displaying a fully exposed nipple. I even took two with only the jacket and no pants, but decided to hold those for later, just in case.



Snap. Sent.
I tapped out the message: "Still just good?"
And then I flopped across the bed, biting my lip, and watching for the sign that he'd opened it. It was exciting imagining him at work, with his phone in his hand, staring as if he couldn't believe what I'd sent him. A few seconds later, his reply came back.
"Christ, you can't send me something like that while I'm at work," he wrote back.
I laughed under my breath at the fact that he didn't deny he liked it.
I typed back: "Maybe. But I guess if you want to see more, you know where to look 😉 I've always got extras up."
The dots flickered. Vanished. Flickered again.
Then finally: "I'm aware."
He may have only typed two words, but it was finally a flat-out admission. He knew better than to type anything more, but it told me everything.
I grinned into my pillow, with my heart in my throat, because now I knew without a doubt that he wasn't simply watching from the window anymore. He was watching all of me online.
That night, I set my phone up again, but this time I had a plan. I wanted this one to be polished enough to keep him watching it over and over. I slipped into a thin white, lace, halter bra and panties set, that was embroidered to barely hide the nipples beneath, and climbed onto my bed with one of my toys.
I pressed record, biting my lip as I stretched back against the pillows. "I can't stop thinking about him lately," I murmured, keeping my voice low and sweet. One hand slid down over my stomach, with the toy clutched in the other. "I've been wondering how he'd measure up... the guy next door."
I let the idea hang there and smiled right into the camera, knowing exactly who I was talking to.
I pushed the toy against me, gasping softly as the sound filled the room. "It's hard not to wonder, when I see him outside working with sweat running down his chest..." My moan grew deliberately louder. "God, I bet he's big. I bet he'd feel so much better than this."
Pulling the panties to the side, I let the toy slide in me, causing my back to arch. With my free hand I tugged the cups of my bra down to bare my breasts. "Would he be rough? Or careful?" I whispered, rolling my hips. "Would he make me beg?"
The camera caught every sound, every noisy, wet press and retreat of the toy as I drove it into myself harder, moaning over my fantasy. By the time I climaxed, trembling and gasping, I let out one last call to action:
"Maybe one day I'll find out... If he were reading the comments here, what would you tell him to do?"
I ended the recording with a breathless laugh, set the caption as "Girl next door, wondering about the guy next door" and posted it. Then I lay back, flushed and grinning, picturing Steve watching it, maybe with his wife asleep in the next room, or perhaps alone in his study.
It was midafternoon when I stretched out by the pool again, and the sun still but the shadows were starting to creep across the yard. I'd chosen the tiniest bikini I owned. It had thin straps and bottoms were barely more than strings, other than the small strip of fabric to cover my mound. I only ever used this one for content, never to actually lay out in, until today. I laid out on my stomach, scrolling on my phone while the oil glistening on me.
I heard him before I saw him, by the faint scrape of his rake against the fence line. My pulse jumped. Perfect, I thought. I glanced back, seeing him through the slats. He acted as though he was focused on his yard, but I think it was more than that.
"Steve?" I called, keeping my voice casual. "Can I ask a favor?"
He came closer, and I could already hear the wariness in his voice. "What's up?"
I rolled onto my side, feeling my top shift enough that I had to tug it back in place. "I'm not sure if I got all of my back. Would you mind? I'd really appreciate you making sure I didn't miss anything, nothing big." I held up the bottle with a sweet smile.
He froze, looking around the yard, then the houses nearby. "That's not a good idea. Someone might see."
"Please," I laughed, stretching out. "It's only suntan oil. If anyone saw, they'd think you're being polite."
He stayed rooted in place and I pouted. "Come on. Don't let me burn."
Finally, he sighed and disappeared to come around through the gate. My heart raced as he crossed the yard. He knelt beside me, squirting some oil into his hands. The first touch of his palms on my shoulders nearly made me shiver. He worked cautiously over my shoulders, and I could just imagine his eyes darting around as if someone might pop up at any second.
"Relax," I murmured through a moan, lowering my head onto my arms. I parted my thighs making sure the gap between them put me on display. "No one's around."
Once his hands slid lower down my back, fingers grazing the edge of my bikini, I was sure he wasn't going to stop. His hands were broad and warm as he spread the oil across my shoulders, then down along my spine. At first it was exactly what I'd asked for, but the safe and careful version. Then his palms pressed a touch harder. His thumbs dug into my low back, dipping to the edge of the band of my bikini. I breathed deeper, shifting slightly so that my butt visibly flexed with the movement.
He swallowed hard enough I could hear it, and then one hand slipped lower. It clearly wasn't an accident. His fingers brushed the curve of my ass, squeezed ever so gently for a second. A let out a soft moan and the moment it did, his hand froze. I rolled my head on my arms, to face him with a smile, and tilted my hips so that my ass pressed more directly into his hand.
"Mm," I breathed, pushing into his touch. "It feels really good when you do that."
His eyes snapped to mine, stricken with guilt, but his hand didn't move. I curved my back even more, encouraging him, and I saw the tremor in his jaw as his fingers tightened, almost holding me. For a few blissful seconds, he actually let himself explore, molding his palm to me, his other hand gripping at my hip.
Another moan came out, rewarding him for no longer resisting. He was touching me the way I'd wanted him to since forever ago, sneaking stares at him. The second my ass flexed from my thighs pinching together at my thoughts, the fight in him started to crumble. His fingers tightened, dimpling my cheeks in a full grope, kneading my ass.
A needy huff slipped out of me, muffled into my arm, and that was all it took. His hand drifted lower, and before I realized it, he was almost pulling at the apex of where my thigh met my ass, curving in towards that sensitive skin. The heat of his palm through the oil made my stomach flip, and I couldn't tell if he'd meant to go that far, or if he'd just lost himself.
"Steve..." I whispered, my voice unable to hide the arousal in it.
He groaned under his breath, leaning closer as his hands roamed. He slid one up my side, grazing the swell of my breast that pressed out to the side from under my weight, while the other continued to almost pull me open under the thin fabric.
I arched into his touch, parting my thighs wider on the towel so that the bikini bottoms pulled tight against me. My breath caught as his hand became more confident, fulling wrapping around the side of my breast that was exposed. He was feeling me up at this point, and there was no way either of us could deny it. His hands roamed over bare skin like he was starved for it. And the only thought in my head was that I wanted more.
Pressing up, I hunched my back so that my chest lifted off the towel, high enough for him to slip his hand under me. I felt the palm slide across the oiled skin, finding my breast under the tiny triangle that passed as the top. He was holding me fully at last, and I felt his thumb brush over my nipple, as he squeezed and explored with his hand. I couldn't hold back the shiver that ran through me.
At the same time, his other hand moved again. He hooked a finger under the thin string running between my cheeks and tugged. The fabric sawed against me, sliding tight between my lips, forcing a hiss out of me. The pressure hit my clit perfectly.
"Ah-" The sound broke out of me, before I even realized what was happening.
It was so little stimulation of his hand squeezing my breast, and his fingers pulling the string taut, but I think it was more about it being him. Steve. That the man I'd wanted for years finally touching me, was all it took.
My body clenched, thighs clamping down on nothing as a wave rushed through me, faster and harder than I was ready for. My breath stopped, and I buried my face in my arm as I came right there. It was a hot flush spreading through me while he kept his hands where they were, one kneading my breast, the other tugging the string so it ground against my clit from my hips jumping.
The orgasm left me trembling and gasping for air, making the world spin. I'd barely moved, barely been touched, and yet I was now a quivering wreck under him.
When I finally dared to look back at him, feeling totally embarrassed by how pathetic I must've seemed from cumming that fast, I saw the shock written all over his face. He hadn't expected me to lose it like that either. I forced a smile anyway, because at least now he knew I wasn't just teasing him. I let him make me cum, right out in the open for anyone to see that wanted to.
I rolled onto my side, letting my legs spread open. The bikini bottoms were still crooked from the way he'd tugged at them. I glanced down at the strip of fabric wedged so deep it didn't cover me at all, then back up at him with a teasing smile.
"Look what you did," I said, sounding wrecked from coming so hard.
His eyes followed mine and I could see how they smiled, even though his mouth didn't really move, at the sight of how bunched my bikini was. He swallowed, hard. "I- I should go," he muttered, dragging a hand across the back of his neck.
I let my smile linger, tilting my head. "Well, thanks for the help with the oil, Steve."
Then I stretched out onto my back, making no move to fix myself. The bikini cups sat askew, leaving one nipple partially exposed, and the other sitting free from where he'd pushed the tiny triangle aside. The string bottoms still cut high between my lips as I laid there shamelessly exposed.
He stood, rooted for a second before his tongue darted out, and quickly licking his lips. Then he turned and left through the gate, leaving me stretched out and smiling, knowing exactly what image was burned into his head.
The next few days was a restless haze. I still laid out by the pool, or jogged in my shorts, and found excuses to linger at the fence, or peek into the garage. But none of it was anything compared to the moment he'd touched me after I'd made his resolve slip. I replayed it constantly, from the sound of his swallow, to the way his hand had squeezed, causing me to quickly cum for him.
He avoided me after that, limiting me to polite nods from across the yard, or quick conversations that he cut shorter than usual, but the avoidance was an answer of its own. He was clearly rattled and didn't trust himself around me.
So when I saw his car in the driveway earlier than usual one afternoon, I knew I wasn't going to miss an opportunity of everyone else still being at work.
I crossed the lawn in a light sundress, my curly hair tossed around my shoulders, and walked up to the garage where I heard him working. He looked up at, seeming exhausted, and still in his work clothes. I flashed him my sweetest smile.
"You're home early," I said.
We talked for a minute, but his eyes kept darting anywhere but me. I could tell he was uncomfortable, which only made me grin wider. I let him off the hook and stepped back. "Well, I'll let you do your thing. See you later, Steve."
I counted to a minute after I walked away, hearing the garage door close behind me. Then I doubled back and knocked at his front door.
He opened it surprised. "Yes?" he asked hesitantly.
I bit my lip, feigning being sheepish. "This is so embarrassing, but... I think I locked my key inside. Out of habit." I widened my eyes a little. "You still have a spare, right?"
He hesitated, then nodded. "Yeah... let me go find it."
He turned, heading deeper into the house, and I followed without waiting for an invitation. "Mind if I grab some water while you look?" I called lightly, already slipping toward the kitchen.
By the time he came back, key in hand, he froze in the doorway. There I was, completely naked, with my sundress tossed in a heap on the floor. I had one hand between my thighs, stroking myself shamelessly.
I leaned back against the counter, smiling at him through the haze of my own arousal. "I hope you don't mind I made myself comfortable," I teased, circling fingers deeper between my lips. I was so turned on from the second I'd turned back around outside, I was already wet enough that he could hear my fingers in the quiet kitchen. "I couldn't wait anymore."
The key slipped from his hand and clinked on the tile. His breath caught, his eyes locked on me, and I knew in that instant, for me, there was no turning back. His face was pale.
"Jesus, you can't-" he started, voice low and hoarse, "what are you doing?"
I didn't stop stroking myself. My other hand slid up to squeeze my breast, making my nipples tight under my own touch. "Don't pretend you don't want it, Steve. You've been watching me. Online, outside... even you have to know it's a lost cause at this point."
He shook his head, taking a half step back, but his feet didn't carry him any farther. "This isn't right."
I smiled at him wickedly, and glided across the tile. He stayed rooted in place, and I could see his breathing pick up as I closed the distance.
"You don't have to say anything," I whispered, standing right in front of him now, my skin still flushed from touching myself. "I know you want this as much as I do."
Then I sank down until my knees supported me against the cool kitchen floor. I looked up at him submissively from below. His hands twitched at his sides, but he didn't move to stop me.
"You could tell me to leave," I said softly, fingers tracing the line of his belt. "But I'm hoping you won't... And if you haven't yet, I don't think you will."
I slipped the buckle free, tugging at it until it came loose. He could only stare, and I could feel the tension, even in his hips.
"Because you've wanted this too," I murmured, unzipping him and freeing him into my hand. "You don't have to pretend anymore."
I leaned in, flicking my tongue over the tip, savoring the way his rapidly inflating cock jumped, and the way his hands clenched and unclenched like he wanted to grab me but didn't dare. Then I took him into my mouth, moaning so I'd vibrate around him as I finally had what I'd been chasing all summer.
Steve groaned, and his head fell back when his hand found my hair at last. And in that moment, I knew his protests were gone. I'd won. The moment my lips slid down his length, his resolve no longer existed. I hollowed my cheeks, noting the feel of him on my tongue, and the way he pulsed as I coaxed him deeper.
"Fuck..." he muttered.
I pulled back, and with a breathy laugh at his reaction, I swirled my tongue around the tip before taking him again. The wet sounds filled the kitchen as I worked him the best I could. My free hand cupped his balls, rolling them gently while I worked my mouth, my eyes lifted to catch the way he looked down at me. That mix of guilt, hunger, and awe on his face only made me hungrier.
"God, you're so good at that," he rasped. His hips stared to move in shallow thrusts as he spoke. "You shouldn't be doing this, but Christ- you're so good."
I moaned around him, letting the vibration run through his cock, and he groaned louder, tugging my hair back so I had to look up at him while my lips were sealed around his shaft. His other hand finally came down to my cheek, with his thumb brushing against my skin, savoring every second.
I pulled off, gasping for air, with spit on my chin. "God- you like this, don't you? I bet she doesn't," I cut myself off from saying more with a laugh, and took him back down before I could think too hard about what I'd started to say.
That was it. The last thread snapped. He grabbed me under my arms, hauling me up effortlessly, and set me on the cool granite of the kitchen island. My back hit the counter as he stepped between my legs, spreading them wide.
"God help me," he muttered, shoving my knees apart further as he bent down.
His mouth found me in an instant, and lapped between my soaked flesh. I cried out, grabbing for the edge of the island, and when his hands moved from my legs to my hips, I wrapped them over his shoulders, trying to hold him in place. He ate me like a starving man, using his tongue to stroke deep, then sealing his lips around my clit until I was gasping his name.
"Steve- oh Christ!"
I quivered against his mouth, the sight of him buried between my thighs was sending me spiraling. He held me firm, as one hand gripped my ass to keep me open for him, and the other pressed into my stomach as though he wanted me pinned so I couldn't get away. His mouth was relentless, while his tongue worked in forceful strokes. I couldn't stop moaning, and I fisted my fingers in his hair, digging my heels into his back as I tried to hold him against me.
"Yes- don't stop, Steve, please don't stop..." I gasped, rocking my hips against his face.
The coaxing urged him into more action. His hand slid from my stomach, so I felt two fingers pressing inside me, curling to that perfect spot as he kept his tongue focused on my clit. The sudden fullness made me whimper, and I dropped my head back.
"Fuck, yes, like that--"
He thrust those fingers in a constant rhythm, letting my pretty little cunny get used to it. I could feel the hardness of his knuckles pressing against me as his tongue never left its target. My thighs trembled around his head, when he suddenly pulled them free. I whimpered at the loss, until I realized what he was doing.
He used his slick fingers to spread me wider, opening me shamelessly under his gaze. And then a thumb slid inward, pressing firmly against my other hole.
My eyes flew wide open, a sharp gasp ripping out of me. The pressure sent lightning through me from the unexpected and filthy touch. I couldn't stop the desperate moan that followed.
"Oh my god, Steve- yes!"
His tongue and thumb worked in perfect counterpoint, with his mouth devouring me, and his thumb pressing and circling against my tightest spot until I was convulsing around him. Clutching the back of his head, I was lost in the wave he was dragging me into.
"Who's my dirty old neighbor, huh?" I panted. I was pulling at his short hair, riding his mouth.
He groaned into me when I spoke, and then his tongue dropped lower. I shuddered as he licked between my cheeks, smearing his spit over my tight little hole as he ate my ass.
"Ooooh, yes baby," I moaned at his brazen act.
His thumb followed, now slick with his own saliva, and pressed harder until the tight ring began to give. I gasped as he slid in, and my whole body clenched around the intrusion.
"Fuck!" I moaned, hips jerking.
But he wasn't done. Before long that thumb was gone, replaced by a finger. It wasn't as thick, but it was longer, curling inside me until I whimpered into the kitchen. He spread me with his free hand, watching his finger disappear as he worked me open. Then came another, two fingers pushing, stretching, filling me in a way that was raw and perfectly dirty.
I couldn't stop trembling, my chest rising and falling wildly, bringing my attention to how tight and sensitive my nipples felt even though they weren't being touched. He was finger-fucking my ass, spreading me wider with each thrust, and I could tell he was savoring every second of it.



I forced a grin through the moans, eyes blazing down at him. "What's the plan, Steve?" I teased, through my shaking voice. "You planning on stuffing me with just those fingers... or is there something else you want?"
He looked up at, me and even though his mouth was still busy on my clit, I could see the smile in his eyes.
I smiled wider, deliberately clenching around his intruding fingers. "Go on," I whispered. "You can tell me. Seriously, does it seem like I mind?"
His eyes burned into mine, panting against my most sensitive skin. "No," he rasped. "It doesn't feel like you mind at all."
"Then give me more, exactly how you want to," I urged, rolling my hips into his fingers.
He pulled free and before I could react, he scooped me up in his arms. I squealed, clinging to his shoulders as he carried me the few steps out of the kitchen and into the dining area, setting me down on the lower surface of the table.
The wood was cool under my back as he pressed one of my legs up with his hand, opening me shamelessly. I spread the other myself, holding my lips apart with my fingers, putting every inch of me on display for him.
"Jesus Christ," he groaned, the sound guttural. His free hand went to his thick and swollen cock, and he guided himself to the crinkled ring.
The head nudged against my asshole, slick with the combination of his spit and the juices he'd coaxed out of me. He'd already stretched me with his fingers, and I welcomed it when he pressed forward, testing me, looking between my wild face and the sight of himself at my back door.
I moaned for him, rocking my hips in need. "Yes, Steve. Do it. Don't stop now."
And with a shuddering breath, he began to push, the pressure built as he forced me open around him, my body giving way inch by inch. The blunt head of his cock pressed harder, and I gasped, clutching at my swollen nether lips, letting him see inside me as he forced his way into my ass.
"God yes," I panted, looking up at him, my voice shaking with raw nerves and want. "Fuck me, Steve. Right here. Fuck me on the table you eat dinner at with your wife."
His eyes snapped to mine, almost disbelieving I'd say something so filthy, but his hips kept driving forward. He sank into me, and the burn was sharp and hot until my body finally gave, swallowing him deeper.
"Fuckin' hell," he groaned, one hand gripping my thigh tight enough to bruise it, the other was braced to steady himself. "It's so fucking tight."
I tried spreading myself wider with my fingers, making sure he could see every detail. "That's it, baby" I coaxed, moaning as he pushed. "Don't you dare stop now. I want all of it."
With a growl, he shoved the rest of the way in, bottoming out inside me. I hissed at the sudden thrust, taking the last couple of inches. My bony jumped, as the stretch made me tremble.
"Fuck me," I begged, nails scraping the wood. "Don't hold back, Steve. You've been holding back on me all summer, to the point I had to manufacture a conversation to get you to look at my OnlyFans. Now I want you to fuck the shit out of my ass right here on your table."
And he did. His hips pulled back, then slammed forward, dragging his cock out only to drive it back in, the table rocking under me. Every thrust sent sparks through me, and the filthy thrill of being taken in my ass where his wife sat, where dinners were served, made me clench tighter around him.
I was moaning without shame now, loud and hungry, urging him on. "Yes- harder! Give it to me, Steve! Fuck your dirty little girl next door in the ass right where your wife eats! I don't even want you to clean the table when you're done with me."
He groaned my name, sweat dripping from his brow, and drove into me harder, lost in me, finally ruined by me. The table was creaking like it might give way, but I wanted more. Needed more.
I slid two fingers in my pussy, gasping at how easily they sank in my wet and desperate hole. Every time Steve buried himself in my ass, I could feel the thick ridge of him through the thin membrane, pressing against my fingers from the other side. The sensation made me whimper.
"Fuck, Steve... I can feel you inside me," I panted, eyes wide, watching where our bodies met. My other hand found my clit, circling fast, my stomach muscles straining and popping out, as I lifted my head and shoulders so I could watch every filthy second of it.
"Jesus," he groaned, dripping sweat over me. His cock was pistoning harder into my ass. "You're- God, you're gonna fuckin' kill me."
"Don't stop," I begged, fingering myself faster, my hips doing everything they could to meet him where he had me pinned. "Fuck me harder. Fill me, Steve. I want to feel your cum in me."
His hand on my thigh held its death grip, and when his thrusts lost their rhythm, his breath grew ragged. He groaned my name, and then slammed deep one final time.
I cried out as the force he held me against him with my leg, pushed his cock even deeper, then pulsed inside me. The warmth of his orgasm flooded my ass in thick waves. The sensation brought me to the edge, urged along by my fingers working my clit until my own orgasm ripped through me. I clenched around both my fingers and his cock that was buried fully inside.
I collapsed back onto the table, shaking and breathless. My own fluids were smeared all over my thighs and hand, and seeping down around his shaft where it kept me spread open. He stayed inside me, hunched over, and groaning through the last spurts of his orgasm.
When he finally pulled back, I felt his cum slide out, dripping down as I sprawled across the dining table. I could picture it pooling on the hard surface, pearly white against the wood grain. I sat up, feeling it spread under me where I sat in his spunk. And for the first time, I reached up, grabbed his neck, and pulled him down to kiss me.
Our mouths crashed together. The kiss was messy and urgent, with my tongue demanding his. He tasted of salt and sweat. I finally had my tongue inside the mouth of the first man I'd ever lusted after.
I broke away with a gasp, then folded forward, trying to not break eye contact, tilting my head in my effort to maintain it. His cock had already begun to soften, but it still hung thick, and coated with mingling of our mess. I wrapped my hand around him and leaned in, taking him back into my mouth.
He groaned, one hand catching the edge of the table, the other yanking at the back of his dress shirt. He pulled it tight against his stomach, so it didn't block his view as he looked down at me.
"Holy fuck, you're dirty..." he muttered, watching in awe.
I lapped at him slowly, teasing my tongue along every inch. This wasn't for me, but for him. To savor him, to clean him, to draw out every last trace of release. His last reward of the day for fucking me so good. I sucked him softly, letting the weight of him rest against my tongue, my lips sliding up and down the shaft as though I could coax him back to hardness with enough patience.
His eyes stayed on me from above. And I loved the way he looked at me, like he couldn't believe I was worshiping him, even after he'd emptied himself inside my ass.
I pulled back grinning and licking my lips clean. "Guess you're not the only one handy around here," I whispered.
I finally slid off the table, feeling the cum smear underneath me. My legs were wobbly as I went to reach for my sundress. He began to dress as well, tugging his pants back up.
When I adjusted my dress until it sat properly over my hips, I looked at him with a satisfied smile. "That was... good. Like really good. I always hoped you would be, and not like one of those guys who just looks amazing to compensate for something else."
He met my eyes, looking torn by what I said. "You know this can't happen again, right?"
I let out a single, quick laugh, just one breath, and reached up to flick my finger lightly across his nose. "You're cute, you know that?"
Before he could respond, I turned on my heel and headed for the door, still smiling, not even waiting for him to finish buckling his belt.
And that was how I left him, standing in his kitchen, with his pants half-fastened and watching my short sundress swish over the ass he fucked only minutes earlier.
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Day 2 -- Sunday
Jeff woke to the clatter of something in the kitchen below, and the soft murmur of his mom humming. It wasn't a song he recognized, but they often weren't. He honestly wasn't sure if half of what she hummed were even actual songs.
He groaned and shifted under the light sheet, rubbing at his eyes. The air in the loft was already warm, and he was hard -- again. Then again, he'd spent pretty much the entire night hard after what his big sister had sent him.
His phone was under his pillow. He slid it out and thumbed it on. Her video was still open. Turning down the volume as low as he could, while still being able to barely hear it, he watched it again. The way her breath stuttered when she got close. The way she said his name under her breath, almost sounding like it snuck out accidentally. Just remembering it made his morning erection twitch. If mom hadn't been moving around downstairs, he probably would've reached for himself again.
He locked the screen instead and tossed the phone toward the edge of the mattress. Below the railing, he could hear more of the kitchen, from silverware clinking, to the coffee maker sputtering, and running water. He rolled onto his side and stared at the opening to the stairs.
Stephanie hadn't replied to his last message. He'd sent one final text last night, daring her to not wear underwear today.
She'd left him on read. That little "seen" mark taunting him, letting him know she read it and was simply not answering him. He'd laid awake until he finally shut his phone off sometime after 1:00 a.m.
He was sure she'd seen it, and so he hoped that meant she'd gone to bed thinking about it.
He smiled to himself, then yawned and stretched, his muscles tight from the stiff mattress and not enough sleep. Below him, the floorboards creaked again. The smell of coffee crept upward with the sound of footsteps moving toward the sliding glass door.
He heard mom's soft voice, as if she were trying to be quiet, saying something about how beautiful the lake looked in the morning.
Jeff stayed still. From the loft, he had a view of the big windows lining the main wall, arching up to the vaulted ceiling of the room. The sunlight was glinting off the water with a backdrop of trees and houses across their cove of the lake. He couldn't see her from here, but he could picture her in her robe, mug in hand, looking out with that soft, content smile she always had in the mornings. The same one she used to give him when he was little and came down for pancakes before school.
The thought of that almost made him feel guilty, but he had no intention of going back to the way things had been. There was no way he could see looking at Stephanie as just his sister again.
He rolled onto his back, adjusting himself under the sheet, willing it his morning wood to go down. No way he could walk downstairs like this with mom down there. He exhaled slowly and grabbed his phone again, thumb hovering over the screen before unlocking it. Still no new messages, not that he really thought there was since he'd checked it a minute prior.
He considered sending another. Something casual, maybe even sweet. Then again, after last night, after watching her cum for him, having sent him a video for the first time, he didn't really know what more to say. It was the hottest thing he'd ever seen, and he didn't want to do anything stupid to mess it up, or make her regret it.
More floor creaks below. A second set of footsteps this time. They sounded lighter, which meant they couldn't be his dad's. That only left Stephanie.
His eyes darted toward the edge of the loft, listening. He knew her step too well. He could picture the look on her face as she walked into the kitchen, still showing signs of sleep. She was typically a morning person, from a lifetime of being up early to do her routines, while making sure she had time for any early gymnastics' workouts, or whatever she did at that time. But he also knew she wasn't used to staying up as late as last night with their texting. And she wasn't always the most pleasant when she didn't get enough sleep.
He could already hear her in his head, trying to care about whatever mom was saying about the lake or the trees or how fresh the air smelled. She'd do her best version of polite with soft smiles, a few nods, maybe a "yeah, it's really pretty" with no inflection. And mom would keep talking, completely oblivious.
Jeff pulled the sheet higher over his waist and listened harder, hoping for something, her voice, a laugh, even a sigh. Just something to confirm she was really down there. Then he heard mom's voice once more, in her typical chipper tone.
"Morning, sweetheart. Isn't the lake just beautiful to wake up to?" she asked
There was a pause, long enough that Jeff imagined his sister still half-asleep, probably blinking having just shuffled in wearing whatever she threw on, before answering.
"Yeah. It's... nice."
He smiled again. It was exactly the kind of lukewarm response he'd predicted. She sounded tired, worn down in that way she got when she didn't sleep enough and was trying not to show it. He rubbed a hand over his face and sighed before adjusting the sheet again, half-hard and uncomfortable, and tried to focus on her voice below.
Stephanie blinked slowly, still halfway to waking. She stood at the window, looking out at the view mom mentioned, in a fitted pink tank top and loose white sweatpants that hung a little low on her hips, having not bothered to tie the drawstring. Her hair looked like she'd brushed it with her fingers. It was soft, and a little tousled, falling around her face in casual waves. The tank hugged her curves, thin enough to clearly define the shape of her breasts. It was to early to be up considering the time she went to sleep, but it was far too late compared to her normal routine.
She wasn't lying. The lake view was nice if she'd had the energy to care about it. But her body felt sluggish, her eyes heavy. Too many texts. Too many videos. Too much of her brother left in her head when she was supposed to be sleeping. She hadn't even dared to touch herself again after the picture of him post-orgasm. If she had, she wouldn't have been able to stop.
Mom was already at the stove, and gave her a warm smile over her shoulder. "I was thinking pancakes. I know you don't usually eat that stuff, but it's vacation. You can break your diet for a few days."
Stephanie scratched at the side of her neck and mumbled, "I'm not really on a diet..."
Mom laughed softly, pouring batter onto a griddle. "You practically live on protein bars and string cheese. Your season's over, honey. You can relax for a bit."
Stephanie didn't respond. She shuffled to the far side of the kitchen and leaned against the counter, with her arms crossed under her chest. The warm smell of butter and batter filled the room, and her stomach growled in spite of itself.
Relax. She wasn't sure she remembered how to do that. Her whole life had been early mornings, gym mats, and check-ins from coaches who wanted to know if her weight had changed by a pound or two. Now that the season was done with no gym nearby, she didn't know what to do with the extra time in her day, or in her body. She still caught herself standing with perfect posture, still felt guilty for sleeping past five thirty, still ate like someone might ask her to run drills after breakfast.
And now she was here, in a lake house with mom, dad and... her brother, Jeff.
She didn't even want to think about last night. About the way she'd filmed herself, fingers shaking, whispering his name. Or the fact she hadn't responded to his last message because it had made her clench her thighs together under the blanket.
You shouldn't wear panties tomorrow, he'd written.
She hadn't answered, but with the way she was feeling when he texted her, made her smile at his attempt of telling her what to do.
"Go sit down, baby. I'll bring you a plate in a minute," mom said, before going back to humming to herself as she flipped the pancakes.
Stephanie pulled out a chair, easing into it carefully and curling one foot beneath her. As she leaned forward, the stretchy material of her tank top bunched under her chest, caught awkwardly beneath the breasts she was always trying to ignore. She shifted subtly, tugging the fabric free with a quick sweep of her hand across her stomach.
It was something she'd never gotten used to, shirts riding up, leotards never quite fitting the way she thought they should, that tightness across her chest during warmups while the other girls barely noticed their own. Even now, during the off-season with no coaches around, or teammates watching, she still sat a little hunched without meaning to. Like she could somehow shrink herself when she became too aware of them.
She was supposed to be relaxing, she told herself. She straightened a little and glanced toward the window. Sunlight was pouring across the lake.
She didn't know if Jeff was awake. Didn't know if he'd heard her come out of her room, or if he was already up there grinning to himself like an idiot. She didn't know if he'd meant half the things he'd said about her, or if he'd just been horny, now that her fleeting moment of confidence was gone with the night.
She reached for a napkin and folded it in half, then in half again, her fingers working on autopilot. Maybe it didn't matter. She was here; he was here. And if she'd learned anything from their backseat moment yesterday... it was that when they were in the same space, it never stayed innocent for long.
The sound of the spatula scraping across the skillet pulled her back. Mom was stacking pancakes onto a plate for her. She turned with a proud smile and set the plate down in front of Stephanie, along with some bacon.
"I made yours without butter, but I put a few extra strawberries on top."
Stephanie gave a faint smile. "Thanks."
Mom pulled out the chair beside her. "So... I figured we could explore today. There's the trail just past the boathouse, and I saw a little café in town yesterday when we drove in, that I don't remember being there the last time we came up here. Might be fun to check out."
Stephanie nodded, still working the folded napkin between her fingers. "Sure."
"You okay?" mom asked, more curious than concerned.
"Yeah. Just tired."
"Were you up late?"
"I guess." Stephanie's hand paused mid-fold. Her eyes flicked toward the plate, then back up.
"Well, I'm glad you're here. It's been a while since we all did something together. You, me, the boys... It feels good," mom said, choosing not to press. She took a sip of her coffee, then smiled over the rim of her mug.
Stephanie made a soft noise of agreement, even though part of her bristled at the word boys. Like her brother still fit in that category. Like he wasn't the one whose virginity she'd taken at the exact moment he'd taken hers. Like it wasn't his words, or picture, or video she'd bitten her lip to last night, her phone focused between her thighs, trying not to make a sound.
She picked up her fork and dragged it through the edge of a pancake, when she heard the sound of Jeff moving above. A soft thump from his feet hitting the floor.
She didn't look up, instead, she tucked a piece of strawberry into her mouth and glanced out the window.
The smell of food causing his stomach to rumble, Jeff finally got out of bed and quietly stepped to the loft's edge. From this angle, he could see Stephanie as she sat at the table below. The curve of her spine as she leaned forward in her chair, the way her tank top stretched across her back, soft and fitted, the line of her arm as she lifted a bite to her mouth.
He lingered for a second, just watching her. There was something about the way she sat eating, her bare foot hooked around one chair leg, that made it hard to look away. Even like this, half-asleep and simply eating breakfast, she had his full attention.
He clomped down the stairs barefoot, clearly with more energy than Stephanie had. The smell of pancakes and bacon was stronger now that he wasn't focused solely on Stephanie. His stomach tightened at the scent. He hadn't realized how hungry he was until that moment.
Mom turned as he reached the kitchen. "There's my sleepyhead," she said, already reaching for another plate. "Hungry?"
"Starved." He shrugged, eyes flicking toward Stephanie before settling on the stack of pancakes.
Stephanie didn't say anything. She just kept cutting a slow path through her food, going around the outer edge, like she wasn't really hungry. Her hair was still a little messy in the back, and Jeff noticed the way she kept shifting in her seat, subtly tugging at the hem of her shirt where it bunched up again.
His mind flashed back to the video, causing him to adjust his waistband before sitting down.
Mom slid a plate in front of him along with some butter and syrup. "Plain, just how you like them. You two are going to help us do a grocery run after breakfast, okay?" she said smiling.
Jeff nodded, mouth full, though his eyes were on Stephanie. "Yeah, sounds good."
Dad eventually emerged from his room with freshly combed hair and a fresh polo, already talking about the boat rental and how the dock looked solid. Breakfast wrapped quickly after that. Jeff cleared the plates while mom packed a small cooler, and Stephanie nibbled at the last piece of bacon.
The morning fell into a synchronized bustle with everyone moving around the house, brushing teeth, and filling water bottles. Stephanie pulled her hair into a loose ponytail as mom called out the grocery list from the kitchen.
They were heading into town first to get supplies, sign paperwork for the rental boat, pick up bait for fishing. It almost felt like a rush to get out on the water later.
Jeff leaned against the back of the couch, phone in hand, watching as dad rattled off some instructions about keys and what was needed while in town. Mom stood beside him at the counter, facing the stove, flipping through a stack of pamphlets about the lake.
Stephanie moved over to the kitchen bar opposite them. She bent over it, arms resting across the top like she was reading one of mom's discarded pieces of paper. Her posture looked suspiciously casual to Jeff, who was watching her now.
Then she shifted. With one smooth motion, she reached behind herself and hooked her thumb into the waistband of her sweats, pulling down one side just enough to expose the curve of a single bare cheek.
Jeff's heart skipped a beat.
She held it there for barely two seconds. She never even glanced back to see if he was looking. Just a slow, almost innocent shift as she tugged the waistband back into place and straightened it again.
She didn't even turn her head. But she smiled to herself, wondering if he saw that she wasn't wearing panties, like he'd told her in his text. Truth was, she'd never bothered to put any back on last night, and so she just slipped on her sweats this morning.
Jeff sat in shock for just a second. His heart was thudding in his chest. That had been for him. No question. And if she thought he wasn't going to respond...
He pushed off the couch and moved toward her, quietly sneaking up behind her. Dad was still talking, and Mom was still facing the stove.
By the time he reached his sister, her sweats were back in place, but she'd stayed still, leaning forward on her elbows like nothing had happened.
He stepped in close, close enough to smell the lotion she always used, and slipped his hand down the back of her sweats in one sharp movement, his whole hand palming the bare skin of her ass and squeezing.
Stephanie jumped, breath catching. Her whole body flinched. She shoved him backward with a look that screamed, Are you serious?
Jeff stumbled, caught off guard more by her reaction than her strength. His heel caught the edge of an area rug and he staggered sideways, bumping into the corner of a wall with a thud.
"Jeff?" mom called turning around. "You okay?"
"Yeah," he said quickly, straightening. "Just tripped on the rug. I'm good."
Stephanie was biting her lip, eyes wide, cheeks flushed. She didn't say anything, just grabbed a bottle of water from the counter and walked off to go get dressed and finish getting ready to leave.
Jeff watched her go, jaw tight, a grin tugging at the edge of his mouth.
Vacation was going to be hell, but oh so fun. And he couldn't wait.
Dad went to check for the paperwork for the boat rental on his phone while mom disappeared into their room to change, still chattering about sunscreen and bug spray. Jeff rinsed out his juice glass and took the opportunity to try and will his erection away once more. He was still half-hard after putting his hand down her pants and had no idea how he was supposed to ride in the backseat with Stephanie after yesterday's car ride.
By the time he'd thrown on a clean T-shirt and grabbed his sandals, she was already out of the bathroom, fresh ponytail, new tank top, and a pair of fitted athletic shorts that highlighted her ass and showed way too much leg for his sanity. She didn't say a word when they passed each other in the hall. Just smirked.
Ten minutes later, they were piling into the SUV. Dad drove, mom up front with a folded paper map on her lap "just in case." Stephanie approached the car on Jeff's side instead of walking around to her own door. Without saying a word, she opened it and slowly climbed in ahead of him. One knee on the seat, before planting the other on the floor, her back arched slightly as she half crawled across to the other side, giving him an unapologetic view of her ass in those tight athletic shorts.
She didn't look at him once, just slid into place on the opposite side, adjusted her seatbelt, and stared straight ahead like nothing had happened. Jeff stood there for a half-second frozen in place, heart thudding, then climbed in after his sister. They didn't speak, but when his leg brushed hers, she didn't pull away, so he left it.
As dad started the engine and mom unfolded the map in the front seat, Jeff leaned back and pulled out his phone. Focusing on it as he quickly typed.
Jeff: Are you wearing anything under those shorts? Because it didn't look like it.
He hit send, then turned his head slightly, watching her trying to not draw attention in case dad looked back in the mirror, or anything. Stephanie's phone buzzed in her lap. She didn't react immediately, knowing it had to be from him, and just let it sit there for a moment before casually unlocking the screen with a swipe of her thumb. Her eyes flicked down, reading the message, then over to him.
She gave him a smile, clearly meant to tease him, lips pressed together tight like she was holding back from laughing, and then lifted one shoulder, tilting her head in a small, infuriating shrug.
That was it. No reply, no clarification. Just that subtle look and the wordless answer.
Jeff's grip on his phone tightened slightly as she turned her focus back out the window, knowing she was intentionally leaving him stewing. He shifted in his seat, trying to ignore the growing tension in his groin and the way his pulse had picked up.
The small town near the lake was exactly what Stephanie remembered with quaint streets, hand-painted signs, and stores that leaned more on charm than variety. Dad parked near a row of shops that backed up to the marina, the air already warming with sun, now that it was mid-morning.
They split up quickly, agreeing that mom and dad would head over to the marina to sign the last of the paperwork, and the rental fees for the boat. Meanwhile, Stephanie and Jeff were supposed to head over to the small shop that passed as a grocery store, to pick up the perishables, mom didn't want to risk bringing in a cooler.



"You two want to start the grocery list?" mom called over her shoulder.
"You think they'll get mad if we just go wander around instead?" he asked smiling, as he looked at Stephanie.
She didn't answer, just started walking toward the store.
"Yeah, we know," he finally yelled back at mom, before following Stephanie.
The grocery store wasn't big. It looked like it could have been from a converted house, really. Hardwood floors that creaked in spots, shelves that were a little too close together, handwritten signs on nearly every bin. It even smelled like a small town, as opposed to the large fluorescently lit, sterile super stores they normally shopped at.
Stephanie took one of the small carts and pushed it slowly through the first aisle. Jeff walked behind her, close, but enough distance to enjoy the view. The shelves were narrow, and every so often, their arms brushed as they looked for items. They didn't linger long enough to draw attention, but enough to feel a little like a couple, with no one here knowing who they were.
She kept her eyes forward as she walked another isle. "You're walking too close."
"I'm shopping," he replied
"You're watching me."
"Obviously." He couldn't help the tone in his voice, as though she should've been expecting him to.
She turned the corner into the next aisle. Jeff kept his distance, dropping back a little further, then followed, letting a small grin curl at the edge of his mouth. She was pretending not to enjoy it, but after the way she'd climbed into the backseat earlier, offering him a perfect view of her ass, it was pretty clear indicator that she didn't mind the attention. If anything, it felt like her way of letting him know she enjoyed it just as much as he did.
The store was empty other than them and a woman working at the register. They were in an isle near the back of the store now, just bags of chips and a few coolers humming quietly against the wall.
Stephanie paused at a shelf, leaning forward slightly to reach for a bottle of lemonade on the top rack. Jeff stepped up behind her, closely. She paused waiting to see what he intended to do, not wanting to drop anything if he tried something like at the house.
His voice came from just above her ear, almost sounding eager.
"That video last night... you looked so hot. I've been waiting all morning to tell you that." He grinned, barely keeping his voice down. "Seriously, you have no idea what that did to me."
Stephanie froze for a half second; her fingers still wrapped around the lemonade bottle. Then she glanced sideways at him, just enough for him to see her eyes go wide.
"You can't say stuff like that in here," she muttered, trying to sound annoyed, but her voice was too breathy to sell it.
"Why not? It's true," Jeff asked, still grinning as he moved back a step.
She shook her head and walked off, a little too quickly, but not before he caught the curve of a smile pulling at her lips.
Stephanie walked ahead, hips swaying with a little more confidence than before, confirming Jeff's suspicion that she was enjoying it. He trailed a few steps behind, distracted for a moment by a cooler of odd craft sodas near the checkout. When he looked up again, she had stopped near a small display of sunhats and reusable bags, pretending to examine one while her phone appeared in her hand, thumb flicking across the screen.
Having looked at all of the novelty flavors, he started to catch up, then froze. He only saw it for a flash, barely a second, but he saw it all the same. The photo he'd sent her last night of his chest, streaked and messy, still hard in his own hand. And then her screen went black.
She hadn't deleted the messages from last night either. Stephanie must have heard him approaching, because her shoulders stiffened the moment he approached. She didn't look at him as she turned to start walking again.
"Glad I'm not the only one who kept stuff from last night," he said, leaning in, voice hushed so the cashier couldn't hear.
His words having the impact he was hoping for. Her eyes flicked toward him, wide and defensive, she knew she'd been caught doing something, and she didn't know how to respond to it. She opened her mouth to say something, but nothing came out. Her cheeks turned instantly pink.
Then, just like that, mom's voice floated over from behind them.
"Find everything?" mom's voice cut across the store as she and dad stepped through the front door.
Stephanie blinked and stepped away fast, stuffing her phone into her pocket like it had betrayed her. Jeff didn't say anything else, but he smiled from seeing her so flustered.
"Almost," she eventually managed, grabbing a bottle of sunscreen from a nearby shelf and held it up.
Mom glanced between them but didn't linger.
"We're good on the boat. Picked up the keys and everything. Jeff, go grab a bag of ice for the cooler, will you?"
"Sure," he said, brushing past Stephanie just close enough for his arm to graze hers.
She flinched slightly at the contact. It wasn't enough for anyone to notice, but just enough to betray how thrown off she still was.
They met back at the counter a few minutes later with a modest pile of groceries of drinks, snacks, fruit, sunscreen. Dad handled the card while mom talked to the cashier about the new café she'd seen coming into town. Jeff helped load the bags into a paper sack and passed one to Stephanie, their hands brushing again, intentionally on Jeff's part.
As they stepped back outside, dad led the way back to the car, keys swinging from one hand, while mom chatted about what time they should try to be on the water. They loaded the last of the grocery bags into the trunk, then dad clapped his hands once and turned toward the water.
"Alright, Carla, you and Steph take the car back with the food. Jeff's coming with me, we'll bring the boat around and tie it off at the dock," he declared.
"Seriously?" Jeff blinked.
"You've never driven one, right? Well, you're about to," dad said, holding out a pair of keys and nodding toward the narrow wooden ramp that led to the rental slips.
"We'll meet you back at the house. Try not to crash," mom added with a teasing smile.
Jeff accepted the keys without argument, a faint grin tugging at his mouth.
Stephanie walked around to the passenger door, her ponytail swaying behind her. She climbed in quickly, avoiding his eyes at first, then gave him a glance just before shutting the door. It was brief, reflecting that she hadn't quite recovered from being caught looking at the picture. Maybe she was glad to have a few minutes away from him, or maybe she just needed the car ride to reset her nerves.
The boat was small but clean, a standard lake rental, center console with a trolling motor and sun canopy. Nothing overly fancy, but enough to go fishing and tubing, with enough room for the four of them to spread out when they were all going to be on it. Dad untied the lines and waved Jeff toward the helm.
"Take it easy," he said, stepping back to give him space. "It can be a bit awkward your first time. It's not a car. Keep it slow near the docks, and once you're in open water, give it a little throttle."
Jeff nodded, one hand gripping the wheel, the other easing the throttle forward. The boat hummed to life, then started to crawl out of the slip, cutting gently through the water.
"So, you pick a major yet?" dad asked, standing beside him with sunglasses on, arms crossed as they watched the shoreline pass.
"Thinking software engineering," Jeff said, eyes focused straight ahead. "Or something with programming at least."
"Good field," dad said with a short nod after Jeff answered. "With the way technology is going, you'll have options, I'd think."
Jeff didn't respond, too caught up in the feel of the wheel and the sudden authority of it. The water widened ahead of them, trees reflecting on its surface. For a minute, he didn't feel like a kid following orders, he felt capable. Independent.
By the time they rounded the bend and the house came into view, dad gestured toward the dock.
"Alright, ease it in. We'll tie her off," he directed stepping, closer to the edge of the boat.
Jeff cut the throttle, letting the momentum carry them the last few yards. The hull bumped gently against the rubber edge of the dock, and dad grabbed a rope from the cleat, securing the stern. Jeff hopped off to tie the bow without being told.
"Not bad," dad said. "At least you didn't try to beach it like Stephanie did last time."
They climbed the small rise of the yard toward the house, the late morning heat already starting to come down on their shoulders. The car wasn't in the drive yet.
Inside, they kicked off their shoes and dropped their sunglasses on the counter. Jeff grabbed a glass of water, still feeling the buzz of adrenaline from his first time driving the boat. A few minutes later, the crunch of tires signaled mom and Stephanie's return.
Stephanie was the first through the door, arms full of paper bags. Her cheeks were a little pink from the sun, her tank top sticking slightly to her lower back.
"Groceries," she announced, setting the bags down with a soft huff. "I think Mom has the last of them."
They unpacked together, fruit, meats, water bottles, veggies, a couple of bottles of wine mom decided to stop and get on the way out of town. Mom moved efficiently, talking to herself as she scanned the produce, while Stephanie opened the fridge and reorganized everything.
Once things were away, mom pulled bread and sliced turkey from the cooler bag and nodded toward the counter.
"I'm just going to make some sandwiches to take out with us," she announced
Jeff leaned against the island, sipping from a water bottle while Stephanie layered lettuce and cheese on hers. She didn't speak, but every now and then, she glanced at him over her shoulder, subtle and unreadable.
After they were finished prepping and packing them, mom rubbed her hands together in excitement. "Alright, swimsuit time!"
Everyone split off, with Stephanie going to her bedroom and their parents to theirs. Jeff headed up to the loft to go grab his. He changed quickly, pulling on his trunks and headed downstairs to meet everyone else. The screen door creaked once, then twice, as mom and Stephanie passed through it onto the deck.
Jeff followed, adjusting the drawstring at his waist.
Stephanie stood near the railing, one foot propped on the bench as she adjusted the straps of her black one-piece suit. It was plain, definitely modest, but it still hugged her enough to show off her figure. Her hips, her chest, the taper of her waist. The cut was high on the hip, making her legs look longer than they were, being on the shorter side, like most other gymnasts. His mouth felt dry just looking at her.
She turned her head, catching him staring.
"Can you do my shoulders?" she asked, holding up the bottle of sunscreen.
Jeff stepped forward, hand outstretched to take it, just as dad appeared from inside.
"Hey Jeff, can you give me a hand with the cooler?" he called, already halfway across the deck.
Jeff hesitated, then gave Stephanie a look. She lifted her eyebrows like, Well?
"I'll be there in a second," Jeff said, flipping the cap open and squirting a line of lotion across his palm.
He stepped behind her and began rubbing it in quickly, unlike how he had a few days ago by their pool. Efficient strokes swept across the top of her shoulders, then down to her upper back. She tilted her chin down, exposing more of her neck, but he kept his pace steady, forcing himself not to linger, not to let his mind go where it had last time, considering the audience.
"You missed a spot," she murmured. They'd done this a hundred times over the years, and it never felt as awkward as it did right now, knowing that dad was watching and was already suspicious of them.
"You're good, pretty sure I got everything," Jeff replied, after leaning in slightly, and dragging his thumb along the edge of the suit where the strap met her skin.
She didn't respond. But her breath felt shaky as though they were doing something wrong. Then Jeff handed the bottle back, turned toward dad, and headed for the cooler.
The boat eased away from the dock with a low hum, the cooler wedged behind mom's seat and a folded towel beneath her thighs. Stephanie sat up front, one leg curled beneath her, hair piled in a bun to keep it off her neck. Her one-piece was dry for now, but it didn't need to be wet to cling to her enough for her brother to take notice of it. He took the bench opposite her, sunglasses on, with the sun bouncing off his bare shoulders. Dad stood at the helm, steering as they pushed away from the shore.
"We'll cruise for a bit," he said. "Scope out a few fishing spots. There's a shallow channel past the bend that seemed promising last time, but I never got a chance to check it out."
No one objected. The sun was high, but the breeze of the boat cruising along kept the heat from feeling too oppressive. Water slapped rhythmically against the sides. Stephanie adjusted her leg, stretching it out into the small path to walk from the front to the back, her knee brushing Jeff's for just a second before reestablishing some distance. She didn't want to give dad anything more to focus on.
They passed a few solitary docks, most of them empty, a couple of kayaks pulled up on the banks. Mom pointed out a blue heron near the reeds. Stephanie looked, nodded politely, then dropped her gaze again.
Jeff leaned back on one elbow and glanced her way. "So... whatever happened to that bikini you wore at the pool?" he asked quiet enough to make sure no one else could hear him.
Stephanie turned her head slowly, eyes narrowing in warning.
"What?" he said, lifting one shoulder, casual. "I liked it."
She hesitated, just long enough that a smile tried to creep over her lips as she remembered the day she wore it to tease him. Things ended up progressing far more than she had anticipated when she put it on after getting home with it. It was red, also sat high on her legs, but covered far less of her butt, and the top put her breasts on display more than anything she'd worn before.
"I didn't think it would exactly go over well with dad," she said conspiratorially, almost playful. "All things considered, you know."
"Probably a safe call, from the girl that was tired of playing it safe," he grinned referencing her comment the night before.
Still, she looked away, just a little pink in the cheeks, and Jeff liked that he could still get under her skin like that.
He let his gaze drift for a second, past her and toward the front of the boat where mom sat adjusting her sun hat. It wasn't the first time he'd noticed, but it hit him again now, Stephanie definitely got her figure from her mom. He wasn't looking at her in a weird way, but... mom looked good. Healthy, soft in places where Stephanie was toned, but still attractive by anyone's standards, and put-together in a way that showed she still cared. It made him wonder, just for a second, if that's what Stephanie would look like in twenty years, or if she'd still be toned, used to working out from doing it her whole life so far.
The thought surprised him, but it also passed quickly.
Mom turned to say something about the coves on the far end of the lake, and Jeff nodded along. Dad directed the boat into slower waters, watching the fish finder readout blink across the screen. Stephanie stayed mostly quiet, occasionally squinting toward the trees.
They trolled for another twenty minutes before dad called it. "We'll come back out early tomorrow. Water's too warm now to find too much."
Dad slowed the boat, shifting the throttle into neutral as they drifted into a quiet cove tucked between two narrow fingers of shoreline. The lake had been busy all morning, typical for a Sunday in the summer. Other boats cruised past them now and then, music drifting over the water, kids shouting from the backs of tubes, or the low roar of an engine kicking up a spray in the distance. But here, tucked out of the main channel, it felt a little more private.
"Let's drop anchor here. Good a spot as any for lunch." dad said as he pointed to a patch of shade near the edge.
Jeff helped him toss the small anchor over the side, the rope pulling taut with a soft splash.
Mom opened the cooler and started handing out sandwiches wrapped in wax paper.
"Here," she said, passing one to Stephanie. "Eat. You barely touched breakfast."
"I'm fine," Stephanie said, but took the sandwich anyway. She leaned back, legs stretched along the seat in front of her, unwrapping it slowly. Her skin glowed warm from the sun, as she took a small bite.
Jeff sat opposite her again, biting into his sandwich while keeping his sunglasses low on his nose, stealing glances when he felt like he could get away without dad or mom seeing. Stephanie didn't meet his eyes, but she knew he was watching.
"After this, we can take a dip. Cool off before we head back," dad said, twisting the cap off a bottle of water and nodding toward the deeper part of the cove.
"I'm in," Stephanie said, setting her sandwich down after a few bites and brushing crumbs from her thigh. She dove cleanly off the side of the boat, barely a splash before her body vanished into the green-blue water.
Jeff blinked, and mom laughed. "She never waits."
"Guess she's going now," Jeff muttered.
"I think she's been waiting to get in the water since we set out." Mom smirked as she handed him a paper towel.
Jeff watched the water bubble near the surface, then Stephanie popped up several feet from the boat, slicking her hair back with both hands. Her smile was wide, unguarded. She looked young in a way he didn't usually see. She seemed more playful, as though she wasn't concerned about what still needed to be done.
"Come on," she called. "It feels amazing."
"I'll go in if someone watches the boat." dad replied as he stood and stretched.
Mom waved him off. "I'll float in a minute. You two go ahead."
Jeff hesitated only a second longer, then stood and peeled off his tank. Stephanie was already floating on her back, arms outstretched, eyes closed against the sun, and her chest cresting the water.
He dove in a little clumsier than she had, but the water shocked his skin in the best way, cool and soft and refreshing. He surfaced with a shake of his head and blinked the water from his lashes.
Stephanie was treading nearby, watching him. "You swim like someone who doesn't have a pool in their backyard."
"Yeah, yeah, I know, but I don't really go swimming that much."
She laughed and flicked water at him with her fingers.
Dad jumped in behind them, sending up an intentional sheet of water that splashed both of them.
They stayed out there a while -- floating, splashing, taking turns on a pool noodle mom tossed from the deck. The air was filled with simple sounds reflecting the leisurely day they were all enjoying with water lapping, distant birdsong, occasional laughter.
At one point, Jeff drifted closer to where Stephanie was floating near the boat, her arms outstretched lazily, chin tilted up to the sun. He kicked gently beneath the surface, guiding himself near her until his toes could brush her thigh, then quickly moving higher between her legs. He tapped her ass lightly with his foot, having aimed for her vagina, but her surprise making her jump, and him to miss.
Stephanie jerked upright in the water, spinning halfway around, brow furrowed.
Jeff gave her a slow grin, barely kicking to stay afloat.
Her eyes narrowed, but her lips twitched like she was holding back a smile. She splashed water toward him with one strong flick of her hand, and he ducked under the water to dodge it. They didn't speak, just hovered near each other for another second before drifting apart again when mom slid into the water.



With her now joining them, the mood shifted to something more open, fun, and communal. Dad joined again a minute later, doing an exaggerated cannonball that sent a spray over everyone and made mom shriek with laughter.
"You're such a child," she scolded, wiping water from her face.
"You married me," he shot back, grinning as he swam backwards past them.
Stephanie drifted toward her mom, climbing onto one of the foam noodles and looping her arms over it like she'd done this a thousand times before. Mom handed her a water bottle and gave her a nudge.
"You hardly touched lunch. You okay, sweetie?" she asked with a slightly concerned tone
Stephanie took the bottle and unscrewed the cap, avoiding eye contact as she took a sip. "Yeah. Just not really hungry, I guess."
Mom didn't press, but she gave her a long look before turning to watch dad, who was floating a few yards away, chatting with Jeff and swatting lazily at the surface with one arm.
Jeff watched the exchange, still treading water. His chest ached contentedly. Everyone looked relaxed, even Stephanie. Her usual edge the last few days, even when she was being flirty, had softened. She glanced over at him once, only briefly, before turning away again with a small smile.
They lingered like that for a while, talking in fits and starts, dad pointing out a massive cabin compared to the others, tucked into the woods above the shoreline. Mom speculated about how expensive lakefront property must be. Jeff made a joke about going halfsies on a house with Stephanie, and dad laughed while Stephanie just rolled her eyes and let it slide.
Eventually, dad checked his watch and announced, "Alright, sun's starting to get mean. Let's head back."
One by one, they climbed up the ladder at the back of the boat, dripping and flushed. Jeff waited for Stephanie to go ahead of him, but she hesitated at the bottom rung, letting mom pass first. When she did finally climb up, Jeff couldn't help watching the water running down the backs of her thighs, and the way the suit hugged her curves, soaked through.
They didn't speak during the ride back. Everyone was too warm, too pleasantly tired. Dad handled the boat, while mom nearly dozed a little in her seat, and Stephanie stretched out again, head tilted back, eyes closed.
Jeff watched his sister, quietly buzzing with the memory of her startled expression, when he caught her looking at his picture.
Back on land, they all headed inside to change. The sun had taken a toll on everyone, causing cheeks to be flushed, and shoulders a little redder after the water washed away any sunscreen. Jeff peeled off his swim trunks and swapped them for dry shorts, towel-drying his groin before slipping on the dry shorts and heading to the kitchen. He felt like he was so charged lately, that even the act of drying off, almost caused him to become hard. The air conditioning hit his skin like a gift, the cool air on the slight sunburn helping to distract him. Mom was already moving around the kitchen, pulling out plates and a chilled bottle of wine.
Stephanie came out last. Her hair was damp, curling slightly at the ends as it clung to her shoulders. She'd changed into a loose T-shirt and a pair of soft, faded blue shorts that sat relaxed on her waist, the elastic low enough to show the smooth line of her stomach. The material shifted with her as she moved, and the shortness of them left her legs almost completely bare, and causing her brother's eyes to linger.
He stole glances of her as he helped mom move a basket of chips outside. She didn't say anything at first, but he caught her watching him back.
"You getting everything squared away before classes start? Paperwork, all that stuff?" dad asked between bites, glancing over at Jeff.
"Yeah, most of it's done," Jeff said, brushing a crumb off his shorts. "Just have to pick up my student ID and schedule one advising meeting."
"Good. Stay on top of it," dad said, leaning back in his chair. "First semester's easier when you're not scrambling to catch up on the boring stuff."
Mom chimed in about how Jeff had always been good at math, then pivoted to Stephanie's last gymnastics season, bragging about regionals and her scholarship. Stephanie offered a polite smile, but Jeff could tell she was fading out.
The conversation on the deck had shifted to small talk like the weather, lake traffic, and someone dad knew from work who used to own a place nearby. Mom poured a second glass of white wine and handed it to Stephanie, who took it with a soft, "Thanks," before curling one leg beneath her on the chair. She wasn't much of a drinker, especially not wine, but she didn't protest.
Dad opened a beer for himself, twisting the cap off and flicking it into a nearby bowl. Jeff watched him take a sip, then leaned forward as though he were going to reach for one.
"Can I have one?" he asked with an air of expectation, as though yes were the obvious answer.
Dad didn't even look up. "Nope."
"Everyone else is drinking." Jeff scoffed, half-laughing.
"Everyone else is over twenty-one."
"Barely," Jeff sulked before sinking back in his seat.
"Still counts," dad said, lifting his bottle toward mom in mock toast. "Legal lines are legal lines."
Mom gave Jeff a sympathetic smile but didn't intervene.
Stephanie took a sip of her wine and glanced over at him. Jeff was already looking at her. He didn't bother to hide it, while dad and mom were looking out over the lake, talking about different houses they could see.
The first time she noticed, she looked away quickly, pretending to focus on her glass. A minute later, she glanced back and caught him again, still looking at her, casually smiling at her apparent discomfort.
This time, she held his gaze for a second longer before dropping it. Her lips pressed together, then she shifted in her seat. It was a little shift, like she couldn't decide whether to cross her legs or uncross them. A faint flush colored her cheeks before she took another slow sip like it might help.
It did something strange to her, something tight and fluttery low in her stomach. She kept her eyes on her glass, pretending to listen to their parents, but her skin was humming with awareness. The fabric of her clothes felt more present in some way, and her posture felt off. She wasn't used to this kind of attention, not in a way that actually registered. But now it did, and because it was her brother, because he was the one looking, it carried so much more weight. The implications of their relationship never leaving her thoughts for long.
Her fingers picked at a loose thread near the hem of her shorts, buying her a few seconds. She shifted in her seat, adjusting the way her legs folded beneath her. She didn't fully understand why, just that his attentions made her feel exposed and excited in a way she didn't want to admit.
"Excuse me," she said lightly, standing. "Bathroom."
She didn't look at Jeff as she walked off, but he watched her go anyway.
Inside, Stephanie closed the bathroom door and exhaled slowly. Her skin was warm all over, not just her face. She braced her hands on the edge of the sink and stared at herself in the mirror.
He wouldn't stop looking at her.
She hadn't worn a bra under her shirt, which wasn't frequent enough to be considered common, but not entirely unusual around the house either. But now... now she was hyper-aware of every soft shift of fabric, every brush of anything against bare skin. And worse, the memory of what she'd seen on her phone still lingered, bouncing around the back of her mind.
She also remembered his last text from the night before, the one she hadn't replied to. You shouldn't wear panties tomorrow. She'd read it twice before setting her phone aside to try and go to sleep, with her heart still pounding.
Now, standing alone in the bathroom, she hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her shorts and slowly pushed them down, making sure to slide her panties off too. They were damp and she didn't even want to think about how long that had been the case. She stepped out of them and balled them up quickly, setting them on the counter for a moment.
She used the toilet, since she was here, and the wine was already starting to affect her, but the pause also gave her a second to collect herself. Her legs felt warm and shaky, from the physically and mentally long day she'd been having. After finishing, she reached for a few grabs of toilet paper to gently dry herself as much as she could, biting her lip as she worked with care to wipe away the signs of her own arousal, knowing she wasn't putting the panties back on.
Once she was what could pass as dry, she pulled her shorts back up, her skin was still a little sensitive beneath the soft fabric. The feeling made her exhale slowly as she questioned her choices, knowing the arousal she was feeling, and no barrier to help hide that.
She grabbed her panties from the counter and slipped quietly into her bedroom, tucking them deep into the bottom of her suitcase before flipping the top flap closed. When she opened the sliding door to the deck again, Jeff was exactly where she'd left him, and his eyes lifted the moment she appeared.
Stepping out onto the deck, mom was laughing at something dad had said. Jeff sat in the same spot, arms stretched behind him along the bench, one leg lazily extended, the other bent, foot flat on the wood boards. Stephanie didn't return to her original seat across from him, electing to grab her wine glass, and veering toward the far corner instead. She chose a low, angled chair closer to the railing. From there, she was more diagonal to him than directly across. If she sat just right, the view between them was open.
She sank into the chair slowly, folding her legs beneath her in a way that felt casual, but every inch of her skin tingled. She was more sensitive to the way her shirt hung loose against her chest with no bra underneath. Her shorts were the only thing between her and the open air, and even those didn't count for much anymore.
She sipped from her wine glass and leaned back, one leg tucked, the other angled outward toward the armrest. Her gaze stayed on their parents, who were still caught up in some story about a neighbor with a loud boat motor and zero awareness of other people. She smiled, nodding when it made sense to, but her attention kept drifting.
She could feel Jeff looking, probably to see if he could make out her nipples through the shirt she wore.
He was trying not to make it obvious, but she caught the tilt of his head, the way his face didn't always point toward the conversation. Once, she shifted slightly and saw his jaw clench. Her stomached knotted up a little more as she felt the flutters from deep down stir.
She held her glass in one hand and used the other to toy with the loose hem of her shorts, brushing her fingers along the inseam absently, like she was completely unaware of what she was doing.
Then, as mom tipped her wine glass back and dad reached for another beer, Stephanie leaned into the arm of the chair and shifted her legs placing one foot up on the edge of the seat, her knee angled outward just enough.
She caught Jeff's eye. He was looking straight at her and that's when she made up her mind.
Her hand adjusted, slow and deliberate, and hooked two fingers inside the leg hole of her shorts. A subtle tug was all it took, the fabric parted from her thigh just enough to give him a clear, fleeting glimpse of smooth skin, and nothing else beneath the shorts.
She was lost in the moment, surprised by her own brazen actions. Just a silent second stretched on for eternity, based on how fast her heart was beating.
She finally moved the fabric back into place, lifted her wine glass again, and took another sip.
Jeff's mouth went dry. His grip on the bench tightened slightly, one hand lifting like he might adjust his shirt, or shift positions, but he ended up just freezing. His brain couldn't seem to figure out what he was supposed to be doing in the moment. His eyes didn't move from her for a full second too long, and then he blinked hard, looking away as if physically forcing himself to focus elsewhere.
He twisted in his seat, trying and failing to find a neutral posture.
"You good, kid?" dad asked, glancing over with a raised brow.
"Yeah -- yeah, I'm fine." Jeff coughed once, as he replied.
Stephanie didn't say a word. She took another slow sip of wine and let her view wander toward the water but inside, she knew she'd gotten to him this time. That little hitch in his voice, the flustered way he moved, she knew exactly the feeling of being of guard he was experiencing right now.
She felt the balance tilt back in her direction. After all, he'd caught her off guard earlier at the store, talking about the video's she'd sent. And then the crack about the photo, without a chance to recover, or even comment back before their parents walked into the store. She'd been rattled since.
This... this evened the score a little in her mind.
They lingered on the deck a while longer, the wine bottle gradually emptying between Stephanie and mom, while dad nursed another beer and talked about early fishing spots they might try, hoping for a little luck. Jeff mostly stayed quiet, occasionally chiming in when asked, but his eyes kept drifting to Stephanie. She didn't flash him again, but it didn't matter. The damage was done; the image burned into his brain. As much as he'd love an encore, he could still clearly see it regardless.
He nibbled at chips, while everyone else drank and he wondered how long she'd been without panties. She didn't have them at breakfast, and she didn't have them now. He didn't see any sign of them when they went into town and she climbed into the SUV, but he couldn't be sure and she never told him. Was this normal for her and he never knew? Or was this just because he texted she shouldn't, so she didn't?
His thoughts swirled around her and her choice of panties, or lack there of for the day, when eventually mom stood and stretched with a content sigh.
"Alright, I'm beat. We should all turn in soon if we want to be up early," she said.
Dad nodded and started gathering the last of the bottles and glasses from the table. Stephanie helped, carrying a few things back into the kitchen while mom disappeared down the hall. Jeff followed with the wine bottle and cork, bring up the rear in an attempt to nonchalantly hide the half erection that he had.
No words passed between any of them as they moved around the kitchen, everyone doing their part to clean up. Stephanie rinsed her glass, set it in the drying rack, then turned toward the hallway. Jeff was still watching her. She gave him, what could only be described by him as a neutral look, and walked off down the hall toward the bathroom without saying a word.
They all started to peel off not long after the last dishes were put away. Their mom gave Stephanie a quick kiss on the cheek and reminded her to drink some water before bed. Dad stretched, muttered something about the getting a good night sleep, and disappeared down the hall behind her.
"Night, kids," mom called softly, flipping off the kitchen light as she passed.
"Night," Stephanie answered, already heading toward her bedroom.
Jeff lingered a second longer in the darkened kitchen, not bothering to respond. When he sighed, pushed himself off the counter, and trudged toward the stairs. His legs felt heavy, like the whole day had finally caught up to him.
He climbed slowly to the loft, peeled his shirt off, and dropped it on the edge of the small couch up there. No brushing teeth, no pajamas, just the comforter pulled halfway over him as he stretched out and stared at the wooden beams overhead.
Jeff lay on his back, arms folded behind his head. The loft was dim, lit only by the moonlight from the tall windows, and the minimal ambient spill of light from various electronics, along with the light over the stove downstairs. Mom had decided to leave it on so she could find her way when she needed water at night. The whole day felt like a blur of teasing, from the looks they shared, and that flash she gave him across the deck.
He wasn't expecting anything more tonight, so when he heard the soft creak of the stairs and the faint pat of bare feet on the wooden steps, his breath caught.
Stephanie's head appeared near the edge of the loft railing, slowly cresting the floor as she quietly approached. She wore the same loose shirt from earlier and those soft shorts she flashed him through. She looked hesitant, but she smiled softly, her eyes still adjusting to the darker lighting in here after staring at the screen of her phone in her room.
"Hey," he whispered, sitting up slowly.
She didn't answer at first. Just stepped closer, then lowered herself down onto the double mattress beside him, legs folded, arms braced behind her.
"I wasn't sure you were still up," she said, voice low.
"I don't think I've been fully relaxed all day." Jeff gave a dry little laugh.
She nodded, but her eyes stayed on her lap. For a second, the silence stretched. Then her voice came, soft and unsure.
"Can I ask you something?"
"Anything."
Her fingers twisted in the hem of her shirt, considering her question.
"When you said you loved me... before. You know, that first night. You meant it?"
"Of course I did," Jeff said without hesitation.
She looked over at him, studying his face. "How do you know?"
"What do you mean?" he asked, moving closer until his knee brushed hers.
"I've never... no one's ever said that to me. Not like that," she said, a small breath leaving her. "And you're the only guy I've ever been with. So I don't know what any of this is supposed to feel like." She paused, then added quietly, "Sometimes I think maybe I'm just the first girl who let you touch her, and that's why you think it's love."
"Steph... no. That's not it at all," Jeff said, sitting up straighter.
She watched him closely.
"You think no guys noticed you before?" he asked.
She didn't answer, but the flicker in her expression said it was true.
"They did," he said. "You just never noticed. Or thought they were messing with you. You have no idea how many guys wanted you."
Her forehead creased slightly as she stared at him, struggling to picture it. Maybe it had happened, but if so, he was right, she'd never noticed it.
"I'm glad you didn't notice," Jeff added, his voice quieter now. "Because it gave me a chance with you."
She stood looking at him. Something in his tone made her pause, like she hadn't expected him to say something sounding so sincere.
He exhaled softly. "Long before anything ever happened... I used to watch you without even meaning to. Just the way you'd move around the house still in your leotard, school clothes, or sweats, it didn't matter. Or even half-asleep some mornings. I used to think about you all the time. I don't think you ever noticed, but you were always on my mind, even then."
She bit her lip, her expression somewhere between overwhelmed and moved. Then slowly, she leaned in and placed her palm on his chest, right over his heart. Her hand slid down, fingers grazing his stomach. Then lower, finding the waistband of his boxers.
His whole body tensed as her fingers dipped beneath the band and wrapped around him. He was already hard; he had been since she sat on the bed and started talking to him. His memories of her, causing him to grow as he talked, but her touch made his stomach tighten.
She didn't look at his face. Her eyes stayed focused on what she was doing, on the slow, deliberate way her hand moved. Jeff's breath shivered.
"You're shaking," he whispered.
"I'm nervous," she said quietly, eyes still on the blanket between them. "Not about doing anything... just about how much I feel when I'm with you. I said that first night that I think I might love you... I wasn't really sure having never felt that way before."



Jeff didn't say anything at first. His chest rose once, sharply, but he stayed still.
She glanced up at him. "It's like every time I think I've got a handle on what this is, something happens. And it scares me a little, because I've ever wanted anyone the way I want you. And you're the one person I shouldn't. And you shouldn't want me."
Her breath caught, and then, slowly, she leaned in.
The kiss started soft, coming closer tentatively, almost shy, but the moment their lips met, something deeper rushed in. Her fingers gripped at his thighs, and her breath came quick through her nose, as though she'd been holding it in all night. Jeff's hand found her waist, the feel of his hand on her, holding her gently as she pressed in.
Still kissing him, she breathed the words against his mouth.
"I do love you."
He stilled, only for a second, then kissed her back harder, hearing her say it the way she had, moving him to action.
Jeff's hand slid to the back of her head as their mouths opened against each other, breathing ragged through their noses as the kiss went on. There was no real finesse, just raw emotions from their shared confessions of feelings, and want. The sound of her breath catching again as she moved closer.
They shifted together, easing down until they were lying on their sides, facing each other. Her legs bent slightly, his bumped hers as they stumbled through finding a comfortable position. She didn't stop kissing him. One of his hands stayed tangled in her hair, the other sliding down her side, over her hip, then slowly back up again, fingertips catching the hem of her shirt.
Her bottom hand pressed lightly to his chest, steadying herself. The other moved lower.
When her fingers slipped through the front of his boxers and found him, Jeff shuddered so hard it broke their kiss. He inhaled, sharp and shaky, his forehead resting against hers as he tried to keep still.
"Oh my God," he whispered, eyes squeezed shut.
Stephanie didn't say anything. Her hand closed around him, tentatively at first, but growing more confident when she felt his response. He was hard already, hot and twitching under her touch.
Jeff kissed her again, mouths opening immediately this time, as their tongues found each other, and teeth bit at lips. He was breathing hard, holding her closer, one hand on the curve of her ass now, pulling her into him as her fist moved slowly, then faster.
"I missed this," he breathed. "I think about you all the time, Steph. I swear I can't even--"
Her mouth caught his again, the kiss frantic as her fingers worked him free through the fly of his boxers. His exposure allowed her hand to fully glide along the length of his shaft now that there was nothing in the way.
Jeff groaned into her mouth, his hand gripping her hip first, then sliding up along her side. He was trying to find her breast, fumbling past the fabric of her shirt, but her arm was in the way, straight and wedged between them as she continued stroking him. He shifted, trying to get around it, but she didn't seem to notice, too focused on the feel of him in her hand, and the way he pulsed with every glide of her palm.
He reversed directions, letting his hand drift back down, trailing the waistband of her shorts before dipping lower. But her thighs were together, pinched snugly closed, and he couldn't get between them. He pressed a little, trying to coax her to open, but she didn't move.
"Can you..." he breathed against her cheek, "open your legs a little?"
It took her a second to acknowledge what he was asking, and once she did, she only shook her head, the motion small but final. Then she broke the kiss just long enough to whisper, "No."
Jeff swallowed, jaw tight, confused by why she wouldn't allow him to touch her. She twisted her hand slightly, the thumb brushing his head and smearing the precum she found there.
"Tonight's your turn," she murmured, her voice low. "Consider it... repayment for the car."
Then she kissed him again and kept her hand moving with increasing confidence in what she was doing. She could feel his urgency in the way he was pawing at her.
Jeff's hand slid lower, fingers tracing the curve of her ass through her shorts until he eased his hand beneath the fabric. He took his time groping and squeezing her ample, firm ass, appreciating the smooth skin sans panties. He gripped her, as though he were trying to pull her closer. Then, as if on their own, he felt his fingers trail down, moving over the lower curve, trying to reach her from behind, his fingertips searching for the heaven he knew had to be waiting for him.
But as his fingers brushed near their target, Stephanie shifted just slightly, pressing her hips back into his palm, arching her spine in a way that gave him more of her ass, but kept her pussy just out of reach.
The message was clear. He wasn't getting there tonight.
"God," he groaned, his breath catching. "Please, Steph... will you ride me then?"
She shook her head, smiling into the dark as Jeff's head tilted back in frustration. His mouth out of reach, she just nipped along his jaw, then lower, her breath warm against his neck.
"No," she whispered.
Jeff let out a sound that was half a plea, half a groan. His hand found her waist, then her hip, pulling gently. "Steph... I just need to feel you. I'll stay on top, I'll go slow, anything. I just--"
Her lips closed around the soft skin at the base of his throat, silencing him. She kissed there again. Then lower the next time.
Jeff stilled taking in the feel of her lips on him.
Her hand was still wrapped around him, moving with slow, deliberate strokes, but her mouth was on the move now, trailing down his chest. She didn't rush, just let her body shift gradually down the mattress. She continued to move as she kissed lower, and understand her silent cue, Jeff rolled onto his back, inching toward the center of the mattress. She followed, adjusting to accommodate his movements, until she settled between his legs as his thighs parted around her.
By the time she reached his stomach, neither of them was talking anymore. Jeff lay perfectly still, eyes fixed on the ceiling like he was afraid to spook her. His hands had fallen away from her, but his breath gave him away, as it came in shaky, uneven swallows of air.
Stephanie paused at the waistband of his boxers. She kissed just below his navel, her mouth brushing the skin there, then glanced up for a second.
He was watching her once she reached his boxers. Wide-eyed, waiting to see what she was going to do. The lighting barely enough to be sufficient to feed his eyes what they needed.
She looked down again.
His cock was still out, resting against him through his fly, swollen and the head a reddish purple, evident even in the low lighting. She gave it a final stroke, then gently guided it back through the fly, tucking him inside just long enough to hook her fingers under the waistband. With a slight tug, she worked the boxers outward, easing them down and over his erection. Jeff lifted his hips without a word, helping her slide them past his waist and down over his ass. She scooted lower on the bed as they worked together to free his underwear of his legs. Her hair fell forward in loose waves as she looked, and her hand found him again.
She paused. Her body was ready, but her mind hesitated at the edge of something new. She'd never done this before, and she wanted it to be with him. Wanted him to be the one she gave her first blowjob. It wasn't fear holding her back, just the unfamiliar. A boundary she hadn't crossed and something she'd only imagined.
She thought back to that first night, when she'd leaned down, curious, trying to taste him and how he'd surprised her by finishing too quickly. The warmth had caught her off guard, the blur of it hitting her tongue before she even realized what had happened. She'd wiped her mouth, stunned, but the brief taste that managed to get through the surprise, had stayed with her. She'd thought about it more than she ever admitted. She'd never told him, unsure how he'd react, or what he'd think of her
It had been a fleeting moment then. A flash of something unexpected, but this... this would be deliberate. She was about to take him fully into her mouth and she knew exactly what she was doing and what to expect this time.
She leaned forward, her hand steady as she gave him one last stroke, then shifted her body one more time to balance herself and lowered her mouth.
Jeff's breath gasped audibly.
Her lips softly brushed the head first, and he could feel her uncertainty. Then she parted her lips to take him in. It was just the tip at first. The feeling was warm, and wet as her mouth closed around him and he met the soft press of her tongue. He twitched in her grip, his thighs going tense beneath her hands.
She slowed, adjusting her angle, and letting her tongue explore him slowly, feeling the firmness of him flex against her. His skin was hot, smooth, stretched tight over the firmness of him. She felt the slight ridge near the head, the subtle throb that came with every heartbeat. The tip bumped gently against the roof of her mouth as she circled it with her tongue. Her tongue traced along the underside, noticing the difference as it pressed against him, between the rigid shaft, and the softer tube that ran the bottom of its length.
Then she tasted the unmistakable drop of something thick and warm landing on her tongue, as her bottom lip pressed into the tube, and she pulled her head back. The taste of precum, coaxed out of him by the pressure of her lips, and the pulsing of his cock as she did.
It coated the length of her tongue as she pulled back with a faint salty, musky taste that somehow made her stomach flutter. Her thighs clenched instinctively at the thought that she'd caused it just from touching and tasting him like this. It was completely different from what she remembered from that first night. Then, she'd been caught off guard. This time, she welcomed it. She let the taste settle on her tongue before she swallowed and eased her lips lower once more.
More of him slid into her mouth, stretching her jaw as she relaxed into the motion. Her lips tightened slightly to keep the seal, and she could feel the veins along his shaft press against her as she moved. He pulsed again, stronger now, and she responded instinctively, pressing her tongue flat beneath him and sucking just a little harder as she pulled back again.
The mix of sensations washed over her. The soft friction of his skin gliding over her tongue, the thickness of him filling her mouth, the warmth of her own pulse echoing in her ears. She felt like she was learning about him in a new way, and memorizing every reaction, every twitch, even his flavor.
And when he groaned again, she felt it all the way through her.
Her hand stayed around the base, holding herself there while she tried to relax her jaw and breathe through her nose. He wasn't huge, but she could still feel the stretch. The effort it took to ease him deeper past her lips. The slight salt of his skin from what'd already dried when she'd used her hand. She felt him pulse against her tongue and pulled back just slightly to swirl her tongue around the head, tasting the precum as more came out.
Jeff's hand hovered near her head, then dropped to grip the blanket at his side instead.
She let her eyes drift up to his face, finally ready to look at him. His mouth was slack, and his brow drawn over half-closed eyes. The sheer pleasure in them was almost overwhelming.
That helped build her confidence even further.
She eased down again, letting more of him slide in. Her jaw started to ache and she didn't dare try to take all of him yet. She pulled back again, bobbing gently, building a pace. The movement was awkward at first in its unfamiliarity, but she listened to the way he breathed. She felt when his stomach flexed, and his hardon jumped in her mouth. She noticed when he exhaled sharply as her tongue pressed flat along the underside.
She kept going.
Jeff's hips jerked once and she pulled off, startled, her hand taking over again immediately. She stroked him slowly, catching her breath, licking her lips and wiping the excess saliva that was building at the corners of her mouth. He looked down at her like he didn't believe what she was doing. She gave a shy smile, then leaned back in and took him again, a little deeper.
His hand finally found her hair, resting lightly on the back of her head, just holding her there. He didn't dare push.
She bobbed again, wet sounds filling the quiet space between them, her hand moving now, in time with her mouth. It was messy. She could feel saliva gathering at the corners of her lips again, and she swallowed around him as best she could, but it dripped anyway. Still, she didn't stop.
Jeff brokenly whispered her name once, and she closed her eyes, focusing on that, on the way he said it, the adoration in his voice. She wanted to give him this. Wanted to make him cum. Wanted to feel what it was like when she was the reason he lost control.
She pulled back, sucking softly at the tip, her lips gliding over the ridge with care before easing down again, deeper this time, her jaw stretching wider, breath steady through her nose.
But then she went too far. The head of his cock grazed the back of her throat unexpectedly when he involuntarily twitched, and the reflex hit before she could stop it.
She gagged, just once, and quickly pulled back, with a quiet wet sound breaking the silence as she popped off him. Her hand gripped him instinctively, still slick from her mouth, while she coughed lightly behind her wrist and closed her eyes for a second, catching her breath.
Jeff sat up a little, concern flashing across his face, but she shook her head once, not looking at him yet.
"I'm okay," she whispered, gasping slightly as she recovered. Still holding him gently, her thumb moving in slow circles near the base. She didn't want him to say anything. Didn't want to ruin the moment. She licked her lips, adjusted her hair over one shoulder, and then leaned forward again with quiet resolve.
This time, she was careful to control the depth, keeping the pressure with her hand where her mouth couldn't reach. Her lips moved faster, keeping a steady pace, her jaw already feeling the strain, but she didn't stop. She wasn't going to try that deep again tonight, maybe another time, but she still wanted to make it good. She wanted him to remember this for more than just his first blowjob.
She hollowed her cheeks slightly on the upstroke and sucked harder at the tip, her tongue swirling around the head as she went, earning another broken sound from deep in his chest.
Jeff couldn't breathe right. He'd been trying to stay quiet, to let her lead, but nothing could've prepared him for how her mouth felt. The wet, insistent pull, her tongue never staying inactive for more than a couple of seconds, the grip of her hand working in time -- he couldn't stop reacting. His stomach tightened, and he fought to keep his thighs from tensing, managing to limit them to only twitching. Every nerve felt exposed.
She was focused now, completely locked in on him, with lips moving in a wet slurping, and her tongue teasing at the underside, then circling the head in a way that made his toes curl. Every time she pulled back, he caught the shine of saliva, the way her jaw clenched and flexed with effort. She was struggling a little, he could tell, but she was determined to not let anything stop her. And fuck, that made it even harder to hold back.
His hand drifted back to her head, after letting go when she gagged. His fingers brushed through her hair without pushing. He just needed to touch her. To connect with her. His hips shifted once, an involuntary roll upward, but she adjusted quickly this time, hand tightening around his base, doing its job to keep her from going to deep and choking again.
"Steph," he breathed. It came out too loud, and he swallowed hard, trying to keep it together. "I'm- shit, I'm getting close..." he warned, not wanting to shock her like their first time.
She didn't stop. If anything, her mouth grew more insistent, tongue pressing harder under him, then flicking again at the tip. His abs clenched, back arching slightly off the bed. He didn't want to come yet, he wanted this to last, but her mouth was relentless, and every second of knowing he was getting his first blowjob from the girl he'd loved for how long, pushed him closer to that edge.
He tried to warn her again, voice shaking. "I-fuck-I'm gonna-"
She didn't stop. At the sound of his voice, she moved into a better position, tucking her knees more fully under her as she prepared. She eased off, taking only the head into her mouth now and moving in tiny bobs, letting her tongue do more of the work in her mouth as it pressed into him. Her lips sealed around his swelling cock, feeling his body start to go more rigid. Her right hand took over, stroking him in quick, steady pumps. Her other hand pressed firmly against his thigh, bracing herself as he tensed beneath her.
Jeff's whole body jerked, muscles locking. "Stephanie-oh my god-" He barely got the words out, trying to give her warning to pull off before he erupted.
The first pulse suddenly hit the back of her throat hard, the thick cum covering the inside of her mouth. Stephanie coughed around it, not pulling away, even as it burned up through her nose. A warm trickle escaped out one nostril, but she clenched her eyes shut and pushed through, swallowing as fast as she could. Her hand didn't slow, working him through every twitch and spasm as more spilled out, coating her every part of her mouth with the hot, salty taste, overwhelming her senses.
Jeff barely registered his own warning he'd choked out. The second her lips sealed around him and her hand took over, his body gave in. The rush was instant and uncontrollable, pleasure tearing through him like a fuse finally catching. He felt his cum leave him in a flood, her mouth still around him, her grip unrelenting. The shifting pressure of her mouth as she swallowed. The sound of her choking slightly, but not stopping, sent another jolt through his spine.
No one had ever done this for him, no one had ever taken him in their mouth before, and he wasn't prepared for the physical or mental rush of cumming in Stephanie's mouth. The pressure of her lips, the intense slide of her tongue, the frantic jerking of her hand -- it all crashed together until he couldn't see, or breathe. The feel of her was the only thing that existed, the sound of her name in his head, as he tried to be quiet and not call it out. And the impossible realization that she wanted this. That she wanted him.
Some of it slipped past her lips, running down her chin, but she didn't let go. Her jaw trembled with the effort, but she held him, lips tight around the head, letting him feel every second of it, not wanting to short him a moment of his pleasure.
Jeff groaned again, a raw, broken sound. His hands fisted in the blanket, having taken them away from her head, so he didn't accidentally force her down his shaft as his orgasm caused body spasms. His hips twitching as the last spurts pulsed against her tongue.
Stephanie swallowed again, catching what she could, the rest already sliding down his length until it found her hand, pooling against the edge of her fingers and thumb. It got worked into a lather as she continued drawing as much from him as it could. Her eyes blinked open, tears running from the effort, but she was focused, determined to finish what she'd started.
Even as her throat stung and her jaw ached, she stayed with him, until he finally sagged back against the mattress, chest heaving, breath gone, but Jeff wasn't completely gone. His hips gave a sharp twitch, and he let out a strangled sound that wasn't pleasure anymore. His hand slid into her hair to stop her. "Steph... Jesus-too much," he gasped, voice cracking. "I can't-please..."



She felt it too in the way he flinched with every brush of her tongue, how his thighs trembled beneath her hand. She stopped, letting his cock slip from her lips, her strokes continuing but lighter now, careful to avoid the oversensitive head. A thin strand of saliva and cum clung from her lip to his tip, and she leaned in, slurping gently at what she could, trying to minimize the mess. The rest she wiped away from her mouth with the back of her other hand, both of them gasping for breath.
Her hand slowed, thumb pressing into the base of him, coaxing up another drop. It beaded at the tip before quickly dripping down the back of the head, and she leaned in, quickly taking him into her mouth once more, to claim the final drop. The sensitivity hitting once again, just enough to make him twitch once more at the contact.
Then, finally, she sat back on her heels, chest heaving in a bid to settle her breaths, jaw sore, but eyes locked on him. As she looked at him, his chest still gasping, lips parted, eyes unfocused. The way his thighs twitched with every shift of her left hand on his leg, and his cock just barely beginning to soften under her right. Something burned behind her gaze. A slow, rising satisfaction.
She had done that. She'd taken him through his orgasm, held on through the mess, through the burn in her nose and the ache in her jaw, until he had nothing left. And now, looking at him like he did, wrecked and silent as he tried to recover, she felt a kind of pride bloom in her chest.
He was still catching his breath from her efforts, and all she could do now was watch.
Stephanie eased forward, stretching out beside him on the small mattress. Her body felt heavy now, as the adrenaline slowly left her limbs, but her mind was still alight. She nestled in, half-draped over him, her leg hooking gently around his. One hand slid along his chest before her head found its place there, the warmth of his skin seeping into her cheek.
Jeff didn't say anything right away. His arm curled around her shoulder, fingers brushing softly against her upper arm as he exhaled, long and slow.
She could hear his heart still pounding, feel it under her ear, trying to find its slower rhythm again.
"Thank you," he said finally, his voice raw as he tried to keep his voice down. "I mean it. That was... I don't even know what that was, or how to explain it."
"You don't have to," she responded with a small smile, and rapidly growing tired.
"No, I do." He turned his head toward her, lips grazing her hair. "You didn't have to do that... But you did. And it was more than I ever imagined."
"I wanted to," she said, her fingers lightly running across his chest, drawing lines. "I just... needed to figure it out as I went."
He gave a small hmmm of understanding.
"I'm glad you didn't rush me," she added. "You never do. Even when I know you want more, you still wait. That means more to me than I've said."
His hand stilled, squeezing her arm gently. "You're worth the wait."
Stephanie felt the knot in her chest loosen. She tilted her head to look up at him.
"Maybe next time..." she started, her lips tugging into a subtle smile. "Maybe I'll try to take a little more of you. Or... if there's stuff you like, you can tell me while I'm doing it. You know, so I can get better."
Jeff's face softened, and she felt his chest shake faintly with a quiet laugh. "Steph, you're already perfect."
"I'm serious."
"I know," he said, brushing her hair back from her face. "And I will. If you do this again, I'll tell you what I like, but that was my first time, so I'm not really sure either," he continued.
"And only if you tell me too," he added after a moment had passed.
"Deal," she whispered, and her smile grew against his skin.
She didn't say it out loud again, but the words were there in the way she held him. In the way she stayed wrapped around him, listening to his heartbeat. In the way she pressed a soft kiss to his chest.
They lay there a little longer, until the silence of the house grew loud in their ears, their own pulse sounding like a crashing wave. The lakeside cabin seemed so quiet with no external noise coming in. Jeff's breathing had steadied, but he still hadn't fully come down. His fingers idly traced along her back, just touching for the sake of being close.
Eventually, Stephanie shifted slightly, lifting herself just enough to glance toward the loft railing. "I should go," she murmured. "If I stay any longer, I'm going to fall asleep here."
He tightened his arm around her for a second. "You could. I wouldn't mind."
"I know," she said, smiling softly as she kissed his chest again, then pushed herself up onto an elbow. "But I don't think that would go over well in the morning."
Jeff exhaled through his nose, eyes still half-lidded. "Can I... do something for you? I mean, if you're not too tired-"
She reached out and ran her fingers gently through his hair, the gesture was surprisingly affectionate to both of them.
"No," she said, her voice tender but final, once again. "Tonight was for you."
He blinked up at her.
"You can return the favor next time," she added, leaning in close enough that their noses almost touched. "And maybe then I'll stay."
Jeff gave a slow nod, too sated to push it further, but his grin said everything.
Stephanie slipped off the mattress, stretching her legs as she stood. Her body was still tingling in places, still aware of what she'd done, and how it made her feel. She bent to pick up her overnight shorts and panties from the floor but paused. She looked over at him once more, wanting to lean down and kiss him, really kiss him like they had at the start of this. She thought about it when they were almost touching noses, but she could still taste him in her mouth, and something about that made her hesitate.
"Goodnight, not-so-little brother," she said, with a mischievous smile and a wink, he could barely make out in the dim light.
"Goodnight, sis," he replied, a second later. It took him a moment to register her choice of words, not something she typically called him. She rarely used the term broth with him, and the fact she did it after the act she'd just performed, made him shudder once more, putting a smile on his face. Not to mention the bit of a compliment that had slid in with it.
She quietly walked toward the stairs, glancing over her shoulder just before descending. His eyes were still on her.
And for the first time since overhearing their parents in the kitchen, she felt no uncertainty about what she wanted, regardless of the risks. In that moment, her need for him galvanized into something unshakable.
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Chapter 44
Natalie heard him moving as she came out of her room to go to the kitchen. The soft thud of a cabinet, the pull of the fridge door opening, and then closing again. She took a second in the hallway, steadying her breath. Her heart hadn't slowed all morning since she opened her eyes and remembered what she'd seen.
Or what she'd done, fingers between her thighs, biting her wrist to keep quiet, watching him from just a few feet away.
And then bolting, like a thief in the night.
She stepped into the kitchen with her breath held tighter than she realized. She came out earlier than normal hoping to avoid him, but he must have had the same idea, and now it was too late, feeling committed. Aiden was already at the counter, hunched slightly over a bowl of cereal, wearing the same drawstring shorts he always did in the morning, with no shirt.
Really? Not even a shirt? Couldn't he have at least worn that today? she thought to herself.
He looked up the moment she entered.
"Hey," he said.
"Morning." She didn't look at him, just gave a faint nod.
Her voice sounded thin. She moved toward the coffee machine, aiming for something normal from her typical routine. She slid a pod into the slot, hit the button, and stepped back, waiting.
The machine blinked once. Then started its slow, stuttering cycle. She stared at the trickle of dark liquid hitting the mug, her back to him. It felt like the longest brew of her life.
Her arms folded across her stomach. She shifted her weight from one foot to the other as the machine sputtered and hissed behind her. She could hear him eating, every clink of his spoon, every crunch as he bit down, but her own thoughts were louder.
She kept going back to the slip of her foot last night. Her heel catching on the floor as she turned to leave, right after she saw him finish all over himself. Just a half-step too quick, and too careless. The squeak of her bare foot skidding on the floor was just enough to echo in the stillness of the living room.
Her stomach twisted at the memory of it.
He had to have heard that. Please don't let him have heard that. Please don't let him know I was standing there, watching him cum all over himself like that.
She bit the inside of her cheek, hard. She hadn't made any other sounds, at least she didn't think she had. But that slip had given her away. It had to.
He wasn't saying anything about it, and neither was she.
She just needed this cup to fill so she could run and hide behind her bedroom door. Maybe pretend the whole thing didn't happen, even though her body remembered exactly how it had felt.
She kept still, blinking at the half-filled cup, willing it to hurry up as though staring hard enough would make the difference.
Behind her, Aiden spooned another bite of cereal into his mouth. He expected her to look... off, but he didn't expect her to avoid him completely. He'd hoped to have a little more time before facing her though too.
He couldn't stop replaying last night in his own head. The fact that he'd stayed in the living room, sitting on the couch, and that he'd chosen to relieve himself while sitting there. And then the moment right after...
He'd heard something. A squeak of skin on the vinyl, faux-wood floor in the hallway, followed by a door closing. It wasn't loud, but too distinct to be anything else.
Why the fuck didn't he just go to his room instead of sitting there? It had to be her that he heard. Clearly, she had, based on how she was acting.
How much did she see? Did she watch, trapped by the shock of what she was seeing? Or maybe she came out, barely saw anything and turned so quickly she slipped... Was she disgusted? Embarrassed for him? Angry?
I'm a damned idiot, he chastised himself.
"Sleep okay?" he asked, trying for casual, as if he hadn't spent all morning worrying that he'd completely wrecked the good thing he had going here.
"Yeah," she said, with her voice cracking in that awkwardly higher pitch than normal. "You?"
"Fine. Little cold." His fingers tightened around the spoon. "You know how it gets in here sometimes."
She gave a small nod, keeping her eyes fixed on the stream of coffee. He watched the curve of her back, and the tension in her shoulders. She looked like she was barely breathing. It wasn't like her to avoid him like this.
The machine finally sputtered out the last of the coffee. Natalie reached for the mug, her hand steady even though everything inside her felt wrecked. She didn't add sugar, or even cream. Just wrapped her fingers around the warmth and blurted the first thing that came to her mind.
"I'm gonna shower," she said without turning.
"Cool."
He winced at the word the second it left his mouth. Cool. Like they were still in high school, and he hadn't moaned her name in his head while jerking off less than eight hours earlier.
Natalie turned and left without looking back, her coffee held in both hands as she scurried away. The hallway swallowed her up, one soft footstep at a time.
Aiden stared down at his cereal. He hadn't taken a bite in what felt like minutes. He pushed the bowl away and slumped forward, elbows on the counter, head in his hands.
What the hell just happened?
Chapter 45
The rest of Sunday passed at a crawl. Natalie kept herself busy with laundry, dishes, anything she could find to keep her busy, choosing to skip her yoga for the morning. She stripped her bed, remade it, washed the old sheets, then stripped it again because she didn't like the way the fitted sheet clung at the corner. She caught herself replaying last night in her head every time the silence got too deep. Every time she heard him move about. Every time she passed the couch.
She didn't see much of Aiden, since he mostly stayed in his room, as well. She heard the occasional shuffle, the faint hum of his music through the door. Once, in the afternoon, they crossed paths in the hallway. She stepped aside; he mumbled a thanks. And neither of them looked up.
She tried not to wonder how often he touched himself. Or how often it was about her...
Matt texted sometime around three.
Matt: Hope your weekend's going alright. Let me know if you want to grab a drink later or something.
She saw the message, read it, and went back to busy work, considering his offer.
A few minutes later, she decided to reply.
Natalie: Been a long day. Maybe another night?
He simply liked the message, choosing not to push.
Later, after dinner, she opened their thread again, scrolled back, and read some of the older messages from earlier in the week, where the teasing had started to pick up. She almost smiled at one of his dumb GIF replies. Almost. But it didn't feel the same anymore.
She tossed her phone on the couch and wandered into the kitchen, stopping herself just short of grabbing wine. She didn't need to add drunk guilt to whatever this was already becoming. Wine contributed to last night, which didn't bode well for her self-control.
Instead, she stood at the island, staring at the couch. The same spot where Aiden had leaned back the night before, breathing heavy, his hips bucking under his own hand. Her stomach clenched.
She turned off the light and went to bed early, but sleep didn't come easily. Every nerve was too alert, and her thoughts too tangled. And the apartment, felt too quiet.
Chapter 46
Aiden didn't do much on Sunday, either. At least nothing he'd be proud of. He stayed in his room most of the day, clicking through YouTube until the autoplay landed on something he didn't recognize from his head zoning out, or gaming half-heartedly. Eventually, the controller slipped to the floor, and he didn't bother picking it up.
He was trying not to think about the night before and how much she'd heard him, or seen. He kept replaying the moment in his head: that faint shift, the soft squeak of her foot against the vinyl, the sound of her door. The same thoughts he had at breakfast.
If she had seen him, if she'd stood there, even for a second, watching him jerk off on the couch, why hadn't she said anything? Why hadn't she looked at him that morning? Scolded him? Yelled at him? Smiled with that certain look she can get... He immediately pushed the last thought out of his head. Shit was bad enough; he didn't need to turn last night into more of a reason for her to be pissed at him.
She'd stood at the coffee machine with her back to him the whole time, not even a glance his way. It had felt like a deliberate sign to him. He couldn't tell if it was shame, embarrassment, or something worse. Maybe she was disgusted. Maybe she was trying to pretend it didn't happen.
His gut twisted. Technically, he hadn't done anything wrong other than not choosing to go to his room, but she wasn't supposed to be up, she went to bed. He didn't know she was there. It wasn't like he'd been flaunting it, but still, knowing she might've seen everything left him shaken in a way he didn't know how to process.
He thought about messaging one of his friends or heading out to kill a few hours, but the idea of putting on real clothes and acting like everything was fine felt exhausting. Instead, he stayed in. Door closed, with his video games, laptop and phone, listening to music in an effort to drown out his own thoughts.
He followed her movements through the apartment without meaning to. Footsteps crossing the hall, dishes clinking in the kitchen, her voice drifting from the other room while she talked on the phone. And even though he couldn't make out the words, he kept listening, hoping to hear something in her tone that would tell him how she felt - angry, embarrassed, anything. But there was nothing. Just silence when she hung up, and the dread he felt pressing in harder than before.
Every so often, he found himself glancing toward the hallway, half-hoping she might walk past and say something. Maybe a joke, maybe a teasing jab, anything to cut through the silent treatment. But she never did.
By the time the apartment finally went quiet that night, his body was tight with frustration. He didn't touch himself again. He wanted to, needed to even, but it felt like that was what had started all of this in the first place, and that doing it again might make everything worse.
What if she heard? What if she didn't leave this time...? Yeah, great, then he could really impress her with what a perv he was by giving her a live encore. Real smooth. Or maybe, just once, he could keep it in his pants and stop acting like a fucking idiot.
Chapter 47
Natalie stepped into the office building just before nine, chewing the last bite of a protein bar as she hit the elevator button. The building was already buzzing with people. Her nerves hadn't fully calmed and she felt like she was aware of every heel striking on tile, fingers tapping against phones, voices half-lowered in Monday morning recovery.
She gave a polite smile to a guy from accounting she only knew by face, then slipped into the elevator and tapped her floor. Her reflection in the panel was fine, clean blouse, tucked-in skirt, hair styled, but she looked tired. Hollow in the eyes.
The doors opened on the fourth floor. The "Creative Wing" as the company called it. Ugh... it felt so cliché today for some reason.
The advertising team had an open-concept space of modern, half-glass walls, mid-century chairs someone from design had probably fought way too hard to get approved, for the cost based on their looks, versus the comfort you felt sitting in them. Natalie nodded at a few coworkers as she passed their desks, dropped her bag inside one of the drawers of her own, and sank into the chair with the feeling her bones didn't want to hold her up anymore.
She pulled up her inbox.
Twelve unread emails. Three marked urgent. One flagged from her manager, Devon, with the subject line: Q4 Push - Copy Needs Review Today.
Natalie sighed and clicked it open.
She liked the work of branding concepts, tone shifts, and campaign launches, but there was always pressure. The urgency from every person that reached out to marketing that their request was more urgent than the last person, who also needed theirs put on the top of the virtual pile. Added on top of that, there was always a sense that the next opening for a promotion might show up without warning, and if she wasn't on her game, someone else would slide into it.
She'd been told more than once she was "next in line" for a senior strategist role, but that had been said last November, too. And again, in February.
The screen blurred a little as her thoughts drifted. She couldn't get her mind to stay focused on her emails, and certainly not to the pitch deck she was supposed to be reviewing.
Aiden... on her couch with his hand in motion and the sounds of squelching emphasizing the grunts coming from him. It seemed like it was all she could think of now.
Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, unmoving. She grabbed her phone instead and checked her messages. Nothing new from Matt. She scrolled to his name anyway and typed something out.
Natalie: Hey. I think I could use that drink after all. You around tonight?
His reply came within minutes.
Matt: Absolutely. You want to meet at that Italian place near Midtown?
She stared at the message for a moment, considering her response. She knew the chain restaurant he was thinking of. The place was fine, she had nothing against it, usually, but it wasn't what she had in mind for tonight. A little too much lighting, a little too much noise, with too many people for what she wanted tonight.
Natalie: How about your place instead?
A pause. Then-
Matt: Yeah. Sure. I can cook a little. Did you have anything in mind?
Natalie: Up to you. Cook, pick something up. Doesn't even matter.
Matt: What time were you thinking?
Natalie: Does 7 work for you?
Matt: Alright. Come hungry then.
Her last text back to him was a single winking emoji.
She let the screen dim before setting the phone face-down on her desk. For her, tonight wasn't about romance, or conversation. She didn't even want to linger. She just needed to be touched. Needed release from someone's hands other than her own.
Even if it wasn't coming from the person she hadn't stopped thinking about since Saturday night.
After setting her date for the evening, she felt more focused. Natalie stopped checking the clock, stopped checking for texts she wasn't expecting, stopped wondering if Aiden would be in the kitchen when she got home, waiting for her to make dinner.
She had a plan now. Something to lean into. And while it wasn't perfect, or who she wanted, it would be enough. Something to help open the relief valve.
She pulled her hair into a loose bun as she became all business. Clicking into the Q4 strategy doc, she began hammering out copy changes one paragraph at a time. Stronger transitions. Tighter calls to action. Sharper messaging. Everything she knew how to do, now moving faster than things had all morning.
Her company's message app pinged twice, yet she ignored it. The intern team dropped something off at her desk and she nodded, but didn't look up. When she finally paused to sip from her water bottle, her cursor blinked beside the last note from Devon, now fully revised.
She exhaled, leaned back, and let a slow grin edge in at the corner of her mouth. For the first time in two days, her body didn't feel like it was stuck in limbo. She wasn't craving answers. She wasn't overthinking. She'd had something coming, other than going home to what was no longer her space alone, occupied by the current focus of her obsession. Something that broke the thought cycle and let her concentrate on other things.
Chapter 48
The apartment was quiet when she walked in. The day had dragged, but at least it ended up being productive, even though there were meetings that could've been emails. Campaign revisions no one could agree on. Someone from upstairs had taken the last of the cold brew from the office fridge and didn't refill the carafe, which somehow felt like a personal attack by the time three o'clock rolled around.
But now she was home, with just under an hour to pull herself together. She dropped her bag by the door, kicked off her heels, and headed straight for the bedroom. Not even pausing to see if Aiden was home.
The bedroom door shut quickly behind her, as she turned on the ceiling fan light, casting everything in a bath of light. She peeled off her blouse and unzipped her skirt, tossing both over the arm of a chair near her closet. Her bra followed, then her panties. Grabbing her robe from the foot of her bed where she'd left it this morning, she moved to the bathroom without a glance down the hallway.
Aiden heard her from his room as she came in the front door, the sharp clack of heels on the floor before taking them off. He paused his game, listening for the occasional greeting of her coming home. Sometimes she'd call out a quick "hey" or mutter something about traffic. But this time, he could hear her footsteps moving straight down the hall without slowing, and the door to her bedroom shutting a moment later.
He stayed in his room for a few more minutes, debating whether to head out to the living room or give her space. Eventually, he tucked his phone into his pocket and wandered out. The light outside was getting darker earlier now, with the sun already low on the horizon. He dropped onto the couch and unlocked his phone again, half-heartedly scrolling through the usual rotation of social feeds, headlines, a few half-watched videos that never seemed to keep his attention lately.
He opened a game, stared at it for less than a minute, then closed it again. His attention kept drifting toward the hallway. Her door stayed shut, but his ears stayed tuned for any sound. He didn't know why. Maybe he thought she'd pass through the living room, or at least poke her head in with some half-smile that said everything was completely normal.
Then he heard her bedroom door open quickly. Bare feet tromping toward the bathroom. He turned to look, hoping to catch a glimpse of her, but the bathroom door had already shut with enough force to signify she was either mad at him, or in a hurry.
He blinked and sat back into the couch, phone loose in his hand. She hadn't said a word, or even looked in his direction.
The shower was a quick neck down only by necessity, but she let the water run hot and steady, sluicing away the weight of the day. Abandoning her typical scrubber in haste, she started at her shoulders, working the soap into her skin with both hands, gliding down her arms in long motions. The warmth brought awareness to the constant buzz running through her, that seemed ever-present lately.
Her hands moved across her chest next, circling over her breasts. She didn't intend to linger, but the contact made her breath suddenly coming out in more of a sigh. They were always sensitive, especially under her own experienced touch, and tonight was no different. Her thumbs grazed over her nipples, in a slow and unintentional action at first, but the response came before she could pull back. A faint tug in her belly reminded her how keyed up her body felt.
She made herself move on, turning to soap her back, while rinsing her front at the same time, reaching over one shoulder and then the other. Her muscles were tight between her shoulder blades, and she rolled them once, exhaling as the steam sank into the tension. Her hands moved down next, crossing along her ribs, her waist, and over her hips, then to her legs. Steadying herself against the wall, she worked the lather along her thighs, her calves, behind her knees.



When she reached her ass, her touch slowed again. It was firm and round, and she always took a little pride in how it looked - how it felt. Lately, she'd been more aware of that. Of how good her own hands felt there, or even one of her toys. Her responsiveness to the pressure, the way her opening twitched beneath her fingertips. Her palms slid over the curve, giving a quick squeeze, a private smile tugging at her mouth over the dividends of yoga and routine sessions in the gym at work.
Then she reached between her legs. The first contact was just for cleaning, nothing more, but the second pass lingered. Her fingers pressed inward slightly, enough to make her thighs tense. She wasn't trying to get worked up, but the pressure sparked that insistent pulse that left her wanting more than just clean skin.
Her eyes flicked upward to the showerhead and the detachable wand hanging on its mount. She considered it for half a second, with a skipping pulse. It would be fast. She knew exactly how to angle it, exactly how long it would take. She could be done in less than a minute, once she got the water pressure just right...
But then her hand dropped to her side, coated in lather, but now wet with more than just the water, and she leaned into the spray to rinse. She didn't want fast tonight. There was no satisfaction in chasing the edge just to take it off. She already had a plan to go out, and that would be enough.
She stepped out of the shower buzzing, aware of how sensitive her skin felt under the towel. It clung to her in places where the heat hadn't left her yet, and when she caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror, flush-faced and her skin glistening from the beads of water she hadn't wiped away, it only sharpened her resolve.
Wrapped in a towel, she hurried back to her bedroom. The carpet was soft under her bare feet as she crossed to the dresser and opened the top drawer that she usually avoided during daytime hours.
Aiden was still on the couch when he heard the bathroom door open again. The quick patter of her footsteps followed, heading back down the hall. He turned instinctively, hoping she might come into the living room. But the steps never made it, veering off into her bedroom before disappearing behind her closed door, once more.
He stayed facing that way for a few seconds longer, staring at nothing, the silence settling in around him again. He didn't know what he'd expected. The last time she left her room came with nothing either. Maybe it was possible she'd come out with that glance, a single word even, some small thread of normalcy. But whatever it was he'd hoped for, it hadn't come. And the more time passed, the more it was clear something had shifted between them, and he wasn't sure how to get it back.
Studying her options inside her drawer, the lingerie sat folded to one side. A mix of colors and materials, from soft silk, to synthetic lace, a touch of items that imitated leather, but moved easier, and even little metal hoops, connecting panels, or delicate chains that crossed the body in sultry accents. Just behind them, a variety of her toys sat discreetly buried, calling to her, and untouched since Saturday night. Her eyes lingered there for a heartbeat.
She pulled the lingerie free she wanted, then closed the drawer before putting on her selection, and moving to her closet.
From the shelf tucked just above her hanging blouses, she reached for the box that held her good stockings. Not the drugstore emergency pair balled up in the back of her drawer. These were matte black, thigh-high, and soft against her hands. She sat on the edge of the bed to put them on, slipping her hand inside the first and gently gathering the length of it before pointing her toes and guiding it up her leg.
She took her time sliding the fabric over her calf, then higher, past her knee, stopping only when the band reached the top of her thigh. The second slid on just as smoothly, and when both were in place, she stood to fasten them, carefully hooking the garter straps into place on each side. The clicks were faint but satisfying to hear the tiny pieces clipping into place.
She checked the lines along her thighs, adjusting the band ever so slightly until everything felt centered and secure.
There was something about the look of them, the way they clung and shifted as she moved, that never failed to pull her deeper into herself. Her reflection in the mirror of the bare legs framed in black, and the distinct lines of the garter straps holding them in place. She adjusted one slightly, then let her eyes linger for a moment before offering herself a quiet, satisfied smile, knowing what lay underneath waiting for Matt.
She crossed to the closet and pushed past a few hangers, making room, before finally pulling the dress free. A pale ivory satin, that was soft and fluid in her hands, with a true wrap closure and long sleeves that tapered at the wrists. It was one of her favorites for certain occasions. Understated and elegant, with just enough allure to feeling like she was unwrapping herself for someone.
She brought it around her, feeding her arms into the slippery material. The fabric slid over her hips before settling into place, cool against her skin. She drew the wrap across her front, looped the sash through the side opening, and pulled it snug around her waist. The satin skimmed her curves, hugging in a way that flattered, but she kept it from clinging. The hem landed just above her knees, long enough to cover the dark lace band at the top of her stockings, but only barely. The contrast was a deliberate choice of soft white over inky black.
The sleeves puffed faintly at the shoulders, then narrowed at her wrists. The dress added a softness that didn't hint at what lay underneath. She adjusted the tie once more, then heard the chime of her phone.
Moving to the bed, she picked it up, seeing Matt had texted again.
Matt: Just pulling the wine out. You like red or white?
Dropping the phone back onto the bed, she turned toward the mirror and gave herself one last look. The fit was clean. The dress traced the line of her waist, hinted at the swell of her breasts, while displaying a tasteful amount of cleavage, and moved easily when she shifted her stance. Her legs looked longer framed in black, the sheer fabric hugging their shape with every step.
A small smile pulled at her mouth. It wasn't over the top, but she felt like it already said what she wanted to, without ever opening her mouth.
She stepped back toward her closet and scanned the lower shelves. The dress didn't need much, just the right lift. She reached for a pair of black heels with a pointed toe and a thin ankle strap, their matte finish against the sheen of her dress created a clean line, with no distractions. She slipped them on, adjusted the buckle, and then walked once more toward the mirror to check the full effect. It was understated and confident, with just enough contrast and material that flowed provocatively to keep his attention.
Reaching for her phone, she tapped out a quick reply.
Natalie: I'll leave that to you. Whatever you think pairs best with dinner.
Then she dropped the phone into a slim black clutch, added a compact, lip gloss, and her keys, and gave herself one last glance in the mirror over her shoulder before heading for the door.
The moment her bedroom door opened, Aiden was already on his feet. He didn't hesitate this time, moving toward the hallway with every intention of catching her, saying something, attempting to bring things back closer to where they had been. But the moment she appeared, whatever he'd meant to say evaporated before it made it to his lips. His chest tightened as his eyes landed on her, and the words just slipped away.
She didn't miss the way he looked at her. Not the stunned silence, or the way his eyes lingered. He wasn't the intended target for why she dressed this way, but knowing he saw her like this, knowing she'd made him stop dead in his tracks, lit a small sense of smugness in her chest. She tried to not let it show.
"I'm heading out," she said, in a sing song voice, offering no details.
Aiden barely managed a nod. Just before she reached the end of the hall and turned toward the door, he caught the flash of a smile starting to pull at her mouth, paired with the sexiest look in her eyes he'd ever seen her make, before it vanished again.
He watched as she crossed the short stretch to the front door. The swish of her hips. The click of her heels. The shape of her legs made longer by the stockings he'd never seen her wear before. Every detail etched into his mind, including the flex of her calves in the heels, by the time the door closed behind her.
Aiden laced his fingers together behind his head, as he stood in place for a moment, with the sound of the door closing echoing in his ears, and his eyes remained fixed on the spot where she'd last stood. The image of her leaving refused to fade. It was clear it hadn't been for him, he knew that, but he'd gotten to see her done up for a night out.
He turned toward the kitchen, moving on instinct. The freezer opened, and he reached in without paying attention, pulling out one of the frozen dinners he had for nights he was eating alone. He barely bothered checking to see what he was about to eat, just tore the box open and peeled back the corner of the plastic cover before tossing it in the microwave. His thumb hovered over the buttons trying to remember the amount of time he was supposed to cook it for. The machine buzzed to life, once he managed a moment to focus on what he was doing.
He leaned on the edge of the counter, arms crossed. The kitchen felt empty, like the whole apartment had a different kind of stillness now that she was gone. He was used to the activity of their separate lives going about their evening, and knowing she was out on a Monday, was throwing him completely off after seeing the way she was dressed.
He knew where she was going, or at least, he was sure enough. Matt was who he knew she had been texting with. He'd seen the notifications light up her screen a few times, combined with their conversation on the couch about oversharing. He had pushed her until she said she'd sent him a picture, and then made a point to clarify it wasn't a nude. He'd tried to tease her into details, but she shut him down as expected, yet it was too much fun to poke at her.
And now she was gone, dressed like that. Sexy in a way he'd never seen her do. Matt's probably about to get something a hell of a lot better than a non-nude photo, he thought.
The microwave beeped. Aiden opened it and pulled the tray out, nearly burning his fingers on the edges before dropping it on the counter with a muttered curse. He grabbed a fork from the drawer and started eating straight from the plastic, not even bothering with a plate. He barely tasted it. His mind wasn't on dinner. It was stuck back in the hallway, watching her walk away.
Chapter 49
Natalie flipped down the visor and gave herself a quick once-over. She touched up her lip gloss, with one more pass, a tap at the corner of her eye to catch a smudge. Hair still holding. Dress still sitting how it should for the most part. She adjusted the wrap slightly at her chest, then let her fingers drift down, brushing her lap.
Her pulse was a little faster than she expected.
"Alright," she murmured to herself. "Have fun. Don't overthink."
She clicked the visor shut and stepped out.
The neighborhood was relatively quiet as twilight set in. She wrapped her coat a little tighter as she made her way up to the porch and knocked twice, not giving herself a chance to hesitate.
The door opened fast. Matt stood there, shirt untucked, barefoot, and a welcoming smile that was quickly swept from his face as he looked at her. His eyes dragged over her, catching on the coat, the neckline, the stretch of her legs in stockings.
"Wow," he said, stepping back. "Come in," he said, stepping aside for her.
You look- Jesus," he said, reaching out. "Here, let me take that."
She let him slip the coat from her shoulders.
"Damn," he added, hanging the coat on a hook by the door. "I should've dressed up."
She gave a small smile, letting him look. "You're fine."
"Nah," he said, glancing down at his jeans. "You show up like that, and I'm here in a Target tee and bare feet."
Natalie shrugged one shoulder. "Just felt like being a little extra tonight." A hint of a smirk touched her lips. "You seem like the type who'd appreciate it."
"Oh, I will," he said, stepping in a little closer.
His eyes didn't move from hers at first, but she felt the shift in his posture and how the playfulness felt like it was angling toward something more deliberate. He stood there for a moment taking her in.
"You want a drink?" he asked. "I've got wine, bourbon... probably something embarrassing in a can, you can mock me about later."
"Wine's good," she said, taking a look around.
He gestured toward the living room. "Go make yourself comfortable. I'll grab it."
She walked in slowly, feeling her dress move with her intentional sway. She took the couch, settling with one leg crossed over the other.
Matt came back a moment later with two glasses. "I hope you're not a connoisseur. I don't really know my wines, so I bought a couple of options because the label looked expensive. But this one's supposed to go better with dinner from what I read online." He chuckled at his own candor.
She took hers with a small smile. "I'm sure this will work just fine."
He sat down beside her close enough that their arms might brush if she chose to turn toward him a touch more.
"So," he said after a moment, nodding toward her dress. "What's the occasion?"
She met his eyes, expression unreadable. "Just felt like reminding myself I could still turn someone's head."
His grin returned, slower this time. "Mission accomplished."
Matt leaned back a little, sipping his bourbon. "So how's work? Are you making the world fall in love with shampoo?"
She smiled into her wineglass. "Lipstick this quarter, actually. But close."
"Ah, branching out."
"It's good," she said, setting her glass down. "Busy. I've been pushing for more campaign input, and they're finally letting me run with some of the copy. Nothing huge, but... it feels like momentum."
He nodded. "That's cool. I remember you saying you wanted more of a creative role."
She gave a small shrug. "Yeah. It's nice not just being the email girl."
"Definitely doesn't sound boring." He paused. "And you like it?"
"I do," she said. "I mean, it's advertising. Some days it's lipstick; some days it's laundry detergent. But the challenge keeps me sharp. And I get to write, which I missed more than I realized."
Matt smiled. "Hot and articulate. Damn."
She rolled her eyes, but her lips curved anyway. "You're ridiculous."
"Just saying what we're all thinking."
Before she could fire back, the oven beeped from the kitchen.
Matt sat up. "Saved by the timer. That's dinner."
She raised a brow as he stood. "Wait, an actual homemade dinner? I kind of assumed you were just going to Postmates something and toss it on a plate."
He shot her a look over his shoulder. "Excuse you. This is a Matt Collins original."
Then he turned toward the kitchen and dropped into a deep, theatrical voice. "Today on Barefoot Bachelor, we're making my signature dish: slightly overcooked chicken with a side of aggressive confidence."
Natalie laughed, following him with her wine glass. "Aggressive confidence sounds on-brand as of late."
He grinned. "It's one of the few things I can make that doesn't come out of a box. Or the freezer."
He gestured toward the small dining table just off the kitchen, tucked near the windows of the open room. She took a seat as he grabbed a tray from the oven and started plating with exaggerated care, like he was performing for a cooking show audience.
"I mean," he said, setting a plate in front of her, "don't get too excited, but it's edible. Maybe even good."
She looked down at the chicken, roasted vegetables, and crispy potatoes. It smelled better than she expected. "Wow. You didn't even fake a garnish."
"Too much flair gives people unrealistic expectations, and I'm all about managing those," he said smiling.
She took another bite, chewing slowly. "Alright, Mr. Signature Dish. What about you? Still juggling five side hustles and a podcast?"
Matt scoffed. "Too much work. It's only three now. I downsized."
"Wow. So responsible."
He leaned back in his chair, bourbon glass in hand. "Freelance design mostly. Some branding work for a startup that thinks I'm more organized than I am. And a guy I used to know from college hired me to redo his website. Which, by the way, if he had his way, he'd be paying me for in 'custom shirts and key chains' with my logo on them," he said using air quotes.
She laughed. "You're living the dream."
"Yeah, the dream where my retirement plan is finding a wealthy woman with low expectations." He widened his eyes dramatically, lifted his brows. "Wait, you're not secretly rich, by chance, are you?"
She gave him a flat look over her wineglass. "Does owning two throw blankets from West Elm count?"
He nodded matter-of-factly. "Absolutely. You're basically old money."
Genuinely laughing she raised her glass. "No, I'm not, but hey, cheers to aspirations."
He tapped his bourbon to hers, holding her gaze. "Wealthy or not, I'm definitely dating out of my league here."
Natalie's smile softened as she looked into his eyes at his compliment. Her fingers brushed the stem of her glass, idle now. Then, without thinking, she shifted a little closer, barely enough to notice, but the unconscious movement happening naturally.
"Flattery and, I'll admit, a pretty good meal," she said through her smile. "Not a bad strategy."
Chapter 50
The plates sat ignored now, mostly cleared, save for a few scraps and a forgotten piece of potato. She was on her second glass, maybe her third, but it was the warmth washing through her, more than the count, that she noticed. Her foot was bouncing absently as she talked, the motion carrying through her with each bob. Matt sat across from her, arm draped along the back of his chair, his t-shirt snug across his shoulders, as the cotton hugged him in a way that made them look broad.
She watched the way his fingers moved around the glass casually. It was the same easy confidence he carried when he talked, like nothing ever really rattled him. It was part of what had pulled her in the first time. He walked the line between confidence and cocky, but his sense of humor was enough for her to give him the benefit of the doubt.
Conversation drifted from music, to places they wanted to visit, then stories from college. Natalie had her elbow on the table, chin resting lightly in her palm as she watched him talk. Her smile was constant, more interested. He'd said something sarcastic about Portland, but she let it hang for a beat before cutting in.
"Okay, but real question, do you ever think about getting an actual job?"
His eyebrow lifted. "What's that supposed to mean?"
She smirked. "You know. Nine-to-five. Steady paycheck. Something with a structure, and paid time off, where you don't have to worry about not making a car payment because you needed a break from work."
Matt swirled the ice in his glass and gave her a look. "That sounds deeply erotic. Tell me more about this corporate fantasy of yours."
The tone of her voice let him know her comments were more curious as to how he made it work, than they were judgmental.
"I'm just saying," she said, tipping her glass toward him, "if I had your schedule, I'd be day-drunk by noon and shopping for niche throw pillows."



"You say that like it's a bad thing."
"Is it?"
He leaned forward a little, his grin more curious now. "Are you flirting with me using home décor?"
She paused, sipped her wine. "I don't know. Is it working?"
"I think it might be."
She didn't notice the way her knee moved toward him now, or how relaxed her posture had become. Just that the way he was looking at her had changed.
Matt reached for his glass, then gave hers a glance. "Top-off before we move back to the couch?"
"Want me to clear this first?" she asked, looking down at the table, with all of the plates scattered, and silverware resting haphazardly.
"I'll take care of it later. You're not here to clean my house." He shook his head, already standing.
"Really, I don't mind. You cooked, so it's the least I can do," she replied giving him a look of sincerity. Years of being a wife that did everything in the house, surfacing once again.
"If I start letting you do all the work now, what kind of precedent does that set?" He started stacking the plates anyway, casually gathering the mess. "Let me spoil you a little first... we can renegotiate later."
He walked the short distance to the kitchen and set everything on the counter to clear the visual clutter, so she wouldn't focus on it.
"Come on. Couch is more comfortable, anyway." He refilled his own bourbon and nodded toward the living room.
Matt dropped onto the couch again, one arm draped along the back, and his glass resting loosely in his other hand. He looked comfortable, like this part was a rather common occurrence with the ease he did it.
Natalie followed a second later. This time, she didn't leave a cushion between them. She sat just close enough that her knee brushed his when she crossed her legs, angling toward him with her wine in hand.
She could see in his posture that he noticed her actively close the gap, and he straightened just slightly, like he wasn't expecting it, but wasn't complaining.
"Better?" he asked, lifting his glass halfway in her direction.
"Getting there," she smiled.
They both took a sip, as Natalie considered the evening so far. He was certainly more relaxed and charming in this setting than she'd experienced before. He felt almost overly comfortable with everything. The couch, the drink, the slow, easy pace of conversation. Like this wasn't new to him. It didn't bother her. If anything, it made things simpler.
"You good?" he asked noting the look on her face.
She nodded, shifting slightly, keeping her legs crossed in his direction. "Better than expected, honestly. The food. The company."
"You say that like you were bracing for disappointment," he smirked.
"Maybe I was." She let the words hang, as she studied him. "But you've got the whole effortless charm thing down. Like you've done this before."
"There's a reason I learned to cook dinner," he confessed, looking to see how she'd respond.
"Do you always get to the couch part?" She sipped again, watching him over the rim.
His expression felt a little more restrained, like he was holding back. "When I don't overcook the chicken."
She held his gaze, calm, composed. "And how often is that?"
He didn't answer right away. Just glanced at her, thoughtful. "I don't keep count."
She nodded, not judging. It simply confirmed what she already suspected. He was used to this. The setup, the pacing, the ease. Maybe that should've made her wary, but instead, it made her curious.
"Well. If you've got the experience, might as well make it worth my time," she let her voice soften just slightly.
That pulled a real smile from him. "Is that you giving me the green light or raising the bar?"
"I'd say you set the bar yourself. Question is, can the guy that said he likes to manage expectations, meet it?"
He chuckled under his breath and leaned in a touch closer. His hand that had been resting on the back of the couch, was now lightly stroking the back of her neck, and she didn't flinch away from it. If anything, she tilted her head, opening the back of her neck to him.
"So was the chicken overcooked, or did I get it right tonight?" he asked.
His fingers kept moving lightly over her skin. It was suggestive enough to start breaking that touch barrier, but nothing out of line. She tilted her head just a little, turning into his hand ever so slightly and adjusting the spot on her neck he was hitting. She let it continue for a moment feeling her smile naturally start to spread across her face.
"You know," she murmured, her face slightly turned and her eyes moving to his, "for someone with enough experience that he doesn't need to count... I'd think you'd know how to read a room."
That got his attention. She felt the pause in his fingers, and saw the slight dilation of his pupils as he leaned just slightly closer.
"You think I'm holding back?" he asked.
"I think you're stalling for some reason," she said, finally turning her head to fully face him again. Her voice stayed low. "And I didn't come all the way over here for small talk and perfectly cooked chicken."
That was all it took.
Chapter 51
After just the briefest moment of him searching her eyes, he slowly closed the distance. It almost seemed as though she'd thrown him slightly off has game by calling him out. Like he'd been working toward building his opening, to make sure he didn't miss his shot. But now, his mouth found hers without hesitation.
His hand stayed at her neck, fingers cupping it slightly as he kissed her. It felt slow at first, almost tentative, as if testing. She leaned in, her wine glass finally abandoned on the table beside them. Her lips moved with his, the kiss deepening by increasing degrees, building from their combined urgency, after weeks of her teasing him through text, phone conversations, and a couple of pictures.
When he pulled back enough to look at her, her eyes were already on him.
"That what you were waiting for?" he asked.
She didn't answer. Just let her fingers trail along the inside of his forearm where it rested on the couch.
He leaned in again, this time with more certainty. His other hand moved, skimming her hip, then resting against the stockings covering her thigh. The dress shifted beneath his fingers, the fabric soft, stimulating the skin beneath it. She didn't stop him, only adjusted, leaning herself slightly more into him.
The kiss was less polite, as they explored each other's mouths. Her hand found the side of his neck, fingers brushing behind his ear as his tongue flicked gently against hers. She tasted him, feeling the determination from him now. The same confidence he'd carried all night now finally matched with action.
He slid his hand a few inches higher on her thigh, the hem of her dress giving easily beneath his touch. She let him, giving no signs of resistance or mixed signals.
The kiss stretched longer, breath catching between them when he moved, pulling her a little closer, they were now as close as they could be in their current position on the couch. His hand found the edge of her stocking just above her knee, his thumb brushing that exposed strip of skin between the lace and the fabric of her dress.
When he pulled back again, it was to look at her, in the hopes of teasing with his question.
"You still deciding, where tonight is going?" he asked almost smiling, just taking a moment, to appreciate her beauty.
She held his gaze, her breath causing her cleavage to rise and fall.
"I'd decided before I sent you that first text this morning," she said with a sultry smile.
And this time, she was the one to pull him in.
Her hand slid behind his neck, fingers threading into his hair as her mouth found his again, hungrier now, with no teasing left. The kiss deepened quickly, as his hand tightened at her thigh and their bodies pressed closer. He shifted on the couch, trying to draw her in tighter, but the angle of everything, the way they were turned toward each other, it left no room.
Natalie didn't hesitate. Without breaking the kiss, she rose only far enough to move smoothly across the space between them, and straddled his lap.
His hands immediately found her again, placing one at her waist, the other sliding down to her thigh, fingers brushing the edge of her wrap where it had fallen open. The fabric parted beneath his touch, and his hand moved higher, skin to skin now. His thumb traced slowly along the bit of her exposed thigh there was, until it met the soft resistance of the garter strap.
She felt more than heard the low and involuntary moan into her mouth from him. His fingers followed the band, tracing it along her smooth skin. She savored the feel, and his obvious reaction to her choice to wear them. She felt a jolt of electricity pulse deep in her core.
She kissed him harder, biting at his lip, one hand gripping his shoulder, and the other buried in his hair. He moved beneath her, his hips pressing up slightly as her weight settled on him, but he didn't move his hands past her thighs. One slid higher, to where her thigh met the curve of her hip, his palm spreading there, pressing her down against him.
His grip made the burning inside her worse, in the best possible way.
She hunched her hips once, slowly, feeling how hard he already was beneath her. He groaned again, and his mouth broke from hers, catching her lower lip between his teeth.
"Natalie," he said against her mouth, almost a warning.
She smiled, breathless, leaving no room for hints and innuendos.
His voice was rough when he spoke, and laced with a half-laugh, like he knew how ridiculous he sounded trying to slow anything down now.
"Tell me if I'm going too slow," he said, with a grin. There was no desire to slow down, just a need to catch his breath for a moment.
A quick laugh escaped her, caught off guard by the ridiculous suggestion. "You're not," she breathed, leaning in until her lips brushed his. "But if you stop, we'll have a problem."
Chapter 52
Hearing her warning, his hands slid down to her ass, cupping her fully through the satin of her dress. She gasped softly as he stood, lifting her in one fluid motion. Her arms locked around his neck instinctively, while her legs wrapped around his waist, and her heels bumped softly against the backs of his thighs.
He didn't break the kiss entirely as he carried her, only adjusted, mouth dragging along her cheek to her jaw, then her neck so he could see where he was walking. His breath continued to come in heavy gasps.
She clung to him, breath warm against his ear as she nipped at it, fighting the tickle of his half-distracted kissing as he walked. And when he pushed open the bedroom door with one shoulder, she knew, whatever came next, they were past the point of holding back.
He stepped into the room and kicked at the door behind him to close it, not noticing if it caught, too focused on the rush of breath and the way she pressed into him. She kept herself wrapped around him, her dress hiked up along her thighs, the tops of her stockings brushing against his sides.
He crossed to the bed, lowered himself slowly until he was sitting at the edge with her in his lap. His hands stayed on her, one at her lower back, the other sliding down over the curve of her ass again, kneading through the fabric like he didn't want to let go.
Natalie shifted with him, settling into the new angle, her hips straddling his. The dress had fallen open slightly, parting enough to give him a view of the garter strap across her thigh, the black lace at the top of her stocking barely covered now. His eyes flicked down, and she caught the way he swallowed hard.
She leaned in, her hands moving under his shirt and pushing it up inch by inch. "Take this off," she whispered.
He did, pulling it over his head without breaking eye contact, and tossing it to the side. Her hands were back on him instantly, running her palms flat against his chest, then sliding down his stomach, tracing the trail of muscle and skin that had already drawn her attention in pictures on his social.
She slowly started to rock against him, and felt him exhale sharply through his nose.
"You're trying to kill me," he murmured.
She smiled, "Not yet." And with that, she leaned forward, her lips grazing his neck
His hands moved again, sliding up her thighs under the dress, where fabric met hip. With open fingers, he glided over bare skin like he was mapping her by memory.
When she moved to kiss him again, her fingers hooked into the waistband of his jeans, gripping hard as she pressed herself against him, hips flush to his. She wasn't teasing anymore. She wanted him inside her, hard and deep, and she made sure he felt every bit of it.
She could feel how uneven his breath was on her shoulder, against her chest, where the neckline had slipped lower, against the wet hollow of her throat where he licked and kissed. Each drag of his mouth made her jaw tighten and her nails dig slightly into his back.
Then she reached up, grabbed his face with both hands, and pulled his mouth back to hers. She kissed him hard, open, hungry, and held him there as she moved back, sliding off his lap.
Still bent over him, still kissing him, until she was on her feet. She stepped back to give him room.
"Stand up," she huffed, trying to catch her own breath now.
Her hands were already at his zipper as she said it.
She didn't wait for permission. The moment he started to rise, she dropped to a squat in front of him, tugging the zipper down, popping the button, and yanking both his jeans and boxers down in one smooth motion. They hit the floor, and he stepped free of them, fully exposed in front of her.
Her eyes dropped the moment his cock sprang free, flushed at the tip. He was cleanly manscaped, the shaft and balls bare except for a short, neat patch of trimmed hair at the top. She took that in with a quick glance, filing it away with the rest of him.
Then her hand came up, and wrapped her fingers firmly around the base. She looked up at him as she stroked once, then again, watching the way his body reacted and his hips shifted subtly toward her.
Then she angled him forward. Her lips parted, and she brought him to her, tongue brushing the underside just before she took him in. Her eyes stayed on his as she sank halfway down, letting him feel the wet pull of her mouth around his length. She took him deeper, until her nose pressed into the short, trimmed hairs at the top, her eyes finally fluttered closed as she adjusted her grip and started to move. But she didn't stay there.
She kept him in her mouth, as she pushed against his hips, guiding him backward a step until the backs of his legs hit the edge of the bed. He sat down without resisting, breath shaky, hands hovering as if unsure whether to grab her or just hold on.
As he lowered, she rose - straightening her legs as she followed him down, her mouth never leaving him. Her ass lifted high behind her, exaggerated by the angle and the heels she still wore, the arch of her back on full display.
Once he was fully seated, she let him go, pulling her mouth off him with a pop and a wet gasp. A smile across her lips as she looked up at him.
Natalie's chest rose and fell as she caught her breath; the corners of her mouth curved in a satisfied, knowing smile. Her lips were glossy, flushed from use from kissing and then wrapping around him, if only briefly. Then, without a word, she lifted her left leg and placed it on the bed between his knees.
The pointed toe of her heel nudged his balls gently to the side, using just enough pressure to make him inhale sharply as she positioned it beneath them. Her leg turned slightly outward, causing it to part the dress around her thigh completely, revealing the full length. He could see everything now - the intricate lace of her stocking, the bare strip of skin above it, and the thin black garter strap holding it in place. The view alone made his heart skip a beat.
"Take off my shoe," she said, calm but expectant.
He leaned in, his hand sliding from her knee downward, palm gliding slowly over the silk of her calf, tracing the long line of her leg. At the same time, his mouth found the inside of her thigh, just above the knee, and kissed it softly, causing her to go stiff for a moment.
It was her turn for a moan to escape her lips at the feel of someone's mouth finally touching any part of her, even if it was through her stockings. His lips moved higher, slow and focused, pressing warm kisses along the lace edge, then just above it. His fingers found the tiny strap at her ankle, fumbling slightly, unable to see it, but in no rush to free her foot. He kept his mouth on her as he worked, trailing kisses along the bare strip of skin between the garter and the hem of her dress. His tongue working, at lightly sucking and the smooth surface.
When he finally released the buckle, she lifted her foot again, breaking the contact with his mouth and allowing the shoe to fall to the floor with a soft thud. She kicked it aside before repeating the process with her other shoe, sliding it up onto the bed between his legs, just like the first.
He reached for that one too, already leaning in. His hands moved more confidently now, fingertips tracing the curve of her calf as he bent to kiss the inside of her opposite thigh. This time, she braced herself against his shoulder, her palm resting there, to help with her balance as her legs got weaker by the second.
She watched him as he unfastened the second buckle, his lips brushing along the garter strap as he worked. While he kissed his way up her thigh, she let go of his shoulder and her hands moved to the sash at her waist, fingers working the knot that was holding the wrap dress closed. She tugged it loose slowly, and it gave with a soft pull, but she didn't untie it completely. She kept the last bit of tie done.
"Lie back and get in the middle of the bed," she said, with a purr, but commanding.
Matt didn't hesitate. He slid back across the mattress, settling into the center and propping himself up on his elbows, eyes fixed on her the entire time. His chest rose and fell unevenly, his cock thick and flushed between his legs, twitching slightly in anticipation.
Standing at the edge of the bed, she watched him watch her. Then, finally, her hands moved. She reached for the knot at her waist and untied the last bit of it with a slow intent, the fabric loosening with a whisper. With one smooth motion, she peeled the wrap open, sliding her hands along her own hips as she pulled it aside.
Holding the fabric open with the back with her hands, her posture was poised, giving him the full view. The black lingerie was elegant, consisting of intricate lace and sheer panels sculpted to trace every line of her. But it was the panties that caught his attention.
There was nothing covering her. The garter straps hugged her hips, the lace waistband sat high and tight, but the space between her thighs was left bare. She saw the way his eyes caught her, and the shift in his breath. For just a moment, she felt it too, that pulsing thrill that came from knowing exactly what she'd chosen.
She almost hadn't worn them. Had looked at herself in the mirror before finishing getting dressed, the crotchless panties leaving her fully exposed, and questioned if it was too much. Too obvious. But then she'd remembered how she'd felt the last time she held back, and tonight wasn't about holding back.
So she'd stepped into them anyway, letting the lace hug her thighs, leaving herself open, and now here she was, standing in front of him, framed in white and black, watching his cock throb from the sight alone.
She climbed onto the bed slowly, eyes staying on him as she crawled forward. Her lips found his thigh first, kissing just above the bend where his muscle tightened, then higher, letting her mouth trail over the inside of his hip before she shifted to his shaft. One quick slurp of the precum beading at the tip drawing a satisfied hum in her throat, and then she moved on.



When her tongue dipped into his navel, he twitched beneath her. His hands tightened on the comforter as she drug her mouth higher, licking and kissing her way up to his chest. Next, she reached one of his nipples, and sucked it gently before nipping it with just enough force to make him flinch.
"Fuck," he breathed out, almost laughing from the shock of it, but he didn't make any effort to stop her.
She didn't linger. Her mouth kept moving up the line of his collarbone, then to the side of his neck, soft kisses melting into slower ones until she found his lips. She kissed him deeply, one hand resting on his chest, her breath warm and steady as she eased forward once more.
She kept going. Straddling his chest and beyond until her ankles moved up on either side of his head. Her hips rose, hovered for a second, and then she lowered herself over his mouth.
No words. Just the way she moved speaking for her.
Chapter 53
He didn't hesitate. His hands came up to her thighs as his mouth found her, tongue parting her and drawing her in all at once. Her breath caught above him, as he explored her sensitive lips. She may not have known how to say exactly what she needed, but she was confident in the way she moved, letting her actions say everything she needed, and at first it worked.
His tongue moved with skill in slow, steady strokes that circled and pressed, opened and tasted. His hands gripped her ass, spreading her gently, holding her in place as he buried his face deeper. She let her head drop, hair falling forward, with one hand braced on the headboard, but something wasn't clicking.
He made sure to hit all of the right spots. First it was wide, covering her outer lips, then it narrowed, parting her, from her entrance, scooping her up until he found her clit, flicking with a tighter motion. His mouth was wet and warm and open, jaw working with patient attention. His hands moved too, up her thighs, gripping her ass, fingers digging in as she twitched on his tongue.
His hands gripped tighter at her ass, fingers digging in a little more now. He was eager. Responding to what she was signaling to him. She could tell he wanted to please her, but she needed more.
She didn't want to admit it, not even to herself, but no matter how good his mouth felt, how perfectly he moved, something wasn't connecting. Her body reacted, sure, her thighs clenched, her nipples tightened, her stomach fluttered with each wet drag of his tongue, but it was like chasing an orgasm that wasn't getting any closer. Constantly just out of reach, with no relief in sight.
And then it hit her. She wasn't simply just distracted, but Aiden was in her head. Hearing Matt's moans, reminded her of Aiden's when he came. The way his hips bucked into his hand. The blur of his cock firing cum on himself on her couch, his face tilted toward the ceiling, and completely unaware she was watching.
She squeezed her eyes shut and ground her hips forward again, trying to lose herself in what was happening now, In Matt's tongue, in his hands as they worked up her sides. She guided one of them to her breast, then the other, placing them where she needed them, her breath catching as he followed the silent instructions.
"Pinch them," she said in a strained voice, needing to find that elusive orgasm.
He did immediately. His fingers felt over the thin material, finding her nipples, rolling and tugging them through the sheer bra, just hard enough to pull a moan from her throat. It helped. A sharp jolt pushed her forward, chasing sensations. She rocked her hips in time with the press of his tongue, pushing down, circling, trying to guide him to that sweet, stubborn place just beneath the surface.
Still not enough, she reached behind her back and unclasped the bra with one hand, letting it fall open under his palms. His fingers slid under without prompting, pinching bare skin now, tugging harder. She gasped, her thighs tightening around his head, the sensation sharper, more electric.
But Aiden didn't leave. He was there in the tension in her stomach, in the ache behind her clit, in the frustrating truth that she didn't want to be thinking about anyone other than the man beneath her, yet she couldn't stop.
She shifted her grip, sliding one of Matt's hands down along her waist and over the curve of her ass. Her breath hitched as his fingers squeezed instinctively, holding her. She moved the other hand next, guiding him with more intention this time as she slid it lower, the warmth of his touch trailing over her skin. Urging both hands lower until he was fully cupping her. The feel of his hands was good, but not what she was looking for, so maybe something else would tell him what she wanted.
She adjusted her hips again, tilting them forward slightly, then rolling them back in small movements at first, testing his response. His mouth kept moving, tongue slick and eager, but she wasn't only chasing the climax anymore. She was chasing clarity. Escape. Something strong enough to drown out the thoughts spiraling at the edges of her mind.
Her weight shifted forward once more, hunching her hips in an effort to tilt her ass toward him. She hesitated for only a second, then held there, waiting to see if he'd take the hint.
It took him a moment, but then his grip adjusted. His thumbs spread her open, and after a breathless pause, his tongue flicked further back. The first touch was brief, exploratory, and she inhaled sharply through her nose. Then again, more targeted this time, his tongue dragging across the tight ring of muscle with more pressure.
Her reaction was instant. A shiver rolled through her, sharp and unexpected. Her hands clenched tighter on the headboard, thighs tightening around his head again as her breath caught. No one had ever done that before. She'd tentatively explored it herself out of curiosity, but that was pretty much it. A finger once, followed by a second after a few tries. Eventually she graduated up to a small toy. Aiden's first night there, she begged Lisa to use one that was a little bit bigger, something thicker. Closer to the size of your average man, only a little on the smaller side. But never someone's mouth. Never anything like this and someone she barely knew.
And now, with Matt between her thighs, licking her where no one else had, it felt intense in a way she hadn't prepared for. Like every nerve in her was trying to short-circuit her thoughts, to force her back into the moment and drown everything else out. Including Aiden. She pushed back just a little more. And he followed.
His tongue circled her, teasing, wet and steady. His hands gripped her ass tighter, anchoring her in place as he licked her again, then again, using a little more pressure each time. It felt good. Better than she'd expected, if she was being honest. Sharp and raw, and intensely physical, leaving no space for thoughts, only sensation.
But just as she started to settle into it, just as her muscles began to twitch and her jaw started to go a little slack, his hands shifted again, sliding back to her hips, his mouth returning to her pussy, as if he'd mistaken it for a whim instead of a plea.
She let him for a few more seconds, then she knew. This wasn't going to get her there. His mouth on her clit, and between her lips, wasn't going to do it. She had been hoping to get the first orgasm out of the way, but that seemed impossible now.
Chapter 54
Without speaking, she lifted herself away from his mouth, using her hands to brace herself, then sliding down the length of his chest. She kissed him hard, tasting herself on his lips, and reached between them for his cock.
He was so hard - waiting for her. Her hand wrapped around him again, and she gave him a firm stroke as she kissed him. He groaned into her mouth, his hands sliding up her back, fingers digging into her bare skin.
She shifted her hips, lining herself up with him, the angle awkward at first as she hovered above, guiding the head of his cock through her folds. She was more than wet between his saliva and her own secretions, but still tense as she chased something she hadn't yet reached. She needed to get there and if his mouth wasn't going to do it, then she needed to be filled.
Natalie broke the kiss with a gasp as the head slipped just inside. She adjusted her knees and pressed down, taking him in, as her thighs slowly drop her, he entered an inch deeper. Her eyes fluttered shut for a moment, breathing through the stretch. He felt thick enough to make her take notice, satisfyingly full without overwhelming her, a smooth slide that filled her in stages rather than demanding all at once.
It was good. Solid. The kind of cock that most women would be more than content with. And she was, physically. She sank into it, the warmth and the pressure keeping her attention as she took more of him inch by inch.
But it wasn't Aiden. It wasn't the long, thick cock she'd seen from the hallway, flushed and straining in his grip as it jumped and pulsed as thick ropes of cum hit his chest and belly. His whole body locked and twisted with the force of it. Even now, she could see it, the impossible size of it, the way his whole body jerked as he came, like he couldn't even control it. That moment had seared into her, uninvited, and now unforgettable.
Still, this was her setting the pace. Her control. And for now, that was enough to keep moving.
She sat up, keeping him inside her, both hands braced on his chest. The bra that had been hanging off her shoulders for so long, unnoticed, finally gave in, slipping down her arms. The soft lace collapsed between them, caught against his chest, a flimsy barrier she didn't want. With a sharp breath, she brushed it aside, flicking it, where it landed somewhere near the pillows, like it was a distraction to her focus. She continued to move in long motions, trying to pull every ounce of sensation from the connection they had. Letting him feel her. Letting herself try as she felt him inside her.
He looked up at her, eyes glazed, mouth slightly parted, completely focused. His hands rose to her thighs, gripping, stroking upward until they found the curve of her waist, but he didn't try to take over. He let her ride. Let her work through whatever she needed.
Natalie set the pace, hips rolling, grinding down until he was fully seated inside her. She let out a low sound, head falling back. He felt good. Solid. It was what she'd been wanting all day. What she knew was likely to happen since she sent him that picture of her in her panties that night, and then the used discarded toy.
She forced her focus forward, chasing the feeling. His hands slid higher again, cupping her breasts, fingers spreading to span what they could as they hefted their weight, before he found her nipples and pinched harder than he had earlier.
She gasped, her muscles tightening around him in response, the sharp tug pulling something real from her.
He noticed.
"Jesus," he muttered, voice tight. "You like that."
She nodded, biting her lip, eyes fluttering. His hands moved back to her nipples, pinching harder this time and tugging them outward, drawing them away from her with a firmer, more deliberate grip. Her breath caught, back arching at the sudden sharpness.
Then one hand dropped away.
He brought it down hard against her ass, an open-palmed smack that made her jolt and moan all at once.
"Yes!" she hissed. The impact of his hand helped.
The sound echoed in her head. Not just from now, but from that one night. From across the hall, when she heard the sharp sound of skin on skin as Aiden moved behind that tiny blonde, her moans mixing with his grunts, her moans carrying into Natalie's room, right after the slap.
Natalie had recreated that moment alone. Touched herself listening to it. Even positioned herself the same way on her bed, knees bent, fingers pressed between her thighs as she played out what she thought was happening in the other room.
Chapter 55
But this wasn't then. This was now, and she was riding Matt, but she wanted more of that night. Wanted to know what that stranger in her house felt. She slid off him in one fluid motion, her hand wrapping around his cock briefly as she backed away on her knees.
"Fuck me from behind, please," she begged, with a pleading tone. "And would you spank me?" she added, sounding almost desperate.
Matt didn't hesitate. He scrambled up to his knees, stroking himself as he shuffled behind her. Natalie moved back to the center of the bed and bent low, pressing her chest and cheek to the bedspread, arms stretched forward until her fingers curled around the edge of the mattress where it met the headboard. Her back arched deep, ass lifted high and angled back toward him, slick and glistening, her pussy tilted perfectly upward - waiting, wanting.
Nothing in her held back. She offered him everything, revealed every curve, displayed every inch of skin, every admission of what she needed right now as she presented herself to him, completely wanton and shameless.
Matt kept stroking himself as he moved closer, gaze locked on the spread between her thighs. It was the first fully unobstructed view he'd had of her glistening pussy, beautifully framed by the open crotch of her panties. Her lips twitched softly as if pulsing in anticipation, and just above them, her rosebud gave the slightest involuntary flutter, as if every nerve was calling for any attention it could get.
He let out a breath and moved in, kneeling behind her, placing one foot flat on the mattress outside her knee to brace himself. One hand slid to her hip, gripping tight, but the angle was too steep. She was tilted up so high, arched so deep, that he couldn't get in without adjusting her.
He slid his hand lower, curving beneath her to cup the front of her pelvis and rock her backward, tilting her hips just enough. With that slight shift, her entrance opened for him, wet and waiting. He guided himself to her, the head of his cock catching right at her entrance, held there for just a second, long enough for both of them to feel the tension building between need and release.
Then he pressed in, sinking to the hilt in one push.
Natalie cried out into the bedding, her arms straining forward, thighs trembling as her insides adapted to him. He felt good, thick, but as hard as she'd ever felt, stretching her, but it wasn't just about that.
It was about her. The girl in Aiden's room. The one who moaned like she was being wrecked. The one who giggled as she called him daddy. Gasped when she commented on how huge he was. Whimpered when he fucked her hard enough to make the bed creak. And slapped her ass loud enough for Natalie to hear it from her room. That sound had looped in her mind for how long?
And now... this - Matt behind her, as deep as his size would allow, his body smacking against hers as he found his pace. All of it was good, it was close, but not enough.
She needed the sting the petite blonde had felt. The bite of his hand on her ass. The sharp contrast of pain just beneath the pleasure.
"Spank me," she said, voice taut.
Once again Matt obeyed immediately, happy to accommodate her request. She knew she had an ass that invited it. The full firm cheeks that would give just the slightest ripple, before quickly coming back to stillness.
His hand cracked down across her right cheek. She jerked and moaned, hips jolting forward. Another followed, on the other side. Harder. She gasped, biting into the bedspread. One slap to her ass, immediately followed by another. The sound was loud, satisfying. But the panties dulled the full effect. Lace over her skin, the thick waistband tight across her hips, muting the impact, and not letting her feel it the way she needed to. The sting seemed as though muted. It teased at what she wanted but refused to deliver fully. She groaned, frustrated, the tension in her building, yet going nowhere.
"Take them off," she panted.
He slowed, his tempo faltering as he pulled back. "Wait- hang on, I'll unclip-"
"No," she said sharply, twisting her head toward him. "Just- fuck, Matt- rip them. Please." She didn't want to break the moment to wait for him to undo her straps. To reposition so he could slide them down and off her feet.
He hesitated, one hand already reaching to unclasp a garter, confused by her urgency.
"Are you sure?" he asked, glancing down at where the lace clung over the roundness of her ass, still pretty, still intact.
Her breath caught. She could see it in her head, Aiden's girl, bent over, ass high, the sound of his hand on her skin and her voice pitching up with every thrust.
"God, yes," she said, desperation rough in her voice. "Please. Just do it. And don't stop. Don't stop fucking me."
Her voice cracked at the end, coming out raw, and impatient. A hunger in her voice that left no room for interpretation. Her fists clenched in the bedding. She didn't want to just remember what she heard that night. She wanted to be that moment. To be her. The girl who made him come so hard he couldn't stop grunting. The girl who whimpered with every slap of his hips. The girl she couldn't stop envying now that she recognized the full impact that night had on her.
She needed to be worth remembering like that. Even if it wasn't Aiden fucking her. Even if it was just the shadow of the memory projected onto Matt as he fucked her.
He didn't wait. With her pleading words continuing to linger in the air full of desperation, he gripped her hips tight and slammed back into her. The angle had changed now. Her panties were gone, but the garter straps were there, stretched over her cheeks, catching just enough to dull the sting.
He slapped her anyway, hand coming down hard against the curve of her cheek. The sound cracked through the room, but it wasn't clean, it was broken and interrupted by the bit of garter belt, coming down to where it transitioned to the elastic strap pressed across her skin.
"Fuck this," he muttered, reaching down without pulling out. His fingers fumbled for a second, then hooked beneath the garter. "I'll buy you a new pair."
And with a sharp tug, he yanked the straps from her stockings, popping one, then the other free. The nylon snapped against her thighs as they released, baring her fully to him.
Then he went back to work spanking her again, it was loud, the sound finally echoing the way it was supposed to. The way it had in her memory. He grabbed her hips, drove into her harder, the clean contact pushing her closer with each impact now that there was nothing in the way. Nothing between the sharp slap of his palm and the sting she was after to find what she needed.
She cried out, loud, from how right it felt. How much closer it brought her.
He spanked her again, harder this time, his cock driving into her with each snap of his hips, and she pushed back against him, greedy for every inch. Every sound. Every burn that spread under his hand.
Another slap. And another. A sharp jolt ran through her as the pain became more intense, causing her breath to fracture, and her moans come raw and fast and completely out of her control. She clenched around him, building on the friction, the pressure, trying to crest the edge. She wanted to be her, that girl whose name she'd forgotten and didn't care to remember, but even more than that, she wanted to outdo her.
A hand shot down between her thighs, fingers rubbing tight circles over her clit, slippery and desperate. Matt groaned above her, gripped her harder, his hips becoming more inconsistent now, faster, sloppier, closer.
"Fuck," she gasped, eyes clenched shut, every muscle drawing tight.
He slapped her one last time, the hardest yet, and it broke her open. Her orgasm tore through her, causing her to bite down on the bedding, a muffled scream as she went rigid, then convulsed around him, gripping his cock in hard, pulsing waves. Her forehead pressed into the sheets, knees trembling, and her thighs shaking. One hand stayed buried between her legs, but the other shot to her chest, tugging hard at a nipple, twisting it through her fingers as her climax surged, desperate for more sensation, more release, more everything.



She was there. Finally. And for a moment, she didn't care who was inside her. She just needed to cum like that. To be fucked hard. To be remembered the way she remembered her.
Her body was trembling when he pulled her hips back tight against him and thrust hard, chasing his own finish. Her pussy was still fluttering from the last wave, as it gripped at him greedily with every movement.
"Fuck- Nat-" he gasped, losing all control.
She didn't answer. Couldn't. Just stayed bent forward, one cheek against the bedspread, still catching her breath as he pounded into her, harder, faster, rhythm a thing of the past now as the need overcame him.
His hand slipped from her hip to the back of her neck, pulling her to himself as his cock jerked inside her. His groan was deep and strained as he came, his hips pressing flush against her, every muscle in his body locking as he emptied into her. She felt the way he pulsed, the heat of him spilling inside her, the warmth of his breath coming out in grunts with every twitch. He'd leaned forward, bracing against her back as he finished.
And that's when it hit her. He hadn't pulled out. There wasn't a warning, and they hadn't bothered with a condom. Just the sudden, unmistakable warmth flooding her, marking what they'd done. Her fingers curled tighter into the bedding as the full realization of everything her mind had stumbled on through the night closed in around her chest. She didn't say anything. Didn't move. Just blinked at the wall she was staring at with her face pressed into his bed, trying to process the fact that she hadn't stopped him, hadn't even thought to.
Too late now.
So she did the only thing that made sense in the moment - closed her eyes and imagined it had been Aiden.
Chapter 56
His weight lingered over her, breath warm against her neck, before he finally shifted, withdrawing with a slow exhale. Natalie winced slightly at the sensation--the sensitivity, the emptiness, the sudden return to cool air on flushed skin, and made more obvious by the warmth of his seed trickling out of her.
Matt rolled to the side and collapsed onto the mattress with a groan, pulling her with him. She followed without protest, allowing herself to be repositioned. He settled behind her at first, one arm curling around her waist as they lay there, catching their breath. His fingers found the slope of her hip under the garter belt, then it began to wander forward, stroking idle circles just beneath her navel.
After a moment, she shifted again, turning toward him and resting her head on his shoulder. He adjusted, sliding his arm beneath her neck. Her hand settled lightly on his chest, and for a few seconds, it felt comfortable, almost natural.
The sweat on their bodies had started to dry. The room felt different now.
Matt looked down at her, dazed and smiling. "That was... incredible."
She let out a soft, polite sound, half a laugh, as her eyes stayed on a spot near the wall. "Yeah," she said. "It was."
He kissed the top of her head, and it felt nice, but it seemed like it should've felt like more.
Her body was still humming in the aftermath, overstimulated and sore from working through everything, yet her mind had already begun to drift. The physical ache had been answered, but the other one... the one Aiden had carved into her without ever touching her, remained.
They lay in a silence that came back in for a minute, his chest rising and falling steadily beneath her cheek. Natalie listened to it, letting it calm her. The tension in her legs had finally eased, her pulse slowing to something that felt human again. She traced a slow, idle circle on his skin, her nails grazing lightly through the smooth skin just above his heart. She noticed that it looked like he may have manscaped there too.
Matt tilted his head to look at her. "You okay?"
She nodded, simply staring ahead. "Yeah. Just... catching up to myself."
She felt and heard him nod, more than saw it, before he spoke again.
"I gotta say..." He turned toward her, his arm pulling in around her back. "Dinner was great. You looked incredible. We had the kind of conversation I never get to have with anyone. And then this. You're-" he paused, searching for the right word, "-kind of amazing. I swear if you were only rich..." he joked, bringing some levity to the moment as he resurrected his earlier joke.
That earned a soft laugh. She let her eyes close for a second.
It had been a good night. She'd liked the way he looked at her over the table, the way he listened, how interested he was in the things she said. Not just the surface stuff, either, he'd asked follow-up questions, offered his own stories. He'd made her laugh. It wasn't flashy, but it had felt real, and like how a normal relationship should feel.
She liked him. That was the part that made this so hard, because even now, lying in the afterglow of exactly what she'd planned for this evening, exactly what she'd wanted, her mind kept drifting. Not toward what a real relationship with Matt would look like, as she normally would, or even toward what this meant. Just... toward someone else entirely. That stupid sound from across the hall. That cocky, breathless moan. That body.
Aiden.
God, what's wrong with me? she asked herself.
Matt kissed her hair again, pulling her a little closer. "You've been in your head all night," he said gently. "Not that I'm complaining. I'm glad you came over, and really glad of where the evening went. I just... hope you're okay."
Natalie shifted, nuzzling her cheek against his shoulder. "I am. I just think I've had a lot on my mind lately. You know how sometimes your thoughts gets ahead of your brain? So you just can't make sense of things?"
"Totally," he said, his hand trailing along the curve of her back. "For what it's worth, I'm really glad we did this. Even if it was just once."
She looked up at him, her expression soft but almost a hint of sadness in it that she was trying to hide. "I am too," she replied
He grinned. "I hope you are."
She smiled, warm and real, but brief. Then her phone buzzed, and she had every intention of ignoring it. Her phone buzzed again, a second later. Clearly it wasn't just a text, but someone actually calling.
She turned her head, stretching just far enough to reach her bag on the floor beside the bed. The screen lit up with Lisa's name. Natalie's breath caught in her throat.
Matt looked over. "Everything okay?"
"It's my friend Lisa. I really need to take this." She was already sitting up, pushing hair back from her face, as it clung in the last traces of sweat that was causing a sheen on across her skin, and searching the floor for where her dress had landed.
"Is something wrong?"
"I don't know." She pulled the dress up around her and started slipping her arms through the sleeves. "She doesn't usually call at this time, unless it's important. Give me a sec?"
"Of course."
Natalie stepped out of the room, phone already to her ear as she stepped into the hallway.
"Hey," she said softly. "Everything alright?"
Lisa's voice came through a second later, warm but laced with worry. "I think so? Aiden called earlier. Just to say hi supposedly, but I don't know, he seemed... off."
Natalie leaned against the wall in hallway, dress hanging open, as her arms had stopped holding it closed. "Off how?"
"I don't know, he didn't say much. Said everything was fine, but I could hear it in his voice, so I just wanted to check with you. He didn't say anything to you, did he?"
There was a pause. Just a second too long to be passable as a moment of thinking back to any significant conversations.
"No," Natalie said, her voice tight. "He's... he's been good. He's been in his room a bit more the last few days, but he hasn't said anything to me. We've just both been busy, so I haven't seen him much though."
Lisa exhaled. "Okay. Just wanted to hear your voice. You'd tell me if anything was wrong, right?" she asked simply, but it felt probing to Natalie.
"Of course." Natalie closed her eyes for a moment. "Can I call you back in a few?"
"Yeah. Please do."
They hung up.
Natalie lowered the phone and just stood there, the hallway feeling like it stretched out forever, as she looked toward the living room, where the front door was. Her chest felt tight, as she thought of going back into the bedroom to tell Matt she had to go, and collect her shoes and clutch.
She looked back toward the bedroom, then down at the phone in her hand. What the hell was she supposed to say to Lisa when she called her back? Yeah, I watched your son masturbate in my living room, and now shits just a little weird. No big deal... She laughed at the absurdity of everything. Her life had been perfectly normal and on a relatively clear path just a couple months ago.
She sighed as her head fell back against the wall, taking a breath before pushing off and heading back into the bedroom.
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Jeanie had never been on a plane before.
She remembered gripping the armrest so tightly during takeoff that James had to gently pry her fingers free and place her hand in his. He hadn't mocked her, or even said anything at all. Just pressed her palm flat, holding it while the world fell away beneath them.
Everything since had felt like that, one long, impossible floating sensation. She didn't know how to describe it. This wasn't her life. Nothing she'd ever known to be true of the world from personal experience.
She didn't remember falling asleep in the car on the way to the resort's private welcome lounge in the Florida Keys. But she must have, because the next thing she knew, a staff member in a pale blue uniform was smiling as he opened her door. "Welcome, Mr. and Mrs. Addams."
Her cheeks warmed at the sound of the name. Growing used to her new name was going to take time. James had told her that they'd have to go and officially change it. While Mrs. Addams may not legally be correct yet, she enjoyed hearing it, and a smile crossed her face, as she leaned into James a little more.
The boat ride across the water was so smooth it barely registered as motion. She sat close to James, tucked beneath his arm, trying not to gape at the gentle whitecaps, the mangroves rising from the water, the way the sky touched the ocean so low and wide it didn't seem possible they belonged to the same planet she called home.
By the time they stepped off onto the dock, she'd forgotten what day it was.
Their bungalow was... breathtaking.
Thatched roof. Arched wooden doors. A private deck that opened directly to the beach. Inside, the floors were smooth and cool underfoot, with ceiling fans turning overhead and linens soft enough to shame silk. A deep soaking tub stood by a window, half-framed by gauzy curtains that shifted in the breeze. The air smelled like citrus and sea salt.
Jeanie turned slowly in place, taking it all in. "This... this is like something out of a movie."
James glanced at her. "Disappointed?" he asked.
She shook her head quickly, too awed to be embarrassed. "No. Just... I didn't think places like this were real."
His lips lifted into a faint smile. "Come on, let's get our stuff unpacked."
There had been a moment, back at the house, just before they left, where she remembered standing in front of her suitcase, fidgeting with the little brass clasp. Carmen had packed most of it. Jeanie hadn't even seen the swimsuits until that morning. Everything inside looked tiny. Soft fabrics, pale colors. A few slips of lace she didn't recognize as hers.
She'd tried to ask James if she should pack something different.
"What she chose will do," was his only response.
And now here they were.
Her heart thudded softly as she stood in the center of the room, fingers brushing over the edge of her suitcase. She'd heard James step out to the patio behind her, now alone, Jeanie let out a slow breath.
Tomorrow, they'd start exploring the island. But tonight... tonight was just them.
They didn't do much. Jeanie unpacked slowly, finally seeing all of what Carmen had packed for the first time. Some of the pieces were fine soft fabrics in pale colors, slim dresses that clung more than she was used to. Others, though, left her puzzled. There were delicate slips of lace with no clear purpose, gauzy tops too sheer to hide anything, and one item that she couldn't tell if it was meant for sleeping or going out. A few pieces looked more like underthings than clothes.
She hesitated, holding one up with a furrowed brow before folding it quickly and tucking it into a drawer. Carmen hadn't labeled anything. There were no instructions. Jeanie could only assume it was all chosen with James in mind.
When she asked if she should wear something else, James was standing by the bed, unbuttoning his shirt. "Your traveling cloths may not be the best for tonight," he said. "You'd probably be more comfortable in something lighter."
So, she wore one of the less-revealing dresses for dinner, still lighter and lower-cut than anything she would've packed for herself. It moved when she walked, drawing her awareness to how the hem skimmed her knees and how the fabric caught the shape of her chest. James hadn't said anything when she stepped out of the bathroom. Just looked at her once, then reached for his wallet.
Dinner was quiet. Just the two of them at a corner table by the water, the sky was streaked orange and mauve as the sun dropped below the ocean. The air smelled like grilled fish and sweet tropical scents. Jeanie didn't drink more than a few sips; she was too tired to enjoy it and not very familiar with alcohol. James ordered for them both, choosing simple but elegant dishes: buttered lobster, roasted vegetables, fresh fruit with cream.
He didn't say much at first, just nodded along as they ate. But when Jeanie started talking, mostly to fill the silence, he didn't stop her. She told him about the plane ride, how strange it felt to be looking down at the world, how she didn't know if she was supposed to tip the man who opened the car door at the lounge. She wasn't even sure why she was saying half of it. It just came out.
James asked a few small questions here and there, letting her keep going. He didn't smile much, but he watched her with the kind of focus that made her sit a little straighter. It wasn't uncomfortable, but made her realize how much she still needed to learn his mannerisms and his expressions.
It wasn't what she was used to, and the discomfort seem to make her want to keep talking.
Afterward, they walked the narrow sand paths that crisscrossed the island. The air was still warm, but the breeze off the water felt good on her skin. Lanterns lit the way in flickering golds, and she caught herself reaching for his arm, wanting to feel his warmth next to her.
When they returned to the bungalow, she stepped into the shower alone. The water pressure was strong, the scent of the soap delicate and unfamiliar. She took her time. By the time she emerged, wrapped only in a towel, James was already in bed, reading. He didn't comment on her state of undress. He simply set the book down as she slid under the covers beside him, pressed a warm hand to her waist, and kissed the top of her head.
"You've had a long day. Sleep," he murmured.
She didn't need to be told twice.
The last thing she remembered was the sound of the ocean beyond the open patio doors and the weight of his hand still resting lightly against her hip.
She woke to the soft brush of fingers along her shoulder and the soothing sound of his voice, close to her ear.
"Time to wake up, Jeanie."
Jeanie stirred, the sheet tangled around her legs. The light in the bungalow was gentler than she'd expected, with sun filtering through thin linen curtains, shadows shifting with the breeze. It smelled like salt and fruit and something floral she couldn't place.
She blinked slowly, turning her head toward the sound of his voice. James was sitting on the edge of the bed, already dressed, his shirt unbuttoned at the collar, sleeves casually rolled.
"Did you sleep well?" he asked, his voice softer than usual.
She nodded, then yawned and tucked the blanket under her arms. "I think so. I don't remember falling asleep."
"You were out before I turned the page," he said with the hint of a smile. "Come on. Breakfast is on the way."
He handed her a small glass of juice. "Start with this. We'll head down to the water after we eat."
The sweetness surprised her. It was cold, bright, and citrusy. She sipped slowly while James stood from the bed.
Through the open patio doors, she could hear the faint lap of water, along with the distant call of gulls.
When he stepped outside to take a short call, Jeanie slid out of bed. She moved to the drawers where she had placed the items Carmen had packed, standing in front of it, she could feel her nerves begin prickling beneath her skin.
She hadn't checked the swimsuits last night, choosing to scoop them up and simply place them in one of the provided drawers. She chose the top one from the pile, a delicate light blue selection, and laid it on the bed to study it properly.
The top was made of two small triangles held together by thin strings. The bottoms were even more revealing. High-cut, narrow at the sides, and cut so low in front she felt her stomach tighten just looking at them.
She picked them up, turned them over, tried to understand how women wore them. The material was soft and stretchy, narrower than anything she'd ever owned. Even her underwear from home covered more than this.
She'd never worn anything like it before. Not at home. Not anywhere. Still, she carried the bikini into the bathroom and closed the door behind her.
Closing the door gently behind her, she laid the swimsuit on the counter and took a breath before looking herself in the mirror to gather her courage. Her reflection gave her pause.
The lighting in here was different. More natural, and direct. It didn't hide things, and she wasn't used to seeing herself like this, upright and bare in the daylight, every detail clear. Her skin still held the tan from the spray Carmen's person had applied. Still, she knew that under the darker skin, she was naturally pale. Especially across her stomach and chest, where her tan faded into softer, untouched skin. The knowledge made her wince at the idea of how she'd look on the beach if not for Carmen.
She'd always had a bit of a farmer's tan from old tank tops and work shirts, uneven color where the sun hit hardest while she was out tending the garden or hanging laundry. She never thought much of it before. But now, in this light, wearing something this small, it stood out more than she wanted it to.
She brushed a hand over her hip, then down the outside of her thigh, trying not to look too long at the parts of herself she'd never had to think about. Then she reached for the bikini top and slid the thin strings over her shoulders, tying them behind her neck and back with unsteady fingers.
It didn't feel secure. The cups barely covered her. One tug and it would slide. Glancing down to make sure everything was at least where it should be, she moved on.
Then came the bottoms. They were worse... much worse.
She stepped into them, pulling the high-cut straps up over her hips. The fabric sat low. Much lower than she expected. It rested far down her abdomen, dipping into a sharp curve that exposed more than just her skin.
When she looked in the mirror, her heart gave a hard, embarrassed thump.
There was no hiding it. The bikini didn't just fail to cover the sides, it didn't cover the top either. Her pubic hair appearing darker and fuller in contrast to the bikini, spilled out in every direction. It curled over the waistband and out the sides, visible against her skin, stubborn and obvious no matter how she tried to adjust her hair, or the bikini.
Back home, she'd only ever shaved as much as she needed to when doing her legs, just enough to keep anything from showing past the edge of her underwear. This was different. This demanded something else entirely. Something she hadn't prepared for.
She tried to adjust the fabric, tugging it forward, then upward, but it didn't help. If anything, it made things worse. The cut was designed to show, not hide.
She turned sideways, then back again. There was no angle where it didn't look wrong on her. Her face flushed in embarrassment, unsure how to address it, and she wasn't ready to be seen like this.
Her fingers hovered at the waistband, trying to press it down flat, when she heard the soft sound of the door opening behind her.
"I was wondering what was taking so long."
Startled by the door and his voice, her head whipped toward the sound. James stood just inside the doorway, calm as ever, his eyes already on her. She tried to cover herself, hands darting to her hips, then hesitating, unsure where to hide. The bikini didn't leave many options.
"I - I didn't know you were back," she said quickly, voice signaling her embarrassment.
He stepped forward. "I didn't mean to sneak up on you."
Her skin burned as his eyes lingered. He didn't look surprised or embarrassed, just vaguely amused, like he'd walked in on something he already suspected and was waiting to see how she'd handle it.
"I don't think this one fits right," she mumbled, trying to adjust the front again, though it was hopeless. "I didn't realize... how small it would be."
He didn't answer right away. His gaze dropped once more and then met her eyes.
"It fits how it's meant to, you just need some grooming."
She flushed deeper. "I wasn't... I didn't know I needed to..." Her voice faltered. She didn't know how to finish the sentence. There was no delicate way to say I didn't know I needed to shave more.
James watched her carefully. Then, still in that same tone, he said, "Would you like help with that?"
She blinked; unsure she'd heard him right. "With...?"
He nodded once, eyes on her where the bottoms sat, lewdly displaying her. He stepped just close enough for her to feel his presence, but not quite touching her.
"I don't want to look... messy," she said softly.
James didn't respond. He stepped past her and opened a drawer beneath the sink, pulling out a fresh razor. Then he filled a bowl with warm water, took a small towel from the shelf, and walked back into the main room of the bungalow.
Jeanie stood frozen, feeling exposed and unsure what to do.
"Out here," he called.
She hesitated with her heart racing. When she stepped out, she found him setting the bowl down on the floor in front of one of the armchairs. He'd already folded a towel across the rug, setting out the blade and a small bottle of lotion beside it. Everything was placed with care, like this was something he'd done before.
James turned to her. "Sit at the edge. Legs apart."
She stopped where she stood, arms half-crossed over her stomach. "Are you serious?"
Her voice cracked slightly. The idea of doing this out here, in the middle of the room, made her stomach twist. The open windows, the daylight, the chair that wasn't intended for anything like this. She looked at the bowl of water, the towel laid out on the floor, the razor resting beside it. It all felt too deliberate.
"You want me to-" she started, but couldn't finish the sentence.
"You said you didn't want to look messy. This is how we fix that," he replied, looking up at her without blinking.
Her mouth was dry. Every instinct in her told her to cover herself, to hide, to retreat back into the bathroom and pretend she hadn't come out. James had touched her before, intimately, but this was different. There were no dimly lit lamps, no bedsheets, no privacy in shadows. This was broad daylight, a chair in the middle of an open room, with her legs spread while he knelt between them, razor in hand.
It felt clinical. Exposing. Wrong in a way she couldn't explain.
He had already seen her. Already kissed her right next to there. But somehow this felt more vulnerable. There was no pleasure to distract her, no moment to disappear into. Just her, bared completely, while he looked at her like he was preparing to carve away every last trace of purity she had left. It felt impossible and humiliating.
And still, she moved. Slowly and obediently.
She stepped forward, her arms dropping to her sides, though her fingers twitched with the urge to shield herself. The chair sat in a pool of warm light; the towel placed beneath it in anticipation of her. She perched on the edge, legs still tightly drawn together.
James didn't speak. He knelt before her, and with smooth, sure, smooth movements, he dipped the cloth into the bowl. Looking up again to look her in her eyes for just a moment, and then his gaze dropped to her thighs.
He touched her lightly, tapping the inside of one knee with two fingers. "Wider."
She hesitated, then inched her legs apart.
The cloth came next. It was warm and damp, as it pressed gently to the crease. She flinched at the intimacy of the touch, but didn't pull away. He used slow, methodical passes, softening the hair, and warming her skin. Every time he rinsed and reapplied, she felt it more acutely. The way his hand slid along her inner thighs, and over her mound. The firmness of his grip. The way he adjusted her without asking.
He didn't rush and he wasn't rough, but nothing about it felt casual for her.
When the cloth had done its work, he set it aside, and then came the cream. He poured a small amount into his palm, rubbed it between his hands, and brought them to her body.
This time, when his fingers spread her, she let out a soft breath she didn't mean to. There was no tenderness in his touch, only a deliberate precision. He worked the cream in slowly, smoothing it over hair, the skin, delicate folds, then lower than she was prepared for. He tilted her hips to get a better angle, repositioned her legs when they trembled.
She was blushing so hard she thought she might be glowing. Every inch of her was on display, exposed, and yet she couldn't stop herself from watching him.
His expression was hard to read. His brows were slightly drawn, lips parted, his eyes watched every movement of the blade. They were focused, but they weren't blank. There was something under the surface, and even though she couldn't identify it, she liked the way it made her feel.
She hadn't thought something like this would interest a man. It was embarrassing, awkward... practical.
He rinsed the razor slowly between passes, in no rush to finish. His jaw looked tenser than before, and once or twice he paused without explanation, just watching the spot where the blade had been, as if assessing.
She didn't know if that meant anything. She was still learning how to read him.
The process utterly captivated her, gaze fixed on the razor as it systematically cleared away the dark curls, leaving behind the silken, pale expanse of her pubis. And then, as he worked lower, the soft, dusky hue of her labia, revealed with an almost surgical precision that was both clinical and profoundly arousing. She'd never seen herself like this, so exposed, so meticulously prepared, and the intensity of the process confused her with a feeling of exposure and fascination.
The longer it went on, the more she felt it, like something was stirring at the edge of understanding. And once she started noticing it, she couldn't ignore how her breathing had changed too. How her thighs had gone slack, her fingers no longer gripping the sides of the chair.
There was no pretending she felt nothing. Whatever this was, it had become something more.
She didn't speak. She barely moved. Her legs stayed open as he continued, the razor gliding in short, careful strokes. He tilted her slightly, working closer toward the center, then lower. Her breath held when his hand eased beneath her, fingers spreading her just enough to reach places she never imagined needing attention.
Then he paused.
"You'll need to turn."
"Turn?" she questioned, blinking
He didn't explain. He simply took her by the hips and guided her gently to stand.
"I'm not done," he said. "The cut in the back of the bikini is just as narrow."
Her cheeks flamed. She opened her mouth as if to protest, then shut it again. She hadn't even considered that. Hadn't thought to look at herself from behind in the mirror, though the way the fabric had clung to her earlier should have told her everything.
James placed a clean towel across the back of the chair, then looked at her. She moved like she was sleepwalking, stepping to turn slowly, resting her forearms on the towel as he positioned her.
Her legs parted slightly. Her back arched as she knelt on the cushion.



The position left her completely exposed.
She wanted to cover her face. Her chest tightened and her skin prickled with an unexpected arousal.
James didn't comment. He dipped the cloth back into the bowl and pressed it gently between her cheeks, letting the warmth do its work. When she flinched out of reflex of being touched there, he steadied her with a hand at the base of her spine.
Then came the cream again. The smooth, cool substance being worked in with slow circles of his fingers.
His hands moved lower, spreading her open with careful movements. He didn't hesitate or ask, he just did what needed to be done.
Jeanie squeezed her eyes shut.
It should have been humiliating. But it wasn't entirely. There was something in the way he handled her. Like her body was something he had every right to, now that she was his wife.
She felt the razor again, the careful drag of it down the most private parts of her skin. Her breath went shallow. Every nerve seemed to sit on the surface now, catching every motion, every adjustment.
Then- A knock at the door.
"Room service," a voice called out, cheerfully.
Jeanie jolted, eyes wide. Her hands moved instinctively to push up, but James placed a firm hand on her back and eased her back down.
"Leave it on the table," he called, as though the thought nothing of it.
Her heart thundered in her ears. She turned her head slightly, horrified, but he didn't even pause.
"He can't see anything. Stay still," he directed her.
The door opened behind them.
"Right over here?" the voice asked, footsteps soft on the tile.
"Yes. The envelope's on the tray by the fruit," James said without a pause in the movement of his hand.
Jeanie's face burned so hot she thought she might cry. The room felt too bright, too open. She could hear the clink of dishes being placed on the table, the subtle shift of glass. And all the while, James kept going.
The razor scraped softly. His hand braced her thigh, thumb guiding her skin into just the right position as he finished the last few passes.
He never rushed, never stopped. The door tapped shut a moment later. The silence returned bringing attention to the sound of the blood rushing in her ears.
Jeanie let out a breath that had been caught in her throat. Her arms trembled and her legs were tight with effort of holding still as the attendant did his business, and the excitement she didn't want to admit she felt.
James rinsed the blade, then took the cloth again, this time wiping her clean with a final, unhurried touch. He looked over his work, one hand on her hip as he steadied her.
Then he reached for the small bottle of lotion he'd set aside earlier and placed it in her hand.
"Use this on all the places I shaved."
She stared at the bottle for a second, unsure whether he meant for her to do it now, like this, but he was already sitting back on his heels, watching her.
Waiting.
Jeanie swallowed and turned slightly, the towel sliding across her skin as she knelt beside the chair. The air felt cooler now, more noticeable against bare skin that had never felt air this exposed before. She poured a small amount of the smooth liquid into her palm. It was light, silken, with the faintest scent of perfume.
She brought her hand to her body, touching just above the crease of her thigh. And paused.
It felt unreal.
The skin was impossibly smooth, like polished porcelain. She smoothed the lotion in slowly, tentatively, moving from one side to the other, careful not to miss anything.
Her fingers drifted further back.
Even in the places she'd once thought of as coarse or private, the skin felt... delicate now. Different. Like it wasn't her own, having never felt it this way.
She applied more lotion and moved her hand carefully between her thighs, her breath catching as her fingertips slid along the freshly shaved skin. She wasn't prepared for how sensitive every movement would feel.
Behind her, James didn't speak. She could feel his eyes on her. Still watching.
She reached around, rubbing the lotion where he'd finished last, in the cleft of her backside and lower. Each touch sent a ripple through her belly. She didn't know if it was arousal, exactly. Just that she felt everything now, more than she ever had before.
When she finally glanced back at him, James was still seated on the floor, arms resting on his knees, studying her like a man who had just finished something he took pride in.
"That's enough," he said. "Let's eat. Before the food turns to soggy from the steam under those lids."
Jeanie blinked, a little dazed, still kneeling with the bottle in one hand.
James stood and walked toward the table, lifting one of the domes. A soft puff of steam escaped, carrying the scent of something warm and savory. No grease, no syrup. Just delicate portions arranged with care. Poached eggs over arugula, ribbons of smoked salmon, thin slices of avocado with a drizzle of lemon. Beside it, a small dish of fresh melon, cut into neat cubes, with a few mint leaves laid gently on top.
He looked over his shoulder. "You can get dressed after."
She didn't move right away. Her skin was still flushed, and her thighs slightly sticky from the lotion that was still absorbing into her skin. But she obeyed, slowly walking toward the table, still nude.
The chair was cushioned, but felt uncomfortable as she shifted before settling in, conscious of how much of her was touching it. Her skin still felt warm and overly sensitive in places that had never been exposed like this.
A small part of her worried about what might be left behind when she stood. Not just the lotion, but the heat low in her belly and the way her body still throbbed faintly, humming with leftover tension. She didn't think she'd climaxed during his bearing of her, but something close to it had come over her. She wasn't sure if it would show. If James would notice. If he already had while kneeling behind her.
James poured her a glass of water from the carafe, then began eating without another word. She followed suit, picking at her food with careful hands.
The eggs were soft, the yolk barely runny. The salmon was cool and thin. The avocado was buttery, the lemon sharp. She didn't think she'd like any of it, but she did.
She felt him glance at her more than once as though he were checking to make sure she was still doing what she was told.
"You'll wear the bikini after this," he said eventually, slicing into a sliver of smoked salmon. "The one you had on earlier."
Jeanie's throat tightened slightly. "Of course," she replied simply. She was curious how it would look after being shaved clean. No hair left to find its way out from beneath the minimal material.
She dropped her gaze back to the plate. The smoothness between her legs still felt strange, the sensation heightened every time she shifted or uncrossed her thighs. Her body didn't feel like hers anymore. It felt... prepared. Made ready for something, in some fashion.
And part of her didn't hate that.
The breakfast dishes had been cleared, the steam under the domes long gone. James sipped from a tall champagne flute, the soft clink of glass against his ring finger the only sound between them. Jeanie held her own mimosa carefully in both hands. It was her first time having one. Her first time drinking anything before noon, really. Her experience drinking was limited to sips from others encouraging her to try.
The taste had caught her off guard at first. Light and citrusy, but with a bite she didn't expect. She took a second sip, then a third, it started to make sense. There was something indulgent about it. Bright and sharp. It lingered on her tongue and warmed her chest and cheeks.
When he stood, setting his empty glass on the tray, he glanced toward her with the same even tone he used when directing her to undress.
"Put the bikini back on. We'll go down to the beach for a bit before it gets too crowded."
Jeanie rose, feeling the oil still lingering on her skin. Everything about her felt... bare. As she walked to the bathroom where the bikini still lay discarded on the counter, she paused in the doorway, staring at the fabric.
She'd just eaten breakfast without a stitch of clothing on. Her first time doing anything like that. She hadn't even slept naked until this trip, and now she'd sat at a table, completely exposed, quietly chewing salmon and melon while James remained fully dressed across from her, calm as ever.
The memory made her cheeks warm again. A mixture of embarrassment, and the strange sense of permission it had given her. Like once he'd decided it was acceptable, she no longer needed to question it.
She picked up the bikini and slipped it on, tying the strings with fingers that contained more confidence now.
For some reason a piece hadn't expected to wear it again. Not after everything. But her fingers didn't hesitate as she slipped the bottom piece back on. The fabric felt different now.
She caught her reflection in the mirror. Her stomach looked flatter than usual. What drew her eye wasn't the fake tan this time, or the hair protruding, but the curve of her hips, the slope of her thighs, the pale line where the razor had passed and left her smooth. She'd never noticed her body in pieces like this before. And now that she had, she couldn't stop seeing it.
When she stepped back out into the main room, James was waiting in nothing but black swim shorts and a pair of sunglasses pushed up on his head. She paused.
She had seen him without a shirt, of course. But now, in this light, there was no mistaking the way his torso looked in motion. It was defined and lean. The way he stood barefoot on the tile, pulled her attention without effort. It made her feel smaller in a way she hadn't before.
He gave her a brief glance and nodded once. "Bring a towel," he said, then added, "And there's a sarong on the dresser if you'd feel more comfortable with something covering you."
Jeanie turned back toward the dresser, and it in her hands, unsure what a sarong was until she saw it. It was lighter than she would've hoped, made of gauzy material with a sheer blue-and-white pattern. It covered her hips but didn't do much else. Still, it was something.
They walked together down a shaded path that wound past the spa and led toward the private beach. The sand was fine and pale, scattered with only a few other couples lounging in the sun or wading into the shallows. The resort was hushed at this hour. No loud music. No chatter. Just the hush of the waves and the rustle of palm fronds overhead.
Jeanie stayed close beside James as they approached two unoccupied loungers near the edge of the palms. As they passed another couple, she saw the unmistakable glance of a woman in a dark green swimsuit, then a subtle tilt of her head. Jeanie's shoulders drew in, and she gripped the ends of her wrap more tightly.
James didn't say anything. He laid his towel over the lounger and stretched out, hands folded behind his head, sunglasses shielding his eyes.
Jeanie tried to do the same.
She slipped out of the wrap and eased onto her lounger, adjusting the towel underneath her first. As she reclined, the bikini shifted with her. The top tugged slightly away from her chest, and she had to sit back up and reposition the tiny triangles, tugging the string to keep her nipples covered. The bottoms rode higher as she moved, pulling tight across her skin in a way that made her uncomfortably aware of just how exposed she was.
She lay back again more slowly, shifting side to side until the fabric seemed in place. Even then, she couldn't shake the feeling that she was on display. Her thighs felt bare. Her stomach stretched every time she breathed. Her skin was still too smooth, emphasizing the sensitivity.
Beside her, James lay watching the waves. He looked relaxed enough to sleep.
"You look comfortable," she said after a while, her voice softer than intended.
"I am," he replied, not moving. "You?"
"I'm trying to be."
He turned his head toward her slightly, not enough to lift his sunglasses. "Because of the lunger?"
"No," she said, then hesitated. "Because of the suit. And... all of this."
A small pause.
"You're not used to being looked at," he said. It wasn't a question.
She considered that. "Not like this."
James didn't speak for a moment, then said, "You can always wear the sarong if it helps."
Jeanie shook her head lightly. "No. It's fine."
Another silence stretched between them. The wind shifted. A palm frond clicked against another.
"You're beautiful, just so you know," he said out of nowhere.
She quickly turned her head toward him, eyes catching his mouth even though his eyes were still hidden behind the sunglasses.
"You don't have to say that."
"I didn't say it for your reassurance," he replied. "I said it because it's true."
Jeanie looked back up at the sky, blinking at the brightness, unsure of how to respond. Instead, she adjusted the top of her bikini again, fingers moving more carefully this time.
James shifted beside her, the lounger creaking faintly beneath his weight. "How does it feel?" he asked.
She turned her head slightly. "How does what feel?"
"All of it," he said. "Wearing that. Knowing people are looking."
Jeanie hesitated. Her fingers fidgeted with the thin strap near her collarbone, considering the question.
"I was always taught that exposing yourself was... shameful," she said meekly. "My daddy used to say a woman's dignity was in what she kept to herself. How she dressed. How she carried herself."
James didn't interrupt. She wasn't even sure if he was really looking at her now, but the silence between them felt attentive.
"I don't know how I feel," she added after a moment. "At the wedding... when everyone was staring at me, I thought it would just be because I was the bride. But after I saw how I looked in the dress getting ready... I caught a few of the men watching me. Even the pastor. Just... watching. And I didn't know what to do about that."
She looked down at her lap, at the thin band that stretched just above her hip.
"I don't know if it's you I like when that happens. Or if it's the attention. Maybe I don't know the difference."
James didn't laugh. He didn't tease. When he finally spoke, his voice was almost reassuring in his confidence.
"You'll figure it out."
Then he reached for his water and leaned back again, as if the conversation had been settled, even if she still didn't understand anything.
James didn't speak when his hand simply drifted over, fingers resting lightly in the soft hollow where her hip met the front of her thigh. The contact was subtle, but deliberate and higher than she expected. It was also more intimate than anything that belonged on a public beach in her mind. The edge of her bikini bottom pressed just beneath the tips of his fingers, and for a second, she wondered if anyone could see.
Her breath caught, but she didn't move.
It wasn't the kind of touch that she would've expected, and it stayed there longer than it needed to. His thumb brushed along her skin in a slow arc, as though teasing her body, or reacquainting himself with it.
Jeanie stayed still, her heart thudding louder in her chest with each passing second. Her lips parted slightly. All she could think about was the feel of his hand, the warmth of it, and how easily it reminded her of what had happened that morning. Of how close his face had been to her. How careful his fingers had been as they worked the razor. How she'd sat completely exposed, trembling in nerves, that was eventually joined by a feeling resembling excitement.
This felt like a continuation of that. Possession disguised as tenderness.
His fingers trailed just a fraction lower, then lifted, the absence of his touch leaving a buzz across her skin. James rose and looked out toward the surf.
"Come on," he said, with an easy tilt of his head toward the water. "It's warm."
She hesitated, glancing out at the pale blue waves as they moved in slow, shallow rolls across the sand. The ocean looked calmer than she'd imagined. She had never seen it in person before this trip, never stood on a beach like this or smelled the clean, briny air so thickly it felt like she could taste it.
The idea of an ocean had always felt distant. Almost unreal. But now it was just a few steps away.
Jeanie sat up and reached for her wrap out of an instinct to cover herself, but thought better, considering she'd be going in the water. When she stood, she adjusted the bikini top again, then the bottoms, pulling the fabric to cover places as best she could. Her thighs brushed together with the movement, and the faint dampness of the lotion still clinging to her skin made her sensitive of every shift of fabric, every inch of her that was on display.
They started walking side by side through the warm and powder-soft sand beneath their feet. The resort grounds remained quiet, but more guests had begun to filter out toward the beach now that the sun was rising higher. Most were couples lounging on shaded recliners or strolling along the shore with drinks in hand, skin shinning with oil or sunblock.
It didn't feel crowded, but the presence of others was growing. Some women also wore gauzy wraps, sheer enough to invite a second look. Others had abandoned any attempt at modesty; their bikinis made of barely-there strings and triangles that covered less than the one she wore. Jeanie couldn't tell whether that made her feel better that she was more covered than them, or worse for not having the confidence that they did.
The breeze skimmed over her bare skin, lifting the edges of her hair and cooling the spots where sweat had started to gather beneath the sun. Without the wrap, every inch of her felt more exposed. The bikini clung in all the wrong ways, riding up when she walked, the narrow bands biting into her hips with each step. She adjusted them once, subtly, pretending it was nothing.
James didn't seem to notice. Or maybe he did, but just didn't care. He looked like the relaxed and casual, kind of man who belonged in a place like this. He walked as though he'd done this a hundred times before. The heat didn't faze him, and he didn't care who looked at him, or her.
And there were women noticing him as well.
A woman in a white one-piece with gold accents gave him a slow once-over as she passed, her eyes lingering too long. Another, already stretched out on a lounge chair, leaned toward her companion with a half-smile, clearly remarking on something.
Jeanie caught the flicker of those looks and felt the first small pangs of jealousy work its way beneath her skin.
Not just because they were looking, but because part of her couldn't shake the feeling that James was the kind of man who expected it. That he likely didn't even notice anymore. Or worse, he welcomed it.
Then she saw one of the women glance at her. At the skimpy bikini, and how it showcased her body, and the man beside her, causing something to shift within her. Pride curled beneath her embarrassment. That increasingly familiar flutter starting to spread once again. She didn't understand it entirely, but it was real.
James had picked her. Chosen her. It didn't matter how many other women looked. He hadn't come here with them. He'd come here with her.
Up ahead, James stepped into the shallows without slowing. The surf broke gently over his ankles, then up to his calves, and he looked back at her, extending a hand. She took it, following him into the ocean.
The water was cooler than expected at first touch. James had moved ahead and was already waist-high, hands rubbing the salty water over his chest.
Jeanie waded in slowly. When she reached him, he guided her deeper until the water reached just below her bikini top. She tilted her face to the sky and let the ocean surround her.



It felt strange, almost as though she were weightless from the salt water. Her feet barely felt stable in the soft sand below. There was a gentle pull of the current as it tugged at her hips, sliding against the edge of her bikini bottoms. For a moment, she was mindful again of how easily one wrong move could expose her chest.
She looked around.
People had spread out across the shoreline. A group of younger women now sat along the tide line in bright neon suits. One of them glanced toward James as he moved behind Jeanie, standing close enough that his chest brushed her back.
The woman looked again, only longer and Jeanie turned back to face him, and he noticed her too. His eyes had flicked toward the group once, maybe twice. Casual, but Jeanie saw it, leaving her feel slightly unsettled.
It wasn't the first time she noticed his glance toward another woman. It was subtle to the point of almost being imperceptible in his adeptness at it. Almost a twitch of the eye in its movement. The blonde in the white bikini was still within view, laughing with her friends as the water lapped at her thighs.
Jeanie felt that same little twist again, low and tight. A flicker of jealousy she couldn't swallow. Her stomach coiled, her breath shortening from the rush of wanting to reclaim something.
She moved closer and pressed her side into his and turned slightly, draping one arm across his back like it was nothing. Her fingers toyed with the back of his neck.
Let her look, Jeanie thought.
The woman was beautiful. Tan and toned, her suit tighter than what seemed necessary, but Jeanie didn't shy away from the sight. She let her gaze linger, just long enough. The woman could look all she wanted. She could wonder.
James's hand shifted in the water. It was casual, appearing innocent to anyone watching. But under the surface, his hand slid behind her, palm curving over the bare swell of her backside. There was no fabric to disguise the contact. Just skin. Slippery in the water. His fingers pressed gently, moving over her with a deliberate slowness.
She gasped softly, not loud enough to draw attention had anyone been nearby, but the sound trembled at the base of her throat. Her hands clutched his shoulders for balance, every nerve alert. The coolness of the water only made his touch feel hotter by contrast.
He didn't say a word. Didn't even glance around. His touch lingered as if there was nothing unusual about where his hand came to rest. And maybe, for him, there wasn't.
She leaned into him, cheek brushing his chest, the blonde at the shore still somewhere in her peripheral vision. Let her look.
The waves lapped softly around them as they moved further, then closer to the shore, walking. The saltwater was warm and gently lifted her hair in dark ribbons across her back. Jeanie tilted her head toward the horizon, eyes squinting against the sun as she took it all in. The glint of light off the surface, the faint shimmer of fish darting past her ankles, the endless sky above.
She smiled. It was small at first, uncertain, but real.
"It's salty," she said, surprised by the tang on her lips.
James glanced at her. "It's the ocean."
"I know that," she said quickly, but she was still grinning. "It just... tastes like I didn't expect."
She dipped her hands beneath the water, scooping a handful and letting it trickle through her fingers like she was testing it. Then, with a sudden flick, she playfully splashed a little toward James.
His brow lifted.
"Careful," he said mildly, brushing the droplets from his chest. "That could be considered a declaration of war."
Jeanie laughed. "I didn't mean to. My hand slipped."
His eyes narrowed, mock serious. "Is that so?"
She turned, already moving away from him, letting the tide pull at her legs as she walked deeper. The water reached her hips, then her stomach. It made her feel lighter, looser. Behind her, she heard James following at an unhurried pace.
When she glanced back, his expression had shifted, still amused, still indulgent, but there was something else beneath it. That focused attention again. Watching her as though measuring her.
She tried to ignore the heat it brought to her chest.
"You've never seen the ocean before?" he asked.
She shook her head. "Closest I ever got was swimming in a lake. And that was mostly mud."
His gaze moved over her and how she floated a little on the surface, the way her hair clung to her collarbones, how the sunlight caught her cheeks.
"You seem comfortable for your first time," he observed.
She shrugged. "I think I like it."
In the deeper water, she kicked her foot up high enough to send another light splash toward him.
This time, he didn't warn her.
He lunged.
Jeanie squealed and darted to the side, laughing as he caught her by the wrist and pulled her back into him. Her body collided with his, water splashing up between them. She tried to wriggle free, still giggling, but he didn't let her go.
Instead, his arms slid around her waist, pulling her tight to his chest, causing her to freeze, and her breath had caught again, except this time it was for a different reason.
The laughter softened on her lips. Her hands came to rest lightly on his chest.
James tilted his head, eyes glinting just slightly. "Do you surrender?"
Her voice was quiet. "I think so."
He leaned in, just enough for her to feel his lips near her ear.
"Good girl."
She didn't know why those words made her pulse skip every time, but they did.
However, it wasn't just the tone this time, though that was part of it, as if he already knew she'd yield. It was what followed. A twitch against her hip, the first sign of him hardening. It startled her at first, as she felt it under the water, firm and growing where their bodies pressed.
Her breath was suddenly a little more uneven.
That simple reaction, his body responding just to her listening, to her doing what she was told, lit something inside her. It made her feel desired for listening. A different expectation or result than back home.
She slid her arms up and around his neck, drawing herself closer.
The water lapped gently at her shoulders, buoying her. His hands steadied her waist; fingers splayed against the swell of her hips. One dipped slightly, resting over the curve of her bare backside. He made no move to hide his arousal, and she made no effort to pull away from it.
The kiss came without warning.
Soft at first, barely more than a brush of lips. Then fuller. His mouth parted hers, and she gave in, willingly. She leaned in, clinging to the hard line of his body, aware of the way his hips pressed forward, subtly but unmistakably.
Her fingers threaded into the damp hair at the nape of his neck.
She felt the world blur. The sound of waves, the breeze against her skin, the sunlight catching in her hair, none of it mattered as much as this. As him. The feeling of him against her.
When they finally broke apart, her breathing was ragged. His wasn't much better.
She didn't step back. Just stayed where she was, letting her hands slide down his arms as she caught her breath.
"I've never-" she started, then stopped.
James's brow lifted slightly. "What?"
"I've never... kissed like that in public. Especially not in the ocean." A faint smile tugged at her lips, sheepish. "And not while feeling... that." Her eyes glanced down his body.
He didn't ask what she meant. Instead, his thumb stroked the outside of her thigh, below the waterline.
"Another of those firsts that still lay ahead of you."
And the way he said it, almost teasing, made her wonder once again, what he had in mind.
They began to wade back toward the shore. Jeanie moved more slowly now, her limbs reluctant to part from the warmth that had wrapped around them. But the sand grew firmer beneath her feet, the sounds of the resort returning in waves There were distant conversations and the rustle of the trees coming back to her ears.
As they continued, the water dropped to his thighs, then lower.
Jeanie's eyes looked down.
He was still partially hard. Not hidden, or tucked away. Just... there. The outline of him obvious beneath the soaked fabric of his shorts, displaying the unmistakable outline as it crested the waterline.
She looked away quickly, a blush quickly washing over her face, but curiosity tugged at her. She glanced around, scanning the beach.
A few people had noticed.
A couple by the water's edge. One of the resort staff collecting glasses near the umbrellas. Even the woman in the green swimsuit from earlier, whose gaze lingered a moment too long.
Jeanie's stomach twisted.
James didn't flinch. He didn't adjust himself or shield anything from view. He just walked toward the towel he'd left draped across the lounger, calm as ever, as the water trickled down his body.
If he noticed the attention, he gave no sign. No change in posture, no quiver of self-consciousness. He simply reached for the towel and ran it over his shoulders, his arms, the line of his chest, moving without urgency or care of who might be watching.
Jeanie watched him, stuck somewhere between awe and disbelief.
How could he be so unaffected? So sure of himself that even when exposed - especially when exposed - he carried on like the world didn't exist?
She wrapped her own towel around herself more tightly, the damp edges clinging to her skin, and tried to ignore the fact that her pulse hadn't returned to normal. Dabbing at her shoulders and arms, trying not to stare, at him, or at anyone else, she continued to dry herself. Her skin still tingled from the water and the memory of his hands beneath the surface.
By the time she joined him, James was already seated, towel spread across the lounger beneath him. His chest glistened faintly, drying in the sun. He leaned back on one arm and tilted his face toward her. He appeared to have softened again, but the wet shorts still stuck to him all the same, leaving the now flaccid outline still apparent.
"You always this quiet after a swim?" he asked.
She gave a small smile, settling onto her towel. "It's a lot to take in."
He nodded once, eyes shaded but attentive. "Your first time at the beach. Your first mimosa. Your first meal in the nude." His mouth curved faintly. "I'm throwing you into the proverbial, and literal ocean."
Her eyes drifted down for a moment, then back up, and she gave a breathy laugh. "You walked out of the ocean with..." She glanced sideways, the implication clear, even if the words trailed off.
James didn't look down. Didn't shift. "Side effect of you," he said dryly. "You'll get used to that too."
Jeanie pressed her lips together, suppressing another smile as the color made its way to her cheeks once more, blushing from his comment. A breeze lifted a strand of her hair as she tucked it behind her ear. Even the tips of those were red from more than just the sun.
James poured a glass of chilled water from the pitcher that had been left beside them by the staff and handed it to her. "This afternoon, I'll need to make a few calls. One meeting, maybe two. Nothing that'll take long."
She accepted the glass, still watching him. "Business? Even here?"
"Even early retirement comes with strings," he said unapologetically. "You're free to do as you like while I take the calls. Enjoy the beach, or keep me company."
Jeanie hesitated, then nodded. "I'll come with you."
"Good," he said, already turning his eyes back toward the water. "Maybe try on that yellow dress Carmen packed. It'll look good on you."
Her breath caught. "It's... tight."
He gave a faint nod, unbothered. "It'll suit your figure."
She looked away, heart ticking a little faster. "It's still strange."
He didn't press. Instead, he lifted his own glass and gestured toward her untouched glass. "Hydrate. You'll sweat more than you think out here."
She lifted the glass to her lips, the cool rim a contrast to the heat still warming her cheeks.
They walked back along the path, the sun now higher, casting sharper shadows through the palms. Jeanie's wrap fluttered in her hand, no longer choosing to wear it. She stayed close to James, half a step behind, her body comfortably sore from the swimming she'd done after relaxing some. And then there was the strange tension that lingered in her thighs.
The resort remained quiet, though there were more couples now, scattered along the walkways, and the lounge chairs that littered the communal grounds. She caught the occasional glance directed at James, at her, at them together. Some curious, others unreadable.
James never acknowledged any of it. He walked like a man who owned the place, with his towel over one shoulder.
They followed the winding path back toward their bungalow. James reached for the carved wooden gate and pushed it open, revealing the suite's private patio. It was stone-paved and bordered with tropical greenery. A pair of cushioned loungers sat beside a small plunge pool, and to the right, nestled beneath the shade of palm leaves and trellised vines, stood a rainfall shower framed by smooth stone and climbing orchids.
He didn't head to the teak double doors that led inside. Instead, he veered toward the shower, the towel around his shoulders falling easily into his hand. Without hesitation, he tossed it onto a nearby hook, untied his swim shorts, and stepped out of them.
He didn't look at her. Didn't acknowledge her existence at first, as he stepped in, completely nude, as if this were the obvious course of action.
Jeanie lingered in the shade, her breath catching as she watched the water spill from the brass fixture above him. It poured in a steady stream, cascading over his shoulders and down his back, catching the sunlight as it moved. Each line of him stood out under the curtain of water, the defined muscles of his shoulders, the long lines of his back, the way his spine curved.
Her eyes traced lower of their own accord. His glutes flexed subtly as he shifted under the stream, the contours smooth and taut beneath the shimmer of the water. There was something unapologetic in the way he stood, completely at ease in his skin, as though being seen so exposed was second nature.
When he reached up to run his hand through his hair, his torso twisted just slightly. The motion brought his hips into view, and with them, the soft weight of his member, flaccid yet still sizeable. As the water flowed down his front, he turned more, and the full sight of him came into view.
She had seen him nude multiple times now, but this felt different. The way the sunlight touched his skin, the easy way he moved beneath the water without a trace of self-consciousness, as he rinsed away the salt and sweat.
Jeanie watched him beneath the stream, water sliding over the angles of his chest and down his stomach. She took in the neatness of how he kept himself groomed. It made sense, she supposed, after what he'd done for her earlier. Still, the sight sparked a warmth that curled somewhere behind her ribs, deep and slow, spreading outward as everything else drifted away.
He shifted again, the muscles in his back tensing as he reached for the soap. Everything about him looked composed and somehow, that left more of an impression than anything else.
Her eyes lingered a moment longer before a laugh rang out from somewhere nearby, bringing her back to the moment. Footsteps clomped against the path. The rolling wheels of a food cart followed. They couldn't see, not unless someone scaled a wall, but still, the sense of exposure tingled at her skin.
James turned his head toward her then. "You should rinse too," he said. "The saltwater will dry out your skin."
She hesitated, then reached over to lay the wrap over the back of a nearby chair. Her fingers moved to the knot of her bikini top, slowing just for a moment as she considered what she was about to expose. Then it came loose. The bottoms followed. She folded both pieces carefully, setting them on the chair as though doing so made the act feel less audacious.
Naked. Nude. Bared to the world.
The terms rang sharp in her mind, and echoed in the pit of her stomach as she stepped forward into the warm stream of water beside him.
The first kiss of heat across her shoulders made her gasp. Her hair clung to her back in dark, wet ribbons. Water ran down over her breasts, her belly, between her thighs. Everywhere he had touched her earlier, everywhere still sensitive to the new sensations from the way he'd shaved her.
She turned slowly beneath the spray, letting it trace down her spine, and found him watching her again. His eyes moved over her with a hunger. Something simmering just behind them stillness. Appraisal, or arousal maybe.
Her heart skipped.
He stepped in a little closer, as his hand reached past her to the small shelf near the tile wall, taking a bar of soap. She watched as he lathered it in his palms, then met his eyes again.
"Turn," he directed.
She did. The water kept falling, warm and constant, as his hands began to move over her skin.
Reaching around her, his fingers moved to her neck first, spreading the soap there in slow, careful circles. The pads of his thumbs traced beneath her jaw, lathering her neck and throat, then glided down across her collarbones. Her breathing quickened as he continued, his touch moving to her shoulders and then the length of her arms.
Without being told, Jeanie lifted her arms overhead, in a show of trust and anticipation of what he'd want. He washed her this way, with his soapy hands gliding over her biceps, then to her elbows, and finally along her forearms. The water carried the suds in rivulets down her sides. When his fingers reached her fingers, working between each one, with a massage like pressure. When he seemed to be finished with them, she drew her arms down again, draping them around the back of his neck, as he stood behind her.
Her skin was smooth against his, the rise and fall of her back brushing lightly against his torso as he worked his way back to her chest, hands easing over the slope of her sides. She let her weight press more fully against him, her head tipping and leaning back into his shoulder, exposing her neck again, as he continued. She could feel the brush of his lips, but also became aware of the feel of his member against the top of the cleft of her butt.
He didn't pause. His palms slid inward again, sweeping up her ribs before settling over her breasts. The lather smoothed easily beneath his touch. He handled her without ceremony or hesitation, just deliberate pressure, guiding the soap in slow movements across her skin until her nipples tightened, aching and responsive to every small drag of his knuckles. She didn't shy from it. Her fingers simply interlocked behind him, anchoring more firmly around his neck, pulling his mouth to her own as she looked up towards him. The instinct to stay close overtaking the urge to shy away.
Leaving her breasts, he worked his hands up over her collar bones, wrapping around her neck once more. She was aware of the size of his hands compared to her, before they made their journey south.
Downward, his hands drifted across her belly. The touch was firmer here, sliding from ribs to belly button, then along her sides, following the curve of her waist. When he was finished above the waist, he stepped back, taking her with him so the water rushing down washed away the soap. Giving her a moment to rinse, he guided her hands forward, until she was bracing herself against the warm stone wall.
He began again at her shoulders, this time trailing the lather over her back. His hands moved with more assertiveness now, tracing the long muscles that flanked her spine. She felt him everywhere, the sweep of his hands along her ribs, the drag of his palms curving around her sides again, only this time lower.



A moment for him to grab the soap to lather his hands again.
When he reached the fullness of her buttocks, his motions slowed. His fingers spread the soap across each curve, massaging slightly, his thumbs pressing into the thick flesh, just above her thighs. Then lower.
A small breath caught in her throat.
He'd brushed deliberately between the cleft, spreading her, as the tips of his thumbs passed lightly over the delicate ring of muscle. Then again, slower the second time, like he was making sure every trace of salt and sun had been washed away. A third pass followed, unhurried, gliding deeper into the natural curve until her body leaned slightly into his hand, her back arching a little more without meaning to.
The sensation startled her, not just because of her body's response, but for how starkly aware she was of it. She was shaved there now leaving nothing to interrupt the feel of him, bringing a new level of sensitivity she'd never felt there. In addition, there was the idea that someone else was touching her in that place.
The soap made everything slippery, but the warmth of his hand remained clear, undeniable. He was thorough, a pressure against the tight ring each time he passed it, and she could tell it wasn't meant to shock her. It was just another part of her that needed to be tended to.
And yet, her breath caught in her throat. Because no one had ever touched her like that until now.
Her skin prickled in response. She tensed ever so slightly, but something inside her fluttered with stark awareness as her body twitched. It was as though she'd stepped past a new line and wasn't sure if she'd crossed it willingly or just failed to resist.
But he didn't linger. His touch moved on, down her thighs, then her calves. It felt like a mixture between a ritual, and worship. It would leave a memory that she would feel for hours.
When he had dropped to one knee, she gasped softly, knowing the proximity of his face, to her butt as she was bent slightly forward. Close enough she could feel his breath, however, she never relaxed the arch in her back.
He washed down her legs one at a time, calf to heel, then lifted each foot to cleanse the arch and sole. The moment was intimate in a way she hadn't expected. Almost humbling.
His hands rose again, sliding back up her calves, the insides of her thighs. Her legs parted slightly before she even realized it. The memory of their wedding night came rushing back with the water, the pulse between her legs beginning to stir in anticipation.
But James didn't indulge her. He instructed her to hand him the soap so he could lather again, before having her place it back on its shelf.
He reached forward, washing the front of her hips, the swell of her lower belly, his fingers brushing over her mound, slick with soap and water. He moved with care, his touch gentle but firm, spreading the lather without lingering.
A wave of warmth, not just from the spray, but from his hand, washed over her. Reaching from behind, his fingers found the delicate skin between her legs. A soft gasp, barely audible over the rush of water, escaped her lips as he cupped her vulva, stimulating her momentarily as he lathered the area.
Her breath hitched, held captive in her chest, and her knees locked, a sudden, involuntary tension spreading through her thighs. It was a breathless moment, suspended in the steamy air. She waited, heart hammering against her ribs, for him to press further, for the tender exploration to extend beyond her lips. To deeper inside. Or perhaps to her clitoris. But he didn't. Instead, his hand lingered for another heartbeat before smoothly gliding away, leaving her trembling in the warmth of the shower and tropical air, a delicious ache growing within her.
And then he stood again, the sound of the shower filling the space around her.
The water carried the suds away in winding trails, cascading down her thighs, over her calves, pooling briefly at her feet before slipping through the drain beneath them. Jeanie stayed still, letting the spray do its work, the warmth calming her even as her pulse thudded on.
Behind her, James reached to adjust the water, angling it slightly to rinse her back more fully. His hand grazed her side one last time, a faint trace of touch before leaving her entirely.
She turned slowly, blinking through the water. He was already lathering his hands again when she reached out and took the bar from the shelf without a word.
He raised an eyebrow, just faintly, but said nothing.
She began with his chest, careful at first, letting her palms spread the soap over the breadth of him. He didn't move as she worked downward, dragging her hands along the curve of his ribs, across the flat planes of his stomach, and back up again with firmer strokes.
James's lips curved faintly, before catching her bottom lip between her teeth.
"You sure you know what you're doing?" he asked, almost sounding amused.
Jeanie gave a quiet "Hmmm," her fingers skimming across the slope of his shoulders. "I think I'm learning."
He didn't correct her. Didn't guide her hands. He simply stood there, watching her as the water came down, running over their skin.
Her hands reached around him, washing his back. She started by reaching up towards his shoulders, followed by the back of his neck, then down the expanse over his shoulder blades. As she continued lower, her hands came back towards his sides.
She stayed close, keeping their bodies nearly flush. Her hands moved slowly down his ribs, over the taut skin of his stomach, and then around his sides. As she worked lower, she bent slightly, letting her palms glide across the lean muscle of his hips.
Then, without looking up, she reached behind him once more.
Her fingers spread carefully along the small of his back, the warm water running over them both. The curve of his spine. The strength in the planes of his back. She swept lower still, the lather tracing her path. She moved with the same care he'd shown her, with no hesitation or rush, as her hands found the curves of his buttocks and moved across them with a steady pressure just as he had.
She knelt almost without thinking, the water hitting the top of her head now, but she focused on her hands. Still reaching around him, sliding the soap over the backs of his thighs, her breath slowing as the proximity made her acutely aware of everything. His warmth, his stillness, the tension that entered his frame.
Her fingers slid back up, then between the cheeks of his buttocks mimicking his actions, tracing the muscled cleft with a single, cautious pass. Then another. She was focused, deliberate, trying to do it properly. But when her fingertips brushed lightly across the sensitive ring of muscle, she felt him tense. Not sharply, just a subtle shift. His breath pausing, and the tightening of his stance. When she glanced upward through the stream of water, she couldn't see his expression, just the blur of droplets coming toward her. She didn't linger, unsure of his response.
She moved on quickly, gliding her hands lower, down his thighs with a soft press of her palms, as though nothing had changed. She didn't linger there again. The water continued to fall, cloaking them in her own little world as she worked her way down to his calves. Her mind was swirling with questions she didn't dare ask.
As she reached for his shins, she saw it. The change.
His manhood, once relaxed, had begun to stir visibly. She blinked, watching it lengthen with a sort of awe, as though it were something alive and waking under the steady stream of water and her touch.
She'd heard of things, of course, like girls taking boys into their mouths, of arousal brought on by nothing more than being watched, or touched, or held. She wondered, briefly, if she should do something. If this was an invitation. If James expected it.
But her nerves won out from uncertainty more than anything. The uncertainty of what he expected or how he'd respond. The uncertainty of what she was supposed to do, or how to use her mouth. So she continued what she'd started, all while trying not to stare too long at what presented itself just inches away.
Even as the heat flush in her cheeks, as the question lingered in her mind, she kept her movements even, hoping that was enough.
Under the rush of warm water, Jeanie let her hands trail down the other leg. Her fingers circled his calves thoroughly, following the subtle flex in his muscles. He didn't move, just shifted his weight slightly to let her tend to each leg in turn. When she reached his ankles, her touch softened further, careful not to rush the moment.
She kept her eyes low, focused on the task. The stone under her knees was hard, grounding her, even as her mind buzzed with awareness of him.
She cupped one foot, then the other, gliding her thumbs over the arches and between his toes, careful in the way he had been with her. Nothing hurried, or taken for granted, before working her way back up the second leg.
Lathering her hands once more, she reached for him again, both hands now slick with suds. Her fingers curled around his shaft, feeling the pulse of blood just beneath the skin. He was fully hard now, and longer than she'd realized, longer than both hands could cover. This was the first time she'd seen it this close, and in the harsh light of day.
She shifted slightly, adjusting her grip to trace from the base up to the angry looking, darker colored head, letting her touch remain gentle, and reverent. There was nothing practiced in her movements, just curiosity and a desire to clean him, as he had her.
The water sheeted down his body, clinging to him in small rivulets. Her hands followed those paths, trailing behind with soft, deliberate attention.
Her gaze dipped lower, where the water cascaded from his testicles.
They were full and heavy in her palm, their size more than she would have imagined, though she realized she had no real comparison. Her fingers worked gently beneath them, cradling the length of him as she rinsed the soap away. She could feel the warmth that radiated from them, the slight tension as they drew up at her touch, but James held still. He didn't tense this time. He stood with the same composed stillness, letting her see, letting her feel.
She glanced up, instinctively wanting to check his expression, but the water continued to blur her view. So she lowered her eyes again and finished what she'd started, moving one last time along his length, rinsing away the final suds from his skin.
Continuing to watch his erection twitch, she lingered for a moment longer, hands still absently moving as though she were washing away the suds that no longer existed, the water cascading between them in steady sheets. Her own breath had found its rhythm, but her pulse hadn't. Everything about this felt heightened in the openness of the garden alcove. The hedges around them swayed faintly in the breeze, and somewhere beyond the wall continued the faint sound of chatter, and laughter of the other guests. The private resort, suddenly not feeling so private.
Then, without a word, James reached down.
His fingers curled gently beneath her arms, and she rose instinctively, letting him guide her to her feet. Her hands went to his shoulders for balance, assuming they were done as the water trailed down both of their bodies, his eyes looking down into hers.
She opened her mouth to speak, but she was suddenly caught by surprise before she could speak.
In the same fluid motion, he slid one hand lower, resting it along the curve just beneath her bottom, encouraging her upward. She didn't resist. Her legs bent, curling around his waist, her thighs clinging to the warmth of his sides. Her arms slipped from his shoulders, to wrap around his neck, fingers threading lightly into his hair.
She didn't know what she expected, another kiss maybe, something slow like before.
But James turned, stepping toward the smooth stone wall of the alcove. The cool surface met her back, and she gasped at the contrast. Her fingers gripped him tighter, holding on as the heat of his body pressed more fully against hers.
She could still hear the world just beyond the gate. It made her heartbeat stutter in her chest. They were alone. And yet they weren't.
She felt him hard and ready against her, the head of him brushing between her legs as he adjusted his stance. Her breath hitched again, unsure if it was nerves or excitement, but probably both.
James didn't move. He just held her there; the weight of her body balanced easily in his arms. She noted the stone hard at her back, the smooth feel of him pressed fully against her.
"This," he said with no attempt to lower his voice, "this is what you did to me," he finished as she felt his erection twitch against her.
The words landed deep, right beneath her ribs. Her lips parted, a soft whimper escaping before she could stop it. She didn't know what she meant to say - thank you? sorry? please? - but nothing came.
Her voice failed her. All she could hear was the sound of the shower, the hush of palm leaves overhead, the distant sound of other guests that sounded too close for comfort.
She swallowed, her throat tight and her cheeks burning.
James didn't seem to notice her panic. Or maybe he did, and simply didn't care. His hands shifted slightly at her thighs, lifting her a little higher, adjusting the angle. She felt him again, placed firmly at her entrance.
Her eyes shut and she leaned her head back against the hard stone in preparation of what was to come.
She was open. Exposed. Anyone walking past the wall, any staff delivering drinks, any curious guest wandering the edge of their bungalow's path could hear a sound, could follow a voice.
And yet, James stood between her and everything else as if nothing existed outside the moment.
Still inside her head, tense with indecision, she whispered, barely audible, "But... what if someone hears?"
He brushed his lips to her ear again. "Then be quiet."
And with that, he entered her.
"God, you feel incredible," James groaned as she sank down onto him, his voice thick with unbridled desire, the words coming from him with no thought for volume as his body pressed fully against hers.
The shower's spray was a gentle hiss, a soft curtain of sound that barely muffled anything. It was a problem because a soft cry escaped her lips, a tiny gasp she couldn't swallow back. Her heart hammered, not just from arousal, but from the sudden fear that someone might hear. That the thin stream of water wouldn't be enough to hide the sounds of their fucking. That wasn't a word Jeanie was used to using, especially to describe making love. But the raw urgency she felt from James, the intensity of him as he entered her, made it feel incredibly apt in this moment.
But James showed no concern. His mouth found the side of her neck, brushing the space beneath her ear. "Just let go, Jeanie," he murmured, utterly unconcerned with his volume.
She turned her face into his shoulder, trying to muffle the sounds rising in her throat. "James... someone..." she started, her voice barely a whisper, a desperate plea for discretion that felt weak against his confident presence. Her body tensed with every movement, every press of his hips. Even now, after everything, she still struggled to keep quiet, and he offered no reprieve. No hushed warnings. No reminders to be discreet.
Only the same unrelenting pace and presence. Calm and unfazed by the sounds beyond their wall, as he claimed more of her channel with each thrust, eliciting shudders she couldn't control.
"Let them," he challenged softly, knowing what her protest was going to be. His hips pressing deeper, eliciting another breathless gasp from her. "Let them hear how good you feel."
Each breathless movement stretched between them seemed to consume. Her body tightened around his, with every slow, deliberate thrust, the pace unhurried but deep, and forceful. She could feel his muscles flex beneath her palms as he lifted and lowered the full weight of her onto him with a steady force that stole the air from her lungs.
The friction built slowly, a rush that surged with each pass, tugging at something deep inside her. Her thighs ached where they gripped his waist, her calves trembling as she tried to draw him deeper. There was no relief, just the unrelenting stretch, the pulse of his body against hers, and the breath she couldn't quite catch under his unrelenting pace.
She whimpered a little more loudly than the last, unable to stop the sound.
James leaned in, his lips near her ear. "That little bikini," he murmured, the words curling warm against her skin. "You have no idea what you were doing to them."
Her brows knit faintly, breath hitching. "To who?"
"To everyone," he said simply. "But especially to me."
Her fingers tightened behind his neck, face flushed. "I didn't mean to... I just wore what you said."
"I know." His voice stayed low, even. "That's what made it perfect."
She felt the heat start to push forward again, not just between her thighs, but across her chest, her neck, all the way up to the tips of her ears. She didn't know how to respond. She wasn't sure if she was even supposed to.
The wall at her back pressed against her. The water streamed over their skin in warm, weaving trails, but it couldn't mask the soft, wet sounds of their bodies meeting. Nor the subtle gasp that slipped from her lips before she could catch it.
"I can't-" she whispered. "They'll hear."
James didn't pause. Didn't ease. His jaw was set, his hands firm beneath her, lifting her effortlessly, holding her like he never meant to let go. "What does it matter?"
His question came as a statement and her nails curled into his shoulders as the pressure inside her built. It was a tight and urgent sensation. It wasn't like the last time, when they made love. Her breath caught in shallow bursts as his body moved.
"James," she whispered, her voice barely a sound. It trembled as much as her thighs did, still wrapped tightly around his waist.
His grip adjusted and held her closer, pressing deeper.
His voice came out clear and unfettered. "You kneel down in front of me, wash every inch of me like that... see me in your hands. Did you really think I wouldn't want to take you after that?"
"I didn't mean to-" she started.
"You did," he said, his voice low and calm. "The way you touched me... the way you looked. You wanted this."
His rhythm changed again, this time slower, grinding when he fully entered her, and her breath hitched in his ear. She tried to stifle it, but yet another sound escaped. A desperate moan she couldn't stop. She tightened her grip, burying her face in his shoulder.
"I can't... they'll hear," she continued to try and plead.
"They already do."
She became aware of a gasp of laughter from the other side of the wall. It cut the air like a blade, causing Jeanie to tense.
"Oh my God," she whispered, half in panic, half in pleasure.
"Doesn't matter," James said, steady and unbothered. "Doesn't change a thing."
Her body clenched around him, her legs trembling as the buildup crested too fast to hold back. And she tried. Tried to be quiet. But the tension in her belly snapped, surging through her all at once.
Her orgasm came in a flood of sensation, wild behind her eyes. Her breath came out in shallow bursts, ragged and rising. Desperate to stay quiet, she leaned forward and caught his mouth with hers, kissing him hard.
James moved only a few more times before he groaned softly into her mouth, his body suddenly rigid. He didn't resist as he met the kiss fully, gripping her tighter as her body shuddered around him.
A moment later, he gave in, his breath breaking against hers, his body tensing with a low, guttural sound as he shot his essence inside her, their mouths still locked, the only place her moans were allowed to go.



She felt his restraint breaking. His breath, uneven against her skin.
And then, again, that faint laughter from beyond the hedge.
Jeanie clung to him, wide-eyed, heart pounding, still trying to process her bodies reactions to everything. But James stood solid beneath her, holding her against the wall.
"You looked beautiful like that," he said, leaning back to look into her face, while her eyes were still closed.
Her body was still humming and trembling, but her mind lagged behind, slow to catch up. She blinked, through her scattered thoughts, trying to bring the world back into focus. The words reached her ears, but for a moment, they didn't fully register.
The orgasm hadn't felt like before. It hadn't come in waves or left her gasping. It was something messier, pulled from her more by the moment than the movement. All she could figure was it was the thrill of the risk at his encouragement, the feeling of him inside her when anyone might hear. Seemingly did hear. The sense of being taken without warning.
When she finally managed to speak, her voice was soft. "I didn't know it would feel like that."
James brushed a wet strand of hair from her cheek. "You'll learn there's more than one kind of feeling when it comes to sex."
The words hit as a truth she was just discovering. The fact there's different types of sex didn't really occur to her before. It made sense, she'd heard stories, but she never considered it, or wondered how it could make you feel different. She had always been taught that simple truth of sex was a function, nothing more.
He let her down gently, her toes finding the stone again. Her knees nearly gave, but she steadied herself against him.
James stepped away and washed himself again, but with the same cool composure he carried earlier. The act they just finished seemed to have not affected him at all. She watched his hand clean his deflating erection from where she stood, arms crossed lightly over her chest. Her body was still reacting, still catching up. She could feel the dull ache between her thighs, the lingering throb. The feel of him beginning to trickle out of her. But her mind was clearer now, she wasn't as overwhelmed.
She was aware now, of the laughter and gasps they'd heard. Of the unmistakable timing of it. Someone had heard them. Someone just beyond the wall and the hedge. And whoever it was, she'd never know for sure. Any guest she passed for the rest of their stay could be the one who'd heard her moan into his mouth, who'd listened to the sounds of their bodies meeting under the water. The anonymity of it unsettled her, but it stirred a thrill she hadn't expected too.
Maybe that was why James didn't worry. Maybe there was a kind of power in not caring who saw or heard, so long as they never truly knew. But James... he didn't seem to care even if they did know. Even if he knew who it was., there was a calmness in him that went deeper than confidence, it was certainty. As if he never needed to explain himself. Like the rules that applied to other people didn't quite reach him.
She didn't understand it, but standing there in the steam, the sound of water still falling between them, she found herself wanting to as she took him in.
He stepped out of the water and dried off without a word, wrapped the towel around his waist, and finally met her eyes.
"I'll take care of those calls," he said, as if they'd just had that conversation moments ago.
And then he left, no backwards glance, no lingering touch. Just the clatter of the teak doors as they closed behind him.
Jeanie stood beneath the stream a while longer, letting it rinse the last traces of him from her skin. With soapy hands, her fingers moved slowly, retracing where his had touched, over her stomach, her thighs, her pubis, her vulva, the swell of her breasts. It felt as if every layer of her had been stirred.
Her thoughts scrambled to catch up. With James, they always did. Every instinct she'd grown up with, every belief she thought was solid, kept slipping sideways the longer she was near him. And when she tried to speak them, those cautious, obedient thoughts, they weren't refuted, just dismissed. Not debated, simply brushed aside, as though they were beneath warranting an explanation. But her skin still tingled. Her legs still felt unsteady. And that faint and playful laughter beyond the hedge lingered in her ears like an echo.
As she calmed, she became aware of a shame that tightened in her chest of her salacious behavior. Of what had happened. Of how someone had heard. And of the way he'd looked at her just before lifting her off the ground, like she was his to take whenever he pleased.
And the thought of his eyes on her and the desire she felt from them, washed away the shame in her chest, like the soap and water washed away his seed from her thighs.
She wasn't sore this time. It hadn't been the same as their wedding night. Not as deep due to the position. Her gripping thighs limiting his depth. Nor was it as intense, or for as long. But it left a different kind of reminder of what they'd done. A mental thrill that someone, just feet away, likely heard based on the noise beyond their little world.
Eventually, she stepped out the water having gone cool some time before, wrapping herself in one of the thick resort towels. The suite was quiet. She took her time toweling off in front of the vanity mirror. She studied her reflection with unfamiliar eyes. The girl staring back didn't look like the one who had arrived. More of her skin was sun-kissed, her cheeks still flushed, her lips slightly swollen. She dried her hair in sections, brushed it carefully, then reached for the small cosmetic bag Carmen had packed. She rarely wore much makeup at home. But now, she hesitated looking through what she had. Then added a little more than usual - warmer tones, a touch of shimmer on her cheeks and lids, a gloss on her lips that caught the light, bringing attention to them.
It still felt like her, just... more. She attempted to mimic the women she saw coming to the island, but still remained more muted. Afraid of overdoing it.
When she turned to the dress, she hesitated. She took it from the closet where she'd hung the rest of the dresses Carmen had packed her. It was sleek and yellow, bright enough to draw the attention of anyone in sight. Her hand skimmed the fabric, and that's when she saw the note pinned to the strap, a small tag in looping cursive:
No panty lines with this. Best worn without.
Staring at it, she slowly sat on the edge of the bed, the card resting against her thigh, the message turning over in her mind. Carmen had written it; her handwriting was neat and unmistakable. She'd said something similar the day before their wedding, breezily suggesting Jeanie go without, barely glancing up as she reached under the dress to remove them. The same tone carried through now. As though certain Jeanie wouldn't be wearing anything underneath. Carmen didn't miss details.
Jeanie glanced at the drawer that contained the small pile of folded underthings Carmen had packed. Nothing she'd brought herself. Each piece was elegant, made of soft materials, or lace. Delicate in a way that made her hesitate to touch them too roughly. They were classy, yet there were no questions that they meant to be worn with a purpose that did not include functionality. Nothing about them would have worked under a dress like this. Not without leaving lines.
She brushed her fingers along the hem of the dress and lifted it slightly. It wasn't long and the fit would cling to her hips. No lining, no hiding anything.
She stood slowly, the towel still wrapped around her, and turned toward the mirror.
She didn't hesitate or question it any further, there was no decision to make. James had told her to wear it, so she dropped the towel to the floor.
Stepping into the dress, she guided it up over her legs and hips. The fabric clung immediately, snug and smooth. She eased the narrow straps over her shoulders and adjusted the square neckline, which sat just low enough to show a substantial amount of cleavage.
It fit tight across her stomach and waist, the material pulling clean against her body with no lining to hide beneath. The hem landed well above mid-thigh, leaving most of her legs bare. In the back, the dress scooped low, exposing the length of her spine, not stopping until just short of the small of her back. She felt the air from the fan above move across her skin.
There was no room for underthings. Nothing would have worked underneath this. It wasn't made for modesty.
Jeanie took a small step toward the mirror, eyeing the way the dress moved with her. Every part of her was visible, every curve, every line, even the faint depression of her belly button. And this was what James wanted her to wear.
It wasn't just how short it was, or how tight, but also what it revealed. The fabric clung to her breasts without padding or structure, molding around their natural fullness and she could see the faintest outline of her nipples beneath the yellow knit when the light struck from the side. The neckline showcasing the top of her chest as the fit caused her cleavage to rise above the top, and the straps held everything just firmly enough without allowing for adjustment, or decency.
She turned slightly, checking the side view, then turned further still, until she was angled enough to see her back in the mirror.
The material fit snug across her hips, drawing in at her waist before flaring from the curve beneath. From behind, it was even more revealing. The hem barely extended more than a few inches below the soft curve of her bottom, riding higher with the slightest shift. It outlined everything, the swell of each cheek, the subtle cleft between, each movement and flex being put on display.
She swallowed and adjusted her stance, her inner thighs brushing lightly as she moved.
The heels Carmen had packed were nude-toned, gold-buckled at the ankle, with a low platform and a narrow stiletto. When she slipped them on, her legs transformed. Her calves lifted, tightening with posture, and the line of her thighs looked longer, smoother, like her whole frame had been subtly adjusted into something more elegant and poised.
She didn't feel like herself. Not the girl who sat quietly at church. Not the daughter who asked permission to go to town. Not even the bride she'd been just days ago.
If her father saw her in this, there'd be no gentle scolding. No terse looks. He would've reached for the belt, or lately his hand, without a word and the look alone would be enough to shame her. Because of what the dress showed. For daring to wear it at all. For inviting eyes. For forgetting her place. And once he realized there were nothing underneath it...
But she didn't take it off.
She stood there, heart ticking louder in her chest, watching the reflection in the mirror. She didn't know how many other women James had brought here before her, but she was certain, somehow, that this is exactly how he wanted to see her. And so, she decided it was her place to let him.
She slipped the shoes off with care while waiting for James. She turned to the upholstered chair near the corner of the suite and lowered herself into it slowly, careful not to tug or crease the fabric too sharply. The sensation surprised her with how much of her bare thighs met the cool fabric beneath her. The hem of the dress barely covered anything, leaving only a single layer of thin fabric between her and the chair.
She shifted slightly and felt the dress ride even higher. Curious now, she angled the chair toward the full-length mirror near the armoire. Lowering herself a second time, she watched closely how the fabric bunched just beneath her hips, the way it curved along the tops of her thighs, hugging the little bit it managed to cover. Her knees stayed together instinctively, but even then, the inner curves of her legs peeked through.
She'd have to remember to smooth the dress back into place when she stood again.
And yet, as she shifted her legs, glancing from the fabric to the mirror, her eyes began to study more than the dress. The fullness of her thighs. The smoothness of her skin. There was a tension there, a softness, yes, but also strength beneath the surface. Youth. Her skin was taut and warm-toned, her figure feminine in ways she'd never let herself admire before.
Maybe she didn't need to hide it. The dress didn't look embarrassed to be on her. It looked made for her. She sat a little straighter, adjusting her posture. Her hand tugged the hem once more, though it refused to stay where she might've liked.
She shifted her legs, crossed one over the other, then reversed them. The motion drawing the dress higher, and exposing the underside of her thigh all the way to where it met the chair. The upper thigh was showing nearly to the crease where it met her hip. The fabric clung stubbornly, unapologetically, showing the full length of one leg while the other balanced lightly on top, her calves lifted in the shoes.
She tilted her hips slightly, watching the way the movement redefined her form in the mirror. The flex of her thigh, the deepening of the valley between them, the skin of her legs smooth and bare against the chair's upholstery. The view was striking. Bordering on scandalous. The dress offered no protection where it mattered most. One wrong shift, one careless move, and anyone standing before her would see everything, proof that she wore nothing beneath.
That realization should've made her squirm. Instead, her mind drifted to James.
Would he be upset, seeing her like this? Sitting so openly, so exposed? But he was the one who told her to wear the dress. He knew what it looked like. Had he imagined this moment? Had he known exactly how it would cling and ride up?
Maybe he wanted this. The thought curled through her, making her feel a bit heady. Did it excite him? Or was this just another dress to him?
She shifted more, with deliberate intention. Letting the fabric slide a little higher, just to see. And still, she didn't move to cover herself.
She studied her reflection one last time, noting the way the dress hugged her, the way her thighs pressed against the seat, bare. The hem did nothing to protect her modesty, nor did she feel modest.
There was a flicker of guilt beneath the thrill, but it didn't take root. Instead, there was something more subtle. A simple acknowledgment that she liked how she looked. For the first time, she was allowed to look at herself unfiltered. James had given his permission, in not so many words.
She uncrossed her legs slowly, the fabric resisting before giving way with a slight tug. As her thighs parted, she caught a flash in the mirror, just a glimpse of herself, exposed. Her heart jumped.
It was that easy. One careless shift, one forgotten gesture in a moment of distraction allowing her thighs to drift to far apart, and everything would be visible.
Her heart beat a little quicker as she pressed her knees back together and stood. She gave the hem a subtle tug, not that it did much, and exhaled. That tiny flash stayed with her as she crossed the room and returned the chair to its place near the small writing desk.
She'd need to be aware. Cautious in her movements because the dress demanded it. And just as she was repositioning the chair, the door opened behind her. She jumped, startled as her senses came back to the moment, then turned.
James stood just inside the bungalow, his focus already on her. His hair still tousled from the breeze, his sleeves casually rolled, collar open. The warm hue of his skin, just a shade darker than earlier, gave his features a more masculine edge.
He didn't speak right away, just looked at her. There was no smile. No obvious approval. But something about the way he paused made her stomach tighten.
Then, simply, "You're ready?"
She nodded, running her palms down the sides of the dress, unsure what he saw when he looked at her like that. But she followed him anyway, out into the golden haze of the afternoon.
The path beyond the bungalow curved gently through a scattering of palms before opening to a narrow road just beyond the resort's edge. It wasn't far to the small town, just a short drive. The streets were narrow, lined with low stucco buildings and people milling around. Locals leaned in doorways, and the smell of cooking oil and lime drifted from a shaded booth near the square.
They walked through the local area and James asked nothing of her but her company. Sometimes he touched the small of her back, guiding her gently through a narrow passage or across an uneven stone path. Other times, he said nothing at all and let the silence sit between them.
As they wandered the shaded streets and open-air markets, she kept catching glimpses of herself reflected in shop windows, in streaked mirrors propped behind glass counters, in the darkened sheen of boutique doors. The woman beside him in those reflections didn't look like the girl who'd left home just days ago. This dress, these heels, the way the fabric accented her, even the way she moved was slightly more exaggerated. The kind of woman who turned heads. She felt the eyes following her, some admiring, some curious, a few plainly lewd.
He bought her a mango sorbet from a small cart tucked along a the side of a lane. Handing it to her without comment, his fingers brushed hers. The gesture was small, but it sent a pulse through her chest. He didn't linger. Just checked his watch once and moved on, leading her down a sun-warmed side street.
They talked, too. Easily at first. The kind of conversation meant to learn a little more about each other. He asked what she liked, and her answers came slow as she struggled to answer, having never given it much thought before. No one had ever asked with true interest.
She'd answered that she liked music, but mostly what played in church or on the old kitchen radio. Flowers, though she only knew the names her mother used. She tried to offer more, but the truths were simple. Her world had been narrow. Everything about it from her clothes, her days, her choices, they had been decided for her. She wasn't used to having favorites. And the more she thought about it, the more she realized that what she liked wasn't so much preference as much as it was familiarity. Her tastes were just what she knew from home and what had always been there.
James didn't mock her for it, or even seem surprised. He just listened politely.
And when she asked about him, he gave her more than she expected.
His father had built the company, and when he passed, James stepped in out of duty, not a desire to take over. "It was killing him," he said once. He kept the business afloat long enough to secure what mattered to him, then sold it in pieces. Just enough remained in his name to fund the life he wanted. No more.
"I make money," he told her. "But I don't need to make more. What I do now is more for me. The chase of an exceptional deal."
She couldn't picture that kind of life. But the way he said it, as a simple matter of fact, made her wonder what life with him would look like. What days might feel like if they weren't already decided. If there wasn't a set routine of chores, or work schedule. The freedom to choose your day. The concept was foreign from what she'd always known.
They kept walking as the sun dropped lower, the light filtering gold through the leaves above. Shops began to close. Their conversation slowed but never stopped. She found herself listening not just to what he said, but appreciating him allowing her the opportunity to speak between what he had to say. She was still learning how to be with him. Still learning how to be the version of herself that fit beside a man like James.



The restaurant was upscale in comparison to the town around it, with soft lighting and small tables spaced far enough for privacy. James gave his name at the host stand, and the young woman nodded, leading them to their table.
Looking forward to sitting and giving her feet a rest from the heels, Jeanie followed closely, mindful of her step. Her thighs pressed together with each stride, the hem of her dress already high enough that even a small misstep might make it worse. She walked slowly, trying not to let the fabric shift higher as they moved between tables, filled with people. She wasn't sure if anyone noticed, but she felt every inch of exposed skin.
They were seated near the edge of the terrace, with the ocean visible past a row of low plants. A candle sat in the center, already lit.
James took his seat without waiting. Jeanie lowered herself slowly, holding her dress as she sat. She tried to keep her knees together and her back straight, attempting to minimize the pull on the fabric from her posture. The chair was firm and without panties, the freshly shaved skin could feel the texture of the seat more than she expected.
She kept her hands in her lap and looked around. Other women wore fitted dresses, some with bare shoulders, most with high heels. Their makeup was more dramatic than hers. Their voices were calm and even and they didn't seem nervous.
The waiter set the menus down and stepped away with a polite nod, after informing them of the specials for the evening.
Jeanie opened hers carefully. The text was small, and the names were unfamiliar. She read slowly, trying to match the words to something she recognized. Some had descriptions, but even those were confusing with ingredients she'd never tasted, or preparations she didn't understand.
James watched her. "What do you usually like?"
She kept her eyes on the page. "I don't know. I mean... chicken, usually. Or something grilled."
"Do you eat fish?"
"Yes," she said, then glanced up. "A little," offering and almost embarrassed smile.
He reached for her menu and turned it slightly toward himself. "This one's good," he said, pointing. "It's sea bass. Light, not too salty. Comes with roasted vegetables and a lemon sauce."
She nodded. "That sounds nice."
"Then go with that."
The waiter returned a moment later. James handed over the menus and spoke without hesitation. "She'll have the sea bass. I'll take the filet."
The man gave a small bow and left again.
Jeanie folded her hands in her lap. She kept returning them there, unsure what else to do with them. The dress felt higher than when she first sat down, and each time she shifted, it crept a little more. Keeping her hands in place felt like the only way to cover herself.
She adjusted her posture again, trying to sit straighter. As she did, her elbow touched the edge of the table.
"Elbows down," James said, without looking.
A couple walked past. The woman wore a tight dress and her nails were red. Jeanie lowered her gaze. She wasn't sure if she felt underdressed or exposed. The top of her dress dipped lower than anything she'd worn before, save her wedding dress, showing a fair amount of cleavage. It wasn't falling out, but it was visible. And with how the fabric clung when she sat, she couldn't tell what others might notice, or what they already had.
James lifted his water glass. "Do you like it here?"
She nodded. "Yes. It's very nice."
He gave a small sound of agreement. "You've never been anywhere like this before, have you."
"No," she said. "Never."
The waiter returned with wine and James accepted it for both of them. He poured, then handed her a glass.
She copied James's gesture when he raised his own.
"Hold the stem," he said when she gripped it too high. "The heat from your hand will warm the wine. It's meant to stay cool."
She adjusted her fingers lower on the glass.
"That's better."
James watched her. "What have you imagined being married would be like?"
She hesitated. "I used to think it meant cooking, cleaning, taking care of the house. Just... being there for your husband."
She glanced down, then back up. "But now I don't know. You already have people who do a lot of that. I'm not sure where I fit yet."
His hand moved under the table and rested on her knee. The pressure was light, but steady. She didn't move.
"You'll learn," he said. "We'll figure that out together."
She gave a small nod, unsure what that meant but comforted by the way he said it. The hand stayed a few seconds more, then lifted.
Jeanie stared at her glass. The stem had felt smooth where he told her to hold it. She reached for it again, careful to grab it properly.
Across the terrace, a table of older guests laughed at something. A server passed by with a tray of desserts. Jeanie glanced at them, then looked away. Everything here felt polished and she wondered if people could tell she didn't belong.
James watched her for a moment. "You're quiet tonight."
She looked over. "I don't want to say or do the wrong thing."
"Wrong according to who?"
"I don't know. You, I guess." Her voice dropped slightly. "Or just... in general."
He set down his glass. "You don't have to guess with me, Jeanie."
She didn't respond.
"I don't expect you to know everything," he said. "You're learning. Things come in time."
A breeze moved through the open air. She adjusted her dress again, subtly. The napkin stayed in place over her lap, but it didn't make her feel less bare. She felt his eyes on her hand.
"Leave it," he said gently, not scolding.
Her hand froze on the edge of her skirt. Slowly, she drew it back to her lap and folded it with the other.
"Better," he said, his tone soft but direct. "You looked fine. You don't need to fidget."
When they finished eating, the waiter returned to clear their plates. He asked if they'd like dessert. James looked to her.
"Do you want anything?"
She glanced toward the tray still visible near the server station. A small chocolate cake, something with a sugared shell, another she didn't recognize.
"Maybe just something small," she said.
James nodded to the waiter. "We'll take the tarte."
The man left again.
Jeanie shifted in her seat. "What if I mess something up?"
"You will," he said with a slight smile.
She looked over at him, surprised.
"It's expected," he continued. "There's nothing wrong with getting something wrong. But when you do, I'll correct you, like with the wine glass. Calmly. You'll listen. You'll adjust. That's how this works. But this is dessert, what is there to mess up?" he asked, knowing dessert wasn't what she was referring to, but trying to lighten her anxiety.
Her expression softened a little.
James reached across the table. He didn't take her hand, just placed two fingers gently over hers to still them.
"You're not failing," he said. "You're starting."
He let the pause hang, then added, "Your father never really understood people. He thought obedience came from pressure. From making someone afraid to get things wrong."
She didn't speak, but he could see she was listening.
"That's not how you get the best from someone," he said. "That's how you get someone who stays small."
She nodded, but her lips pressed together like she wasn't sure how to respond.
He gave her hand a soft tap with his fingers before pulling his away. "You don't owe him anything now. You're with me. You'll figure out everything as you go."
The dessert arrived on a small white plate. It was thin layers of pastry with soft cream and a glazed top, neatly cut for sharing. The waiter placed it between them, nodded once, and left.
Jeanie picked up her fork and hesitated. She looked at James.
"Go ahead," he said.
She took a small bite. The pastry was crisp, the cream sweet and light. He watched her chew, then took a bite for himself.
Another couple was seated nearby, just one table over. Jeanie felt their presence more than she saw them. Heard their murmured voices, the scent of perfume. A man's laugh, easy and relaxed reflecting their comfort in this setting. When she did glance over, the woman was already looking at them.
Jeanie quickly looked away, shifting in her seat again, the dress tugging where it clung. She reached for her water, and kept her grip on the stem.
She lowered her voice slightly. "If Carmen were sitting here... would she look more comfortable than I do?"
James didn't react at first. He took another bite of dessert, chewing slowly.
"She's used to places like this," he said eventually. "She knows how to present herself, but she's had time."
Jeanie nodded, eyes down.
He continued. "But knowing how to perform doesn't mean she understands what the performance is for."
Jeanie glanced at him.
"There's a difference between being watched and being seen," he said. "You'll come to understand that."
Jeanie toyed with her fork.
"Did she used to come here with you?" she asked.
"Once or twice."
"Did she wear dresses like this?"
His gaze rested on her. "She wore what I asked her to."
Jeanie paused, her fork near the plate. He didn't say she liked them. Just that she wore them, she thought. The way he said it stayed with her. There was something in it she didn't fully understand yet, but it felt important.
"She's good at what she does," he said. "But Carmen always needs to push back first. Every time. It's not until she knows she's gone too far that she listens."
He leaned in slightly. "You're already learning. And you're easier to teach."
She looked at him again. The words weren't sharp, but they landed with weight. Teach. Push back. Easier. It seemed as though he chose them carefully. She mentally noted them in the back of her mind.
She lifted a small piece of the dessert with her fork, holding it up toward him, the tiniest smile on her lips. She looked pleased in a way that felt new to him.
"Do you want more?" she asked.
He held her gaze for a moment before returning her smile, leaning forward and accepting the bite from her fork.
"Thank you."
Her posture lifted without thought. Her back straighter, chin slightly higher. A reflex from something she'd interpreted in his tone. She was doing something right. Something better. He didn't see her comments as arguing with him, when he pushed her limits. She was adapting. Even when his expectations pushed her past what felt comfortable, she didn't pull away, she simply adjusted instead.
She lifted a small piece of the dessert with her fork, holding it up toward him. There was a smile on her face now, soft, almost shy, but it lingered. It came from somewhere almost nurturing. She liked the feeling of feeding him, of doing something small that felt like what she thought marriage would be. In her mind, this was what being a wife had meant. Taking care of him in little ways. Making him happy.
"Do you want more?" she asked.
He didn't hesitate this time, he simply leaned in with a, "Thank you."
She leaned in slightly, she saw his eyes flick downward just for a second. Her arms had pushed inward, and she felt the change before she saw it. The neckline of the dress pressed tighter against her chest. Her cleavage rose visibly with the motion, as the soft flesh gathered in the low curve of the fabric.
He didn't comment, but she saw it. So did someone else.
A waiter passed a few feet behind James. Young, maybe mid-twenties, with his gaze too quick to be casual. He looked at her chest, then looked away.
She froze. Her breath caught, and her body tensed. The way his eyes dropped for just a second, settling on the rise of her breasts as she leaned forward to feed James the bite. Something inside her responded before she could think about it. Her nipples tightened, a stark, physical awareness that pulsed through her dress without warning.
A wave of heat moved through her. She wasn't embarrassed exactly, but she was unnerved by the attention. First James's eyes, then the waiter's. She reached for her napkin, unsure what to do. Cover herself, press her arms over her chest. Do anything to make the feeling stop, the little inner voice yelled at her.
"Don't," James said simply, without raising his eyes.
She stopped.
His voice was calm, with a finality to it.
"Stay as you are."
Her hand hovered as it moved to adjust herself, then returned to her lap. She kept her position, even as her face burned, but she didn't move.
"You did nothing wrong," he said.
She swallowed. "He saw," she said as her eyes moved to watch the waiter now helping another table.
James picked up his glass. "That's not your concern."
She looked down, then made herself look up again.
"It's natural to want to hide," he said. "But hiding is something you've done your whole life. You don't need to do that anymore."
She sat still. Her chest rose and fell a little faster than before, but her shoulders stayed back.
James set his glass down. "You look beautiful."
The words were simple, but if their purpose was to calm her, they succeeded.
She looked at him across the table, hands still in her lap.
"Thank you," she said softly.
When the check came, he paid it without comment. The waiter returned once more to clear the last of the dishes. He gave Jeanie a glance she noticed this time, slower than the others, more direct, but she didn't shy away. She just turned her focus back to James.
James stood first. She followed, careful in her movements, her legs close together, hands smoothing her dress, but no rushing. As she straightened fully, she caught him watching her again. His gaze moved over her body once, with no attempts to hide it.
She adjusted the top of her dress slightly, but didn't pull at the hem. Her hands hovered at her sides, then lowered.
As they stepped off the terrace and into the path between tables, the restaurant was busier than when they'd arrived. She walked ahead of him, close enough to hear conversations from other tables, along with all of the other noises you'd find. But her awareness was focused around James walking behind her.
He stayed a step behind.
She moved slowly at first, weaving between the chairs in low lights, but she could feel him watching. Not just him, others too. A subtle shift in posture turned her steps smoother. Her hips rolled with a little more ease and less restraint than she'd previously been mindful of. Her movements were more natural in how her body wanted to step in the high heels. And each step loosened something.
By the time they reached the path that curved toward their bungalow, the breeze had picked up slightly, and she could feel the cool air over her shaved and nearly exposed sex. The click of her heels on the walkway with each step leading her to feel the dress riding higher across the backs of her thighs. She could guess what it looked like, as she remembered standing in front of the mirror when she'd first put it on. The fabric caught at the swell of her bottom, where the curve of her was just enough to keep it from creeping higher. She didn't reach to fix it. She let it sit where it was, empowered by his words throughout dinner.
They walked the path in silence, his footsteps steady behind her.
When they reached the path of the bungalow, she reached for the door but paused as his voice came low from behind.
"You walk beautifully when you stop worrying about it."
Her hand lingered on the doorknob internalizing what he said.
She didn't turn, but she let her weight shift. Her lower back arched slightly, hips tilted, the curve of her body offered without a word. Then she opened the door.
The lights were dim inside, and the air was cool. She stepped in first. James followed, and when the door clicked shut behind them, he reached for her waist, stopping her in her steps.
He kissed her neck, and his hands slid over her sides, palms steady as they moved over the fabric of her dress. She turned toward him and met his mouth. It was soft at first, then firmer as her hands rose to his chest. She felt him respond, felt his control hold even as his touch deepened.
His hand moved lower, fingers grazing beneath the hem that had ridden up her thighs. She gave a muted sound that was both part sigh, part anticipation, and she leaned in.
"I'm sorry, but I need to follow up on a call from earlier," he said, against her ear. "I'll be just a minute."
She nodded, and he left through the door at the far end of the suite.
As she stood alone in the sudden stillness, her breathing steadying, she walked toward the mirror. She turned sideways, adjusting a strap, studying the way the dress accentuated her. The swell of her hips. The line of her waist. The deep cut across her chest.
She turned further, angling her body until she could see herself from behind, to see what he had as she walked. She pushed her bottom out slightly, then tilted forward just enough to test the line of the hem. It barely held. One inch more and she'd be exposed.
Her hands brushed over the curve of her backside, feeling the tension in the fabric. She watched herself do it.
Then she turned again, facing the mirror squarely. She reached into the front of the dress, lifted her breasts slightly, pressing them closer together as Carmen had done to her in her wedding dress, to deepen the line of cleavage. The change was small, but visible.
She stepped back, taking in the full picture. She wasn't trying to look beautiful. She was trying to see what everyone else saw. Trying to understand what made it hard to look away.
In the mirror, she caught a glimpse of the dresser behind her. The drawers were closed, but she could see what was inside. That reminder stirred something: hesitation, then resolve.
Across the room, she opened the drawer where she'd put the things Carmen had packed. She hadn't looked closely when they arrived, just tucked everything away quickly, wanting them out of sight. At the time, she'd felt embarrassed, unsure why someone would think she'd wear anything like that.
Now, when she pulled open the drawer, she took her time.
Lace, and silk, and other soft materials, all lay in careful stacks, consisting of black, ivory, blush, deep wine. There were more pieces than she could wear on a single trip, and likely more than James expected. Some sets were completely sheer, offering no concealment at all. Others had openings at the crotch that would leave her completely accessible. More had elaborate strapwork that made her pause, unsure how they were meant to be worn, and where all of those straps went. She ran her hand over the textures, surprised at how soft some of them felt under her fingers.
She felt slightly overwhelmed as she looked through them. But, if anything, she also appreciated the variety, and the care Carmen had taken in giving her choices.
She undressed quickly, reaching for the straps and easing them off her shoulders. The dress clung stubbornly, tight across her breasts, waist, and hips. She had to shimmy it down, inch by inch, the fabric catching along the curves of her body before finally giving way. Once it slipped past her butt, followed by her thighs, she let it fall to the floor.
She picked it up and at first, she draped it over the corner of the bed. She placed so that the fabric spilled just enough to give the appearance it had been removed in a hurry.
Then she paused.
She looked toward the doorway that led back out to the front of the bungalow and then to the edge of a chair that sat just within view. She picked up the dress and walked over to let it hang over the back, the bright yellow, yet small amount of material for a dress, draped in a way that made its absence impossible to miss.
Turning back to the drawer she reached for a white set she'd noticed earlier. The lace was soft and finely stitched, with a low-cut bodice bereft of straps, designed to sit low and open across the chest. The matching panties sat high at the hip, with a sheer back and a small bow at the waistband. The set was delicate, and seductive without being overly loud. It wouldn't hide much, but she supposed that was the point.



She stepped into the panties first, sliding them up her legs and over her hips. The fit was snug, designed to showcase. She adjusted the top next, pulling it into place and fastening it behind her. The cups lifted and displayed her breasts, pushing them forward in a way she hadn't quite expected. She reached into the lace, adjusted again, and watched the change in the mirror. The effect was immediate.
It was a honeymoon piece. It had to be. She wondered if Carmen had packed it for that reason or simply packed it knowing James would want her to wear something like it.
Either way, she was wearing it now.
She stood in front of the mirror again, this time slower in her movements, taking in every angle.
The panties sat high on her hips, the sides no more than slim bands of lace. In the back, the cut stopped short of full coverage, closer to cheekies than briefs as the seam dug deep into her cleft, then leaving the lower curve of her backside exposed. The sheer fabric offered little concealment. From a distance, it gave the illusion of coverage, but up close, it revealed the softness of her skin beneath, the way it shifted as she moved, the faint lines and curves that made her unmistakably feminine.
In front, the panel was a mix of lace and translucent mesh. The lace curved across the top and traced a small floral pattern that faded just above the gusset. The rest was sheer, light enough that nothing beneath it remained hidden. The smooth skin James had revealed that morning was clearly visible now, pale under the fine material. The seam of her sex was defined beneath, not only from the ability to see through the fabric, but by the seam running its length and biting into her own. When she leaned in slightly, she could make out the first contours of herself there, the beginning of that delicate fold, hiding where her clitoris sat, just visible before the gusset dipped lower and concealed the rest.
She didn't flinch at the sight. She looked. Shifting her stance, she watched the way her skin moved against the lace. The material didn't dig or bunch, it wasn't even tight. It held her in place as though it was designed specifically for her. Every line of it designed to draw attention, to the more feminine parts her body, rather than cover it.
Her hands rested at her sides for a moment, then slid lightly over her thighs, up along her waist, and paused at the bodice. She adjusted her chest again, pushing the cups slightly inward with her palms. The cleavage was fuller now.
She stepped back, looking at the full image. This was something she never would've chosen before. But now, she could see why someone had.
She tilted her head, eyes still on her reflection.
"...Carmen's got good taste," she muttered. "There's no questioning that."
The words felt strange on her tongue, considering how quickly she'd stuffed everything away when they first arrived. But now, standing here, looking at herself further increased her admiration of the woman for knowing what would work. For knowing how it would make her feel, even if it was selected with James in mind.
She glanced once more at the mirror, then turned away and crossed to the bed.
She lay down carefully, positioning herself so she could face the doorway. Her body stretched out on her stomach, legs bent at the knees, ankles crossed loosely in the air. Her chin rested on her hands, propped up by her elbows in front of her. Her back curved naturally, the soft arch pulling her chest forward and lifting the round of her backside just enough for the sheer mesh to stretch across it in full view.
She kept her eyes on the entrance and when James stepped through the door, his movement slowed the moment he saw her. She watched his face, searching for any shift. Surprise, approval, anything.
Her voice came out smoothly. More so than she anticipated.
"I thought maybe I should try bein' the one who waits for you" Her lips parted, and the edge of a smile teased but didn't fully form.
She swallowed, her gaze still steady on his.
"Do I look like the kind of girl you'd want to come home to?" she asked, determined to start finding her voice for him.
His eyes moved over her, slowly taking her in. He started at her face, lingering at the line of her shoulders, the dip of her back, the soft roundness of her behind where the material was stretched taut. The muscles beneath her skin responded before she even realized it. Her ankles uncrossed, then crossed again. Her hips gave the smallest roll against the bedspread, as though they wanted to attract his attention. To show she knew he was looking and that she wanted him to.
His mouth moved slightly. He looked pleased. Then his eyes returned to hers.
"Yes," he answered. "That's exactly the kind of girl I want to come home to."
As he moved to step forward, she shifted, uncrossing her ankles, then crossing them again, a bit more exaggerated. The motion lifted her hips slightly, just enough to deepen the curve of her back even further. Her thighs pressed closer together, the movement showing the muscles in them flex, but her body held still and open beneath his gaze.
Then, without rushing, she lifted her chin from her hands and let her arms slide forward, pressing into the mattress as she shifted her weight. Her legs unbent slowly behind her, stretching out as she rose onto her knees. The lace pulled over her hips as she moved. Her eyes never left his.
She began to close the distance between them and when she reached the edge of the bed, she rose up onto her knees and extended one hand. Her fingers touched the front of his shirt, brushing the fabric near the buttons, tentatively at first. Then she pressed her palm flat over his chest.
Her eyes lifted to meet his. There was color in her cheeks from the nerves. Her voice came slowly and a little uneven.
"I'm still figuring out what you want," she said. "You're hard to read... but I'll keep trying anyway."
The comment hung in the air when he didn't respond or move.
"I just..." Her hand curled slightly into the fabric of his shirt. "I want to try."
James looked down at her fingers, then back to her face.
"You are," he said, acknowledging her efforts. "And we have plenty of time."
His hand moved to her chin, lifting it gently. His thumb brushed just beneath her lower lip, holding her gaze as she looked at him. Her breath stilled under his touch.
His gaze dipped again, appreciating the view of what she wore, now that he could see the front. How the sheer white lace left little to the imagination. The way it hugged her curves, the subtle shimmer of the fabric, the clean lines that revealed her smooth skin. It was all held in place by the delicate material.
"You made an excellent choice," he commented after fully taking in the sight of her.
She didn't speak. Instead, she reached for the first button of the lightweight, buttoned shirt, brushing her fingertips along the fabric before slipping it free. The second came more easily. Her focus didn't waver, even when her fingers trembled slightly. She continued down his chest, slow and steady, each undone button revealing more of him.
James just watched her face as she continued.
When she reached the last button, her fingers slowed. She let her hands part it gently, revealing the line of his chest, and the subtle definition of his abdomen beneath the soft linen.
Her eyes followed the movement of her hands, appreciating his physique. Then, finally, she looked up at him again.
As the shirt parted, her hands lingered at the edges. She slid them upward, slowly tracing along the firmness of his torso. Her palms skimmed over his ribs, then up along the contours of his chest. Her fingers brushed his shoulders, slipping beneath the fabric, and began to ease it down his arms.
"I've been thinking about this more than I should since we were at dinner," she said softly, coming out as though it were a confession.
His eyes stayed on her face, studying the way she watched her own hands as they moved.
Her thumbs passed over his biceps, the shirt falling past his elbows now, baring him inch by inch. "How you look at me... The way you look, when you do."
The fabric slipped down the rest of the way, falling behind him.
She met his gaze again, her breath catching. "I want you to see more. I want to be the one you look at like that."
His hand lifted, fingers brushing through her hair. "You already are."
Her hands moved back to his chest, fingers splaying gently as she touched his skin again. Her palms traced downward, until they reached the waistband of his pants.
She paused just long enough to look back up at him. "Even when I don't know what I'm doing, you never seem unsure."
Her fingers found his belt, tugging at the end with a touch of hesitation that faded the moment it loosened. The soft clink of the buckle rattled.
"I keep wondering if I'm doing this the right way. If it's what you want." She pulled the belt free, not letting go. "But I think... maybe you like when I try."
She undid the button, then the zipper, and her hands eased the fabric open. She looked at him again.
"You haven't stopped me," she said quietly. "So, I must be doing something right."
Her voice trembled slightly on the last word.
James didn't move. His chest rose slow and deep as he let her continue, never taking his eyes off of her.
She reached for the waistband, fingers dipping just inside. "Should I keep going?" She held there, waiting.
"Yes," he encouraged.
She obeyed.
Her hands tugged gently, first at the sides, then guiding the fabric down over his hips. As the shorts loosened and began to fall, she looked down, ready to see more of him, ready to continue.
But she hadn't expected to find him bare under the shorts.
There was nothing beneath. No fabric, no barrier. Just him, now exposed, hanging heavy and full, inches from her face once again. Her breath caught in surprise, mixed with awe.
Her eyes lingered for a second before she lowered them further, watching the pants slip down the last of his legs to his ankles.
James stepped out of them without a word.
She still hadn't looked up again.
"I wasn't the only one without underwear," she said softly, almost under her breath.
His fingers touched the side of her jaw, coaxing her gaze back upward. When her eyes met his again, he replied, "You weren't."
And the smallest flicker of a smile traced his mouth. For her it was as though they now had a shared secret.
Her cheeks flushed, but she didn't turn away. She remained there, kneeling on the bed before him, her hands resting lightly on his thighs. Her body still hummed with the awareness of just how far she'd come in initiating tonight, and just how much more there was to come.
She rose slowly, knees pressing into the bed before she stepped onto the floor, the top of her head brushing his chin as she eased him back so she could stand. Her body stayed close to his. Close enough to feel the heat of his body, but not touching him, as he turned to follow her movements.
She didn't move far, just enough to step around him. She looked over her shoulder once, not quite meeting his eyes, then let her gaze fall away. Her chest filled with a deep breath before she turned back to face him fully.
Her voice was softer now, with hint of insecurity.
"Would you... lay back?" she asked. It wasn't intended to be a question, but it lacked the force to be a command.
James held her eyes a moment, then nodded once. As he eased backward, the mattress shifted under his weight and his elbows met the bed, then his back until he rested against the pillows.
Jeanie stood for a second longer before letting her hands drift to the waistband of her panties. Her thumbs slipped just beneath the lace as she turned away from him with a deliberate intent. As though offering a full view of her back and narrow waist above the soft curve of her hips.
Her thumbs, sliding under them, as though she were about to push them down, but instead hooked into them, to pull them tighter. She arched her back more, as her hands slid lower across her backside, over the clinging mesh, as her fingers traced just under the bottom edge of the fabric now. Teasing her own skin.
She looked back over her shoulder. "Is this something you like?" she asked.
The silence felt longer than before, as she waited for his response. When he spoke, his voice was darker, edged with a tone she hadn't heard previously.
"It's a start, keep going."
Her breath caught at the sound of it, leaving no doubt he was enjoying the view. She let her hips move subtly, exaggerating the curve as her fingers slid lower still, teasing along the inside of her thighs where the laced edge ended. Every movement was slow, and deliberate, but still lacking full confidence. She was still testing how far to go, how far he'd let her, or even want her to.
Her eyes met his again. Seeing the look on his face, she turned fully to face him. The light caught the sheen of her skin, the faint line of her abdomen, the firm breasts framed in lace. She stepped closer.
"I want to know what you see when you look at me," her voice quieter now, betraying her nerves. "I want to understand."
"You like showing off, even if you won't admit it yet," he said. His eyes stayed on her. "The way you moved tonight when you knew I was watching... that's not by accident."
James let out a low half chuckle, and leaned further into the pillows, eyes steady on hers. There was heat in his gaze now, but layered beneath it was something akin to amusement or possibly admiration. Like he knew exactly what she was doing, and he liked watching her pretend.
She stood at the foot of the bed, one arm resting lightly across her stomach, the other drifting up to adjust the edge of her bodice. Her weight shifted, just a little, and her fingers dragging over her side, then lower, tracing the line of her hip. Her eyes stayed on his, but there was a faint crease in her brow, a small sign she wasn't entirely sure of herself.
His head tilted just enough to suggest a challenge. "You certainly look innocent," he added. "But the way you move tells a different story."
Jeanie's fingers were tracing the outside of her thighs now, then drifted upward to the soft dips of her hips, where the lace hugged close. Her chin dipped slightly, lashes low, but she didn't look away. The pink rising in her cheeks wasn't just from shyness anymore, though it played into the moment well enough.
She stepped closer to the bed, her movements small, as if timid. The subtle sway in her hips might've seemed accidental if she hadn't just held his eyes the way she was. When her knees touched the edge of the mattress, she paused, fingers brushing the flat of her stomach, as if unsure what to do next.
"I was just thinkin'..." Her hands rose, hesitated, then cupped her breasts through the lace, fingers pressing gently against the fabric. The padded cups lifted slightly under her touch, the hardness of her nipples evident, but slightly obscured by the lace hiding them. "...if I could look at you while I did this... maybe it wouldn't feel so wrong."
Her thumbs swept lightly over the lace where the fabric stretched tight across her peaks. The thin material slightly lifting over the peaks. Each nipple was subtly outlined beneath the cups, already straining for more. Her expression flickered between the innocence and the temptation she was presenting.
"I don't mean to be improper," she added quickly, lashes lowering as though ashamed of her own touch. "I just... well, you're still watchin'."
A flicker of a smile traced her lips. It was small, and had a hint of shyness about it still, but it lingered a breath too long to be unintentional. Her hands slipped back to her sides with slow grace, elbows slightly bent, shoulders pulled back just enough to emphasize the push of her chest.
The lace clung to her hips, the soft mesh leaving little to the imagination, but it was her stillness that held the tension. She stood there, feigning uncertainty, her voice, and even her entire posture whispering submission, while everything else about her dared him to come closer.
Jeanie eased to the side of the bed, each step gracefully seductive for someone so new to the role. Her fingers brushed along the mattress as she circled toward where his head rested. Closer to his face. She didn't stop until she was near the top of the bed, near his face.
James shifted, turning onto his side as he continued to watch. One arm bent beneath him, the other draped casually across his waist. His eyes followed her the entire way, and when she came level with his head, his mouth curved just slightly into another small smile. It felt as though he was waiting to see how far she'd take this little act of hers, enjoying it.
She swallowed, her fingers rising lightly to the lace just beneath her ribs.
"I don't really know what I'm doin'," she said, eyes wide with something that might've passed for sincerity. "I just... I thought if I stayed close, it might feel less silly."
Her words, the posture, all of it was a mixture of the truth of how she felt, but bent into something that might appeal to him as she fought her nerves.
Her gaze shifted for only a second. It was just enough to take in the thickness of him as he was starting to swell. Her breath sped up, but she didn't look away for long. When her eyes lifted again, the smile she gave was small and soft, as if she hadn't seen anything at all. Just a sweet expression, touched with curiosity and something she hoped might coax him further.
"I've never stood this close to a man before... not like this," she added, her voice trailing. "Least not while lookin' like I do."
Her hands drifted higher, tracing along her sides, palms sweeping over the soft curve of her breasts. The lace stretched over her chest, unable to hide the stiff peaks eagerly pressing beneath. She moved slowly, deliberately, pretending not to notice what the gesture exposed.
"I'm probably blushin', ain't I?" she asked softly, even though she wasn't. "My mama'd have a fit if she knew I was standin' like this."
His mouth twitched, but he said nothing. That made it worse in a way that made her heart pound harder. Watching his enjoyment, while he offered no assistance.
Her fingers moved again, thumbs brushing gently across her nipples, pushing the lace down just enough to hint at her areola.
"I'm just tryin' to be brave," she said, her tone dropping, "since you're watchin' me like that."
She tilted her head a touch, lightly batting her lashes. "It's helpin', I think," she added. "Knowin' you're lookin'. Makes me feel... prettier, maybe."
Then her eyes dropped again to where his length rested against his thigh, no longer subtle. A flush of heat raced through her.
"Oh..." she said softly, with a nervous little breath, her thighs shifting. "I didn't mean to get you all worked up. I was only tryin' to explain."
Under his gaze, Jeanie let her hand drift lower, her fingers trailing down her stomach, hesitating just above the band of lace that framed her hips. She shifted her weight, one knee bending slightly as she stood beside the bed, giving him a clearer view. The light played against her skin, highlighting the curve of her waist, the delicate fabric, the tension in her muscles.
Her voice was soft and unusually sweet. "I don't know how anyone wears things like this," she murmured, fingertips brushing along the lace. "It feels like there's nothin' to it. Like... like I'm already uncovered."
She followed her own fingers with her eyes, as they played along the edge of the material. "Do you think they make me look nice?" she asked, but showed no sign of expecting an answer.
She glanced at him again, only for a second. His expression hadn't changed much from the calm demeanor, but there was a gleam behind his eyes now. The amusement that already existed, yes, but something else too. A look that made her heart quicken.



Her fingers grazed the edge of the gusset, following the seam inward. The fabric was sheer, nearly translucent, and every inch of her was beginning to feel it. Her hands slowly slid back up over her pubis, to the low waistband, then back out to her hips again. The movement emphasizing the flat stomach that lie underneath it all.
"I always thought clothes were supposed to hide things," she went on, the tone caught somewhere between naive and seductive. "But these..." She traced one hip, then slid her fingers down the front, just shy of the cleft beneath. "They feel like they were made to show things."
A flicker of hesitation crossed her face, her thighs now pressing together lightly, the blush deepening at her chest, but she didn't stop. The air felt warmer now, heavy with desire from her teasing.
She drew in a breath, as she stood, almost able to feel the heat of his gaze on her. "I keep gettin' these little flutters," she murmured, fingers lightly tracing the lace at her low belly. "Feels like butterflies in my tummy, but... down here instead." Her fingers tracing downward as she said the word.
Her gaze dipped just long enough to catch the movement of his hand, where it now slowly stroked the growing length between his legs. Her breath caught. The sight ignited a flush beneath her skin, a heady mix of nerves and heat that only pushed her forward, seeing her effect on him.
Her hands drifted behind her, fingers skimming over the base of her spine before catching the edge of the lace. She tugged gently, pulling the fabric tighter, letting it bite into the soft folds beneath. Her hips tilted forward as she did, offering a more direct view, the motion pressing the panties deeper into the cleft between her legs. The shift made her thighs tense, her weight easing from one foot to the other out of her nerves from displaying herself so openly to him.
"I know this ain't how a girl's supposed to stand," she said softly, her drawl thicker now, the words like a secret. "Showin' herself like this on purpose."
Letting her hands slide behind her again, they found the edge of her bodice. She gave it a tentative tug, separating the top few tiny hooks from the loops holding it in place. It came loose, allowing it some slack across her breasts. Her hands moved forward, palms grazing her sides, then slipping to the front.
There, she hooked her thumbs over the top edge of the lace and began to ease it downward. The fabric clung for a breath before sliding lower, revealing the soft upper swell of her breasts, then more, until the lace cleared her nipples, already tight from the air and anticipation. She paused, the top still partway down her ribs, the moment stretched.
Her hands rose again, tentative at first, then cupping her breasts with a light squeeze. She lifted them up slightly, as if weighing them for his approval, thumbs brushing slowly over the tight peaks now flushed with color.
Her voice broke the renewed silence. She maintained her sweet and uncertain tone, though her touch betrayed her words.
"I always thought they were kinda small," she said, though her hands lingered in a way that suggested she knew better. The fullness in her palms was firm, high, more than enough for a man's hands. They spoke of a body that didn't match the modesty she'd been raised to assume. "I mean... not tiny, just... plain, maybe."
She gave them a gentle shake, just enough to make the soft flesh jiggle beneath her fingers. The motion sent a subtle ripple through her chest and breath. Her mouth parted slightly before she caught her bottom lip between her teeth, as if trying to hold back a smile she didn't want him to see.
The gesture was small, unconscious maybe, but it betrayed something deeper: a thrill that crept just under the surface, curling at the edges of her control. A pleasure extending beyond him watching, but in her own game she was making up as she went.
"I like everything I'm looking at," he said. His eyes didn't waver. "But those?" His voice dropped. "They're perfect. They look even better in your hands."
The approval landed squarely in her belly. Her nipples stiffened further under her touch, and her breath came shallower as her confidence grew from his words.
"Mm." Her thumbs rolled again, this time more firmly, tracing each peak in slow circles. "That's good. Mama always said modesty's a virtue, but... it feels nice to be admired too."
Jeanie's fingers drifted back to the loosened band now resting below her breasts, the lace barely clinging around her ribs. With a subtle shift, she turned away from him, the curve of her backside angling into view as she reached behind once more.
Her hands moved with careful purpose, finding the delicate hooks at the center of her back. A small tug freed the last bit of tension holding it there. The lace parted easily, no longer clinging, and she let it slip down her sides before falling lightly to the floor.
She didn't turn back around just yet. Instead, she drew her hair over one shoulder and let her arms rest loosely by her sides, spine tall, her bare back open to him, displaying the soft, smooth skin, as it tapered to the rise of her panties where the fabric hugged the roundness of her butt.
"It feels different taking my top off, knowin' someone's lookin'," she said softly, the slightest smile in her voice. "Kinda funny how good it feels... just standin' here like this."
A pause. Then, as if uncertain in herself, "Do I look pretty like this?"
She didn't give him a chance to respond as her hands slid down her body before speaking again.
"I always thought this part of me was too soft," she said, letting her thumbs hook under the thin lace sides. "Daddy used to say a girl ought to be modest about certain things."
She didn't pull the panties down, instead, she adjusted them, tugging slowly so that the already snug fabric nestled deeper between her cheeks. The cut left the lower curve of her bottom almost entirely bare, the mesh riding high, the center seam lost in the deep valley. She shifted her stance just enough to tilt her hips and lifted slightly onto the balls of her feet, elongating the shape she was offering.
"But now I wonder..." Her voice had softened again, thick with arousal and doubt and a deliberate kind of playfulness. "If I'm standin' like this, and you're still lookin'..."
She glanced back over her shoulder, batting her lashes.
"...maybe it ain't somethin' I oughta hide after all."
Jeanie shifted her weight, the slow press of her thighs drawing the fabric tighter for just a breath more. Then, closing her eyes and taking a breath to steady her nerves, she began to lean forward, bending from the hips with her back straight, as her fingers found the sides of her panties.
"I reckon you didn't seem to mind seein' me before," she murmured, brushing her thumbs under the lace. "Not this mornin, when you said I needed a shave."
Her voice caught slightly on the word, breath shallow as she remembered the sense of exposure, and a new, stronger flush spread down her chest.
"You didn't even ask, just told me to turn," she added, fingers beginning to tug the waistband downward, inch by inch over her full ass. "But I didn't stop you."
She paused as the fabric slid just below the curve of her bottom, the motion causing the gusset to press and stretch, clinging a second longer, wet and pinched between her lips, before pulling free. She gave a soft exhale of nerves as the air kissed her freshly bared skin.
"I guess maybe I liked lettin' you," she said, not quite meeting his eyes. "Even if I was blushin' the whole time."
The panties held in place on her legs a moment longer, then slipped further down her thighs, before catching at her knees. She stayed bent far enough for the fullness of her rear and the delicate folds beneath to be visible and presented without shame, even as her thighs trembled faintly with the effort of staying still.
"If I didn't push back then..." she said, glancing back, her voice a little more uncertain in her exposure, "maybe it's 'cause I already knew I didn't want to."
Jeanie stayed bent, hands resting lightly on her thighs, the panties still bunched at her knees. The air felt cooler against the growing wet warmth between her legs, but she still didn't straighten. Instead, she shifted her weight, just enough to part her legs no more than a few inches, but it was enough.
Enough for the fabric to stretch tighter between her knees. Enough to feel the heat of his stare between her thighs.
Her breath caught. The posture was unnatural and exposed. Her bra was gone, panties with hanging, and it made her feel almost helpless. But the longer she held it, the more she reminded herself of her own control. She started this. She could stand up. Cover herself. Say she'd gone too far.
But she didn't.
Her voice came hesitantly. "Feels strange... standin' like this." She paused, pretending to shift nervously but doing nothing to hide herself. "I keep thinkin' I should be ashamed."
She glanced toward the bed over her other shoulder, catching the slow movement of his hand. Still stroking. Still watching.
James's voice came in a smooth tone. "You were more exposed this morning."
Her stomach fluttered at the memory. His hands on her hips, her cheeks. The way he'd spread her open with no hesitation at all to strip her of any modesty she had. The way she hadn't objected, or put up any fight.
She hesitated as she remembered... then reached behind her. One hand found the soft curve of her backside, the other sliding lower until her fingertips brushed the cleft between her thighs, bare now, nothing left to cover her. She drew a shallow breath as her fingers moved further, parting herself just enough to reenact the way his hands had spread her open earlier.
Her knees bent slightly, recreating the posture he'd placed her in that morning. She felt vulnerable and exposed, but she held it of her own accord.
She swallowed, steadying herself. Her fingers slipped inward, gathering the dampness that had already begun to coat her folds. The sensation alone made her knees tighten, but she didn't stop. Slowly, she drew that wetness upward, sliding it through the cleft of her backside, tracing the same path his hands had taken when he shaved her that morning.
"I remember how you did it," she murmured, barely audible to herself over the pulse in her ears. "You started low... and spread it up like this..."
Her fingers slowly followed the path again, smearing her own arousal along the tender skin as if it were the cream he'd used. Each pass pressing her open for his view.
"You said I had to hold still." Her voice caught, but she kept going, glancing back at him under her lashes. "Said you wanted it all smooth. Every part." She was embellishing, but if felt appropriate considering.
She adjusted a little more, to tilt herself wider, knees still bent, parted slightly.
"I tried not to squirm," she added softly. "But it felt... awful improper with your hands there."
She held that posture, bare and glistening, fingers rested at the space between the two entrances. The silence seemed to drag between her narrations. She didn't move, didn't dare look over her shoulder again just yet.
Her breath came softly despite herself. But her heart... her heart was pounding.
Behind her, the James wasn't still. She heard the slow, unmistakable sound of slick movement. He hadn't said a word, but the sound of his hand stroking himself told her everything. He'd been watching her closely. Her actions, her words, everything having the desired effect.
A shiver rolled through her thighs. She shifted her weight once more, allowing the panties to silently fall to the floor before drawing one foot up, then the other, to step clear of the them. The final barrier now forgotten.
She turned toward the bed, eyes catching him through heavy lids. He was still on his side, one arm propping him up, the other... still moving, though with what appeared to be a slightly firmer grip. His gaze hadn't left her.
Letting him see her fully now, without lace or fabric to hide anything from view, she stood before him. Her breasts lifted slightly with each breath, the curve of her waist tapering to hips that flared gently before narrowing again at the tops of her thighs. Her nipples were drawn tight, whether from nerves or the air she couldn't say. She stood with one foot slightly in front of the other, arms at her sides, not covering anything. The lighting traced along the subtle lines of her ribs and stomach, down to the smooth, bare skin between her legs, open, visible, and unhidden.
She saw the shift in his jaw, the way his hand slowed. The way he kept watching, like there was no part of her he hadn't already seen, but she felt no less exposed regardless.
"You're enjoyin' this," she said softly, a breath shy of teasing. "Ain't you?"
There wasn't a question in her voice this time, although it may have been framed that way. There was a hesitant certainty that came from doing something she wasn't supposed to enjoy, yet couldn't stop herself from responding to anyway. A girl raised to hide. To be neither seen, nor heard, now testing what it meant to expose herself, and liking the way it made him look at her.
"One way or another, you were always going to end up like this," he said without restraint. "Whatever Bob thought he was keeping repressed was bound to come out eventually. Baggy dresses and cotton panties were only going to hold you back for so long."
She climbed onto the bed slowly, knees sinking into the mattress as she crawled forward. His gaze followed her, steady and hungry, but she moved with a new found prowess, emboldened by the she was feeling. She felt like her body was something worth coveting in that moment.
"Well," she said as she drew closer, "if all that cotton was just delayin' things... I guess it's good I stopped wearin' it." She only half meant her words. The deep-seated morals she'd been raised to believe her entire life, fought back from somewhere deep inside, but she continued to ignore them under his mounting desire for her.
Her lips curved faintly as she reached him. Her gaze flicked to the hand that had been working slowly along his length, now resting idle since she approached. She reached for him, fingers tracing along his forearm, then nudging his hand aside with a gentle insistence.
She replaced his touch on his erection with her own. Her fingers wrapped around him, the way she'd seen his own hand do it, but more tentative at first as though testing it. Feeling him swell even further beneath her grip.
"I've never touched anyone like this," she murmured, sincerely. "Didn't think I'd know how..."
Her thumb swept lightly over the head, slick with the evidence of how turned on he was. She swallowed, her eyes flicking downward as if the sight was almost too much.
"...didn't expect it to feel so warm," she continued with an almost curious tone. Her fingers curled slightly, exploring the firmness she now held. "It's funny how you just kept growin' once I touched you." Her words came with a little giggle, at the truth of her words.
She shifted, steadying herself, as she mustered the same confidence she'd found deep down when she pulled at the lace between her legs.
"You're... a whole lot harder up close," she added. Her breath caught on the word harder like she wasn't sure she should say it, but said it anyway. Her hand adjusted slightly, firming up her strokes, guided more by instinct than knowledge. "And I guess I'm learnin' what gets you like this," she added seeing a fresh bead emerge from the tip. Her hand rushed to catch it on the upward stroke.
Her smile returned once again, caught between nerves and fascination. "It feels different than I thought it would," she admitted. "Your... stuff," she said, unsure of what term he preferred and faltering for a moment in her insecurity. "It's silky in a way."
Her thumb swept lightly along the top, tracing the skin there with timid precision. "You make this easy," she added after more leaked out against the pad of her thumb, and quickly spread around the head. But the rest of the sentence never came, because the truth was plain in her hand. And the look in his eyes made it clear he wasn't about to stop her.
She felt him pulse in her grip, thick and needy beneath her hand, and something about the way his eyes stayed fixed where her hand moved over him, and no longer on her face, sent a rush of heat up her spine.
Without being told, she moved with careful intent as her free hand pressed lightly to his chest. She nudged him onto his back, the pressure of her hand was gentle, her confidence delicate and hinging on the way he responded to each small touch. He didn't resist, just let her guide him, settling back with his arms folded behind his head, his body given over to her in the moment.
She climbed over him slowly, one knee planting beside his hip, then the other following to the opposite side. She sat astride his thighs, her weight settling on him as she found her balance. Her hand never left him, moving with more confidence now as the wet sounds reinforced what she was doing, bringing the desired result.
He may have been laying back with his hands behind his head as though he was unfazed, but the feel of him in her hand told her what she needed to know.
"Daddy'd die if he saw me like this...," she whispered, almost like it wasn't meant to be heard.
Her eyes dipped down, watching the way his body responded to each stroke. "If he knew I was sittin' here touchin' someone like this... watchin' him get harder 'cause of me," she murmured, almost reverent
She paused for just a beat, thumb circling the tip again, spreading what had started to gather there once more. Moving it in a slow circle, she caught the light glaze. "You think that makes me wicked?" she asked softly. "Wantin' to be seen like this... knowin' what it's doin' to you?"
His eyes were still on her hand. His breath thickened.
"You look like you were made for it," he said. "The way you touch... how warm your fingers are. And the way you look, sitting there handling me like that."
The words made something stir in her, deep and hot. Her thighs tightened slightly around his as her fingers gave a subtle squeeze, coaxing another sticky pulse to the surface.
The slightest moan escaped her throat. Seeing the result of her efforts, she looked back to his face.
"I just want to make you feel good," she said. "The way you made me feel that first night. I still think about that." She paused. "What you said... how I didn't shy away."
She lifted herself slightly, hand adjusting as she moved forward. Her knees slid up his sides in small, careful movements until she was straddling his hips instead. He felt thick and wet beneath her palm, and now, pressed so close, the heat between her legs brought her attention to her own throbbing and need.
She didn't guide him in yet, just let the tip brush against her folds, his arousal mixing with hers. She shivered at the contact, instinct making her barely rock once. Just enough to coat him with her own fluids, replacing the growing stickiness as his precum began to dry under the stroking of her hand.
Her voice faltered, then steadied. "I don't really know what I'm doing," she admitted. "But I know I want to make it feel good for you. That's what a wife's supposed to do, right?"
Her words hung in the air, soft and unsure, even as her body told a different story. She was now grinding gently, sliding him against her, wet and eager, and slowly building toward more.
Her breath came out shallower at the feeling of her lips spreading around him as she rocked again She let the thick length of him part her without taking him inside. The sensation pulled a brief whimper from her throat, and she stilled for a moment, savoring it.



"I didn't think it would feel like this..." she whispered, more to herself than him. Her hips moved again, just a slight roll, coating him in the proof of how ready she was. "So much," she added, voice fluttering. "It's like I can feel every inch of you... and you're not even-"
She caught herself, flushed deeper, and leaned forward slightly, resting her hand on his chest. The other still held him, keeping him close, guiding him through the slickness she was moving across her entrance with each pass. Her thighs trembled softly as sensation tightened through her belly.
He let out a low sound as he continued to watch her work herself up.
She looked down at him, brows drawn, that same mix of nerves and want still playing behind her eyes. "Is this okay?" she asked, the question barely audible. "Rubbing like this before... before we..."
She didn't finish. Instead, she shifted her hips forward again, just enough to press the head of him against her entrance, hovering on the edge. Her hand now supporting more weight against his chest, fingers pressing into the smooth skin, searching for an anchor.
Her gaze caught his as the flicker of uncertainty shifted.
"I was always taught this wasn't really for me," she murmured, voice soft with mock reflection. "Mama said a woman's duty was to her husband. That it wasn't about feelin' good... just keepin' him satisfied and makin' life."
Her hips lowered an inch, the head of him now pressing to her entrance. She held still, eyes on his face, watching the twitch in his expression as the opening of her core body welcomed him. The tension in his jaw, the pause in his breath, it all fed the fire inside her, coiling tighter with every second. She wanted to see what it did to him, what she did to him.
Flutters rose in her belly as she eased lower, her body taking him slowly. A soft whimper left her lips as she stretched around him. Her hand pressed to his chest, grounding her, her fingers spread like she needed to feel the beat of his heart beneath her palm.
"But then," she breathed, "you go and look at me the way you do... say those things you say... and suddenly everything I was taught I doesn't make the same sense it did."
She sank the rest of the way, breath stalling as he filled her. Her thighs tightened, her walls gripped around him, drawing him deeper still. For just a moment, the act slipped, and her voice caught in a low breath as she murmured, almost to herself, "It's already... easier than before." The flush that followed was more than just from the stretch, but from the awareness of how much she wanted this. How much her body was already adapting to his size.
Regaining herself, she continued. "I reckon it's wrong... feelin' this much," she managed, rolling her hips, making him throb inside her.
A pause. Then, as her movements started to find a gentle pace, she leaned in closer, lips parted, her voice barely audible.
"But if the sin is how good it feels... I don't think I want forgiveness."
She sat up straight, spine lengthening as her hips began to work. Her thighs flexed with each rise and fall, drawing him deeper every time she lowered herself. There was no ignoring the deep pressure as her canal shifted to accommodate his length. The movement stirred a low groan from his chest.
Slipping one of her hands behind her, the fingers drifted lower until they found him beneath her. She cupped his balls, warm and full against her palm, and gave a gentle squeeze.
James's voice came out thick with pleasure. "You keep that up, you'll learn quick what a man likes."
She looked down at him beneath her, innocence spread across her face. "So I'm learnin' then?" she asked, her tone almost coy.
One hand slid to her waist, the other drifting across her thigh, setting her tempo, guiding without force.
"Maybe," he murmured. "But you don't need to know everything yet. You just keep doing what feels right and let me worry about the rest."
That answer stayed with her. Made something warm twist inside. She nodded faintly, but didn't speak. Instead, her eyes drifted over his chest, then back to his face, searching.
She could've asked more. Could've pressed. What did a man like him want? Was it always this? Was she already giving it? But she didn't.
Instead, she slipped back into the safety of her game, looking at him with doe eyes, her mouth parting as though she hadn't meant to say so much. She didn't rush the next motion. Her fingers moved to the front of her, brushing from the base of him to where their bodies met. The sensation startled her. It was sensitive and more intense than expected. He filled her completely, and her own touch brought it into focus, her hand feeling how he spread her.
Her fingertips traced the stretched lips, slippery with the messy, unmistakable dew of their arousal. The smoothness of her freshly shaven skin made every glide feel sharper, more vivid. She dragged her touch along his length, then over the soft mound of her own sex, breath trembling at the heightened sensitivity. Her lips were spread around him, molded to his manhood, and still her hand moved curiously.
She bit her lip and whispered, "I guess I'll just keep practicin'... till it all comes natural."
She continued to feel their union, slipping her fingers over her smooth surface once more. The muscles in his stomach twitched beneath her as she shifted, rolling her hips just enough to feel the subtle stir of his body inside hers. It made her pulse quicken ever so slightly.
He reached up, brushing her hair back from her cheek, his fingers were warm against her flushed skin. "You're learning faster than I'd expected," he said. "Feels like you were made for me."
Her heart stuttered at that, the rise of something both shy and possessive spreading in her chest. She looked down between them, watching where her fingers lingered, where they connected, as though needing to see it to believe how right it all felt.
"Doesn't hurt anymore," she murmured. "Not even a little."
She rocked her hips again, in a subtle grinding motion. Her slick folds spread around him with the motion, welcoming him greedily. The friction stirred something within her, his member touching parts her fingers had never reached with each slow grind. The nerves, the stifled guilt, the voice of her mother's warnings, all of it grew more distant beneath his eyes on her, and the rising hunger in her body.
"You've got me stretched so full," she whispered, breath catching. "Feels like there's no space left in me, and still, I keep wanting more."
Her thighs flexed as she lifted her hips, slowly rising just far enough to feel the pull of him inside her before sinking back down with a wet, deliberate press. The faint sound of her slick descent met the air, growing more insistent with each repetition.
She looked down at him, hair falling forward in loose waves as her body worked his, rising and falling in a rhythm that carried less and less hesitation. "Am I doin' it right?" she asked, her voice thick, teasing, but edged with something rawer. "'Cause I keep tryin', but it feels like you just keep swelling inside me."
Her hand slid up his chest again, fingers grazing his collarbone before pressing lightly to his throat, mimicking his own motions on her the other night. She could feel the heat from his body, the pulse of the veins in his neck. The arousal she was pulling from him with every motion.
"I feel you everywhere," she breathed. "All through me. Like I'm gonna break if you get any deeper... but I want you to try."
Then she leaned forward, lips brushing the lobe of his ear as her body now humped against him, her breath hot and full of need.
"Tell me what to do, James. Tell me how to please you."
His hands slid down her sides, settling on the full curve of her ass. There was no pressure at first, just the warmth of his palms resting there. Then, as her hips lifted and fell again, he shifted slightly, subtly encouraging her forward on the next descent. The change was small but deliberate, coaxing her into grinding as she seated herself, not just rising and falling but pressing against him, dragging her clit across the ridge of his body with each thrust.
She felt the difference right away. The added friction made her increasing the growing need again, her thighs twitch. The next motion came more naturally, more needy, rising just enough to feel the stretch, then sinking and sliding until the sensation hit sharper, deeper.
Each shift of his hands urged more from her, more pressure, more focus. Her breath turned shallow, lips parted. The wet sounds between her grew louder as her fluids spread. She couldn't help the small gasp that escaped as her body stuttered mid-motion, overwhelmed for just a second. Then she moved again, grinding now, fully steadily, trying to chase that feeling he'd helped her find.
"You started this, Jeanie," he said, the edge of a growl in it. "So figure it out."
The words caught her straight in her chest, striking a nerve somewhere between shame and thrill. Being called out like that bringing the faintest hint of embarrassment. Some small part of her still flinched at being reminded this she had initiated this. That she was the one who'd pushed, touched, climbed onto him like a woman her father would call names she was told not to say. The voice of her upbringing whispered that a good girl didn't behave this way. That wives didn't mount their husbands without permission, didn't chase their own pleasure, didn't say the things she'd said.
But that voice had no teeth now. Not with the way he looked at her. Not with the feel of his hands still urging her to move, to take what she wanted. His reactions undid everything she'd been taught, made each forbidden touch feel even more welcomed.
She rocked again, slower now, letting the wet friction of his pelvis drag against her clit as she spoke through a breath that trembled.
"I know I'm not s'posed to," she murmured, leaning back into her game around the strict upbringing he seemed to be enjoying taking her from. His words to her daddy echoing from somewhere deep, I'll take her. Even as her body contradicted every word, she moved like she'd been working toward this. Like every slow grind and filthy whisper was something she'd been born to do, just waiting for the right man to unlock it. "Mama said this isn't proper... that a woman oughta just lie still and let it pass. But it don't feel like somethin' to suffer through."
Her thighs tensed as she dropped her hips, the grind pulling a whimper from deep in her throat. She leaned forward slightly, both hands braced on his chest now, her hair falling over one shoulder and around the side of her face as she looked down at him.
"Feels like my body knows more than I do," she whispered, voice feathered with wonder. "Like it's been waitin' to do this... just needed you to tell me it's ok."
Her pace picked up as it became harder to fight against her own physical need. The wet slide of her womanhood pulling against him grew louder with her increasing pace. Her walls fluttered with each descent, her clit swollen and aching from the pressure. And still she spoke, low and sweet.
"Every time I drop down," she whispered, breath catching as her thighs trembled again, "it feels like I get fuller... like you're stretchin' me more than I can take."
A soft, wet slap followed as she dropped with more force, and she whimpered through it, eyes fluttering. "I can feel every bit of you," she breathed, lips brushing the word like it was a secret. "It's thick and hard and I keep squeezin' around it like I'm tryin' to keep you in even though I'm not meanin' to."
His hands slid up her sides, then down again, finding her hips once more. A grunt pushed from his chest as she rocked against him harder, greedier. Her clit dragged over the firmness of him again, and she shuddered. The friction was dizzying now, not something she was controlling anymore, but simply responding to on instinct or need.
"From what mama told me, I shouldn't love it," she murmured, her voice broken up by the effort of movement. "Not the way I do. It's not supposed to feel like this. Like I need it."
James groaned low, his fingers digging slightly into the softness of her backside as she pressed down again, the suction between their bodies was lewd and undeniable. Her pace stuttered feeling his hands dig into her, then found their rhythm again. Her breath was coming sharper now as he became more responsive. Almost in a possessive way based on his grip.
"I can't think straight," she whispered, her voice shaky with wonder. "You're shiftin' things in me, like my body's makin' room just to hold you."
Her hips moved once more, slower this time, as if to feel every inch of that stretch again. "Feels like you're too much... but I want it all anyway."
Another grunt, louder this time, rumbled hot in her ears. His chest rose beneath hers, and she felt it. Felt the movement drag across her nipples, stiff and sensitive where her skin pressed to his now, leaning forward. One of his hands slid up along her ribs, thumb grazing the underside of her breast before trailing down again to seize her hip, pulling her against him with more force. The sound he made was a physical reaction to her own body, vibrating through her as much as she heard it.
She gasped, her whole body tightening. "I can feel me still clenchin' around you," she panted, her voice barely audible. "Like I'm tryin' to pull you deeper, even though you're already all the way in."
Her thighs quivered as she moved faster, messier. Her body glistened now, flushed and damp, the slick sounds beneath her were faster and wet. Her mouth hung open, her voice faltering into breathy fragments as she chased that feeling, like the one that overtook her on their wedding night. But this time, it was hers to give. Hers to earn. And as her body tightened around him, she wondered if he felt it like she had. If every thrust, every clench, made him unravel the way she had beneath him after their wedding.
She felt his chest continue to rise beneath hers, the drag of her nipples across his skin sending more shivers through her. It was as much from the overly sensitive nerves there, as much as it was feeling him respond to her.
"God, Jeanie..." he breathed, voice rough with restraint. His hands gripped harder, one still at her hip, the other pressing on her sacrum, curling to follow her tailbone, slipping on her skin, moving closer towards that forbidden hole. The movement didn't feel intentional, but as though it were to hold her close as she rocked against him, body tight and trembling. "You feel so damn good."
She whimpered at the praise, eyes fluttering as the pace of her hips grew frantic, no longer possessing the same control. The tightness in her belly roes, along with that same swelling pressure from deeper down, building and building until it threatened to spill over.
She wasn't sure if she was crying or just breathless. Tears didn't fall, but her voice cracked as she chased that final motion, that last rise and fall that would push her over.
Her walls clenched around him, once, then again, fluttering, pulling, her thighs locking against his sides.
"James..." she whimpered, the word breaking in her throat as she came. Her body tensed, then shuddered hard, the pleasure so intense it almost hurt. She clung to him, hips jerking as she rode it out, overwhelmed and still desperate to please him through the waves of her own release.
His breath caught, rough and sudden, hips bucking up into her as the tight pull of her body finally broke him. With a guttural growl pressed hot against her ear, he surged deep, his release thick and hot as it spilled inside her. His arms locked around her waist, forearms braced against her thighs as they straddled him, driving her down as he pushed up, forcing himself as deep as he could go. She felt the twitch of restraint giving way beneath her, his body shuddering as control slipped and instinct took hold.
Jeanie gasped, the heat of him flooding her tipping her over the edge. She could feel the thick swell of him, the jerking pulses that accompanied every ribbon of his release against her cervix, filling and coating her insides with every throb. Her own orgasm crashed down like a wave drawn out by his. Her walls clutched and fluttered, coaxing more from him, her body jerking again and again as her abdomen clenched tight and her spine curled forward, as she pressed her face into his chest. Her lips parted around a soft cry she couldn't hold back, and she trembled as she collapsed onto his chest. Sweaty, flushed, undone.
"Oh- James-" she gasped, voice cracking, her hips jerking once, twice, before settling into a trembling grind that chased every echo of the pleasure that was still crawling up her spine. Her limbs felt loose and electric. Her body was still clenching faintly around him when her lips parted again, this time caused by something unplanned. Something unexpected.
"I love you," she whispered.
The words slipped out as naturally as her breath, born of the moment where arousal and reverence tangled together. They weren't calculated, not even conscious. She didn't realize she'd said them until the silence followed. She lay there, cheek pressed to his chest, heart pounding, listening to his heartbeat beneath her. Waiting.
But he didn't say it back.
He didn't flinch, didn't stiffen, didn't let her go. His arms stayed where they were, loose now with one hand stroking the line of her spine. And still, there was no reply. No echo of the words she'd just offered him.
She blinked slowly, her lashes sticking faintly with sweat. Her mind, thick in the fog of afterglow, latched onto the quietness instead. Was that wrong? To say that? Did she mean it? Her own voice echoed back at her, soft and vulnerable. I love you.
Maybe she did. Probably.
She'd never known anything like this. Never been allowed to feel so free, like she could move how she wanted, speak without shame, try, and stumble and it still be OK. It was more than him simply accepting her, he encouraged it, made her feel like the way her body responded was something good. Something welcome. That had to mean something. That had to be love... didn't it?
Still the silence lingered. The air that felt so charged moments ago, now felt vacant and empty as she heard no response.
James's thumb traced a lazy arc along the small of her back, his breath easing into steadier rhythm beneath her. He didn't offer comfort. Didn't give her words to hold onto. Yet, he also didn't retreat. And that, more than anything, revealed the difference between them. How he lived in a different place. Measured. Detached. Always in control of the moment.
And yet, she stayed. Curled against him, her thighs sticky with the proof of what they'd shared, and her heart wide open to whatever he would allow. Wanting to believe this meant more than just something sexual and submission.
But unsure, more than ever, if it ever would.
She lay still, listening to the softened sound of his breathing, trying to match it with her own. Her body was tender now, limbs loose and useless, her mind still full of everything she hadn't said aloud. Wondering about everything he hadn't said.
It was warm here, his skin, his breath, the weight of his arm across her back. She wanted to stay, to believe that maybe silence didn't mean distance. That maybe stillness could feel like care. But the longer it stretched, the more her doubts stirred beneath it.
She shifted slightly, her heart jumping as the wetness between her thighs reminded her what they'd done. She'd never felt so messy, so exposed, and the thought of getting up, of cleaning herself, cleaning them, felt like the one thing she could control now.



Her palm pressed lightly to his chest as she started to lift herself to try and slip away without disturbing him. But his arms tightened just enough to stop her.
"You did amazing," he said placing a kiss atop her scalp. "For your first time doing anything like that... you were perfect."
The kiss startled her. It landed gently atop her head, yet what caught her off guard was that it happened at all.
He hadn't kissed her during any of it. No soft press of lips before she straddled him, no lingering brush of mouths when she whimpered his name. She'd led with her body, unsure and trembling, and he had let her, steadying her, pushing her, but never pulling her close in the way she'd always imagined lovers did. In a way they had before, even earlier today.
But, then again, that was her initiating it once again.
She realized she hadn't kissed him either. Not once. Maybe she'd been afraid to, or maybe too focused on every other new thing she was feeling. Still, something in her ached for it now. Some unspoken part of her that wanted more than approval, wanted affection, the kind she wasn't sure he knew how to give.
But he held her now, his palm warm against the curve of her back, breath calm beneath her cheek. The moment lingered in that hushed, unspoken, presence he often had. She wanted to believe it meant something. That the way he'd touched her, praised her, pulled her in close, meant she mattered to him beyond the body she'd given.
He was still inside her, softening, but present, a sensation that made the ache bring a little flutter to her tummy once more. It wasn't like before though. Maybe it was a sense of satisfaction. It wasn't clear amongst everything else she was trying to make sense of tonight. She felt flushed again, unsure what to do with the need to clean herself, to ease the lingering throb and the mess that clung to her skin.
Only his thumb traced a slow line along the curve of her spine now, and her breath also matched his without her continuing to focus on it.
She didn't know what this was yet. But in that moment, wrapped in his arms, she stopped needing to define it. And somewhere between the ache and the stillness, Jeanie finally drifted off. A sense of being held, tangled, satisfyingly full, and even a little confused.
The light was soft when she woke, pale against the thin, white curtains that stirred faintly with the ceiling fan's movement. For a moment, she didn't move. The only sound in the room was of waves lightly lapping at the beach and the muffled calls of early birds near the trees.
Her body reminded her of last night first, as she felt the tightness in her hips and the faint soreness in her thighs. She closed her eyes for a moment, thinking back to the way she pushed past her nerves, offering more of herself than she ever would have imagined before. The memory left her warm, but unnerved. She had whispered that she loved him. He hadn't said it back. The memory lingered more than she wanted it to.
She shifted carefully, turning toward the other side of the bed. James was still asleep, one arm stretched out before him. Sometime during the night, they had moved apart, settling into the dreams that came after. She watched the rise and fall of his back for a few seconds before easing herself up.
She stepped lightly across the floor and opened the drawer where she placed what Carmen had packed for her. Every piece smaller than the last. She hesitated, then picked the pair of panties that seemed to offer the most coverage, though it still left little to the imagination. After slipping them on, she crossed to the armoire and opened the door quietly. His shirts were lined up neatly, each one crisp and buttoned. She ran her fingers over the sleeves until she found one that felt soft, something a little worn. Pulling it free, she slipped it on, the collar resting against her neck, the fabric falling to about mid-thigh. It was just enough to give her the sense of him close to her. It smelled like him. Not his body scent, but him in the sense of his detergent, what she knew from their dates. It felt clean, and it brought his calm with it. It helped.
She moved almost silently, careful not to let her bare feet make much sound against the floor. Her dress was draped near the entrance to the bedroom, where she placed it for him to see when he came in. She picked it up now, folding it carefully and placed it neatly on a small bench near the wall.
At the foot of the bed, she found his clothes. The shirt she had pushed loose from his shoulders was bunched beside his shorts, which she had pushed down and barely noticed when they hit the floor. Too distracted by the unexpected nudity she found under them. She gathered them with the same care, smoothing the fabric before setting it aside. She wouldn't normally take such care in her dirty clothes, but the delicate nature of everything now, seemed to deserve more caution.
Her lingerie was near his side of the bed, delicate and half-crumpled where it had fallen. She reached for it gently, trying not to disturb him, but as she leaned close, she felt the change in his breathing. It became quieter for a moment, then fuller. He was awake.
She stayed there a second longer, the soft bundle a mixture of lace, and the firm structure that held the strapless bodice in place, still in her hands. When she looked up, his eyes were open, watching her from his pillow.
He didn't say anything, but his eyes followed her as she moved. She couldn't tell if the kiss on her head had meant anything to him. There was no smile, no change in expression, just the way he watched her as she straightened.
She stepped back, folded the lingerie gently, and placed it atop the rest of the clothes she'd gathered. The room still smelled faintly of salt and foliage, the lingering scent of skin and sea air clinging to the sheets. She wanted to ask if he'd slept well, maybe even climb back into bed beside him for a little while longer, but she didn't feel like the moment invited that.
Instead, she busied herself. Tucked things into drawers, adjusted the curtains, straightened the corner of the blanket where it had slipped from the bed. It made her feel useful after a lifetime of chores.
Behind her, she heard the bedsheets shift as James sat up. She didn't turn right away. Only when he passed behind her, brushing a hand lightly across her lower back, did she glance at him.
As she leaned down to pick up the folded laundry from the bench, she felt his gaze again. A few seconds passed before he spoke.
"Your ass looks good sticking out of that," he said casually.
She blinked and straightened slowly, unsure whether she'd heard him right. She turned slightly to glance over her shoulder.
"Out of what?" she asked, genuinely uncertain.
He motioned toward her with a slight nod. "My shirt."
Her face flushed. She wasn't sure if it was embarrassment from the directness of his statement, or that strange ripple she got when he complimented her body without hesitation. She turned back around and pretended to adjust the contents in her hands.
When he finally left the room to move toward the bathroom, she glanced at the sheets. They were twisted, and the imprint of his body still remained. She waited until she heard the sound of water running before stepping in to straighten them again. She smoothed the corners and fluffed the pillows with practiced hands; barely aware she was doing it.
He returned just as she was folding the top edge.
"You don't need to do that," he said, towel slung around his hips. "That's what housekeeping is for."
She glanced back at him. "I don't want to be rude and make someone else clean up after us."
He opened a drawer and pulled out clean clothes. "It's not rude. They'll swap the linens once we're out for the day, regardless if you make the bed. Intentionally leaving a mess they wouldn't normally cleanup is rude."
She paused, her fingers pressing into the blanket. The implication registering slowly. Her gaze drifted over the bedding, and the heat reached her cheeks again.
"Oh," she said softly at the thought of what the sheets must look like after never stepping away to clean herself.
He looked over. "It happens."
She nodded, her hand pulling gently at a wrinkle near the foot of the bed before stepping back. She didn't meet his eyes. A part of her envied the way he was so unbothered by these things, unsure if she could adopt that attitude.
The days that followed settled into a routine. Each morning, she opened the drawer where Carmen had packed her things, choosing from what little remained. She started with the items that felt the least exposing, however, even those clung in places she wasn't used to. Thin straps to no straps. Open backs. Fabrics that turned sheer when the sun touched them.
By the fourth morning, after multiple clothing changes throughout the days depending on their activities, the only remaining options were worse.
She didn't say anything at first. Just stood there, towel wrapped around her, sorting through each piece with growing hesitation. A dress that rode too high on the thigh. A top that seemed intentionally designed to reveal the curve beneath her breasts. Shorts that didn't fully cover her when she bent forward.
She considered asking if they could shop for something else. Something more her. But James was already seated on the small patio, reading the paper the resort left at their door. His coffee was steaming. The moment didn't seem right.
By the fifth morning, she tried.
"Do you think we could maybe go into town?" she asked lightly, fingering the hem of a dress that barely reached her fingertips. "Just for a few tops, or dresses?"
He didn't look up. "You've got clothes."
She hesitated. "I just thought - maybe something more..."
"Most women here are walking around in bikinis," he said, still flipping through the pages. "Any dress is modest by comparison."
That was the end of it.
So she wore what was there. Each morning, her steps toward the armoire felt more resigned. She dressed in silence, adjusting straps in the mirror, smoothing hems that didn't stay put. At first, she walked stiffly, overly aware of every glance she drew. Her arms kept crossing over her chest. Her hand tugged at the back of her skirt whenever she stood.
James noticed. He always noticed.
"You pull at that hem one more time and someone's going to think you're hiding something," he said once, as they waited for drinks on a bar patio.
She flushed and dropped her hand. "It's just short."
He glanced over, letting his gaze trail from her hips to her knees. "It looks good."
She didn't know what to say. A soft thank-you left her lips before she could think better of it.
By the sixth day, she stopped fidgeting. She still wasn't comfortable, but adjusting only seemed to draw more attention than the clothes themselves. That morning, when she emerged in a pale top that exposed the slope of her shoulders and a skirt that moved too easily in the breeze, she caught James watching her from his seat.
They walked the property late that morning, pausing near a shaded terrace while a server poured water into their glasses. Just ahead, a couple passed them on the stone path. The man didn't notice her at all, too distracted by something in the opposite direction, but the woman did. She was older, poised, maybe about Carmen's age. She wore a wide-brimmed sunhat and a silk cover-up that offered peeks of her long legs stepping through it as she walked. Her posture was confident, her eyes seemed almost calculating. As they passed, she gave Jeanie a look. It appeared to run from her eyes, down to her feet, with open curiosity. Maybe even a hint of jealousy in them. As they passed, Jeanie saw her clutch the man's arm a little tighter. A hint of possessiveness in it.
It startled her. She couldn't imagine Carmen ever looking at her that way. Not with interest. Not with jealously, or even approval. But then, she reminded herself, she hadn't thought Carmen noticed her at all until recently.
"You like being looked at," James said, as if he were making an observation about the weather.
Jeanie froze, her hand still resting on the side of her glass. She glanced around quickly; there were at least two other tables within earshot. No one was staring, but that didn't mean they couldn't hear their conversation.
"I don't," she said under her breath.
He reached for his drink, unconcerned of anyone nearby. "Sure you do. You lit up when that woman looked at you."
"I didn't even notice her," she lied.
She looked down, heat blooming in her chest and crawling up her neck. She hadn't meant to draw attention. She didn't want to feel like she had caused it.
"I didn't do anything," she muttered.
James took a slow sip, watching the flush spread over her. When he set it down, there was nothing idle in his words.
"You should always be honest. I hope you will be with me, but at the very least, be honest with yourself," he said, bringing a mild sense of guilt to her. "You kept glancing back at her. Your posture changed the second you noticed her looking at you. Chin up, shoulders back. Same way you walk when I'm behind you. Sometimes others."
Jeanie's fingers tightened slightly around her napkin.
"She wasn't judging you," he went on. "She wanted to look like you. Young. Tight. Something she doesn't see in the mirror anymore. You liked that. You liked being the one she had to measure herself against."
"I didn't mean to-" she started, but the words felt weak even before they left her mouth.
He didn't wait for her to finish. "Same way you liked standing in front of the open doors the other night when you put on that show for me."
Her breath caught as she thought back to her first time initiating anything.
That night. The warm light behind her. The large teak doors standing open to let in the breeze. The way she bared herself to him. Her bare skin... her hands slowly opening herself for his inspection, not knowing what to do with her nervous smile. She'd been focused only on James, on pleasing him and making herself worthy of the attention he gave her. The thought that someone else might have heard anything had never even occurred to her, until now.
The chances of someone watching were slim. They would've had to have been in their private patio area, but the idea of the doors standing wide, inviting anyone to see or hear... What did that say about her that night?
She swallowed and looked away, a small movement, but it hit her deep in her chest. Because she couldn't argue with him. Somewhere beneath her embarrassment was something warmer. A hum she hadn't fully recognized in the moment.
And worse still, this wasn't the first time. The shower outside, when she'd heard herself moan. She barely attempted to be quiet by the end as she pressed her mouth to his.
The thought of even the remote chance of someone seeing her that night, or more likely hearing her, brought on a throb that was starting to become more and more common and familiar.
Could she deny James's accusations at this point? Did she really want to?
The answer hovered, although she didn't want to accept it. It pressed in from the edges, just like his gaze did now, steady, sure, already certain of her truth before she could form it into words. She looked down, not trusting herself to look at him and lie.
She glanced to the side, scanning the nearby tables. No one was openly watching, but it didn't make her feel any more certain that no one was listening. The air was calm at the moment, without enough wind to provide an audible cover from rustling leaves, or palm fronds. A waiter passed by with a tray of drinks. For all she knew, someone had heard everything.
Out of the corner of her eye, she saw him smile. Whether she was going to reply or not, lie or not, didn't matter. He knew the answer regardless.
She shifted in her seat, adjusting the hem of her skirt out of reflex before catching herself. She folded her hands in her lap instead, trying to focus on the glass in front of her, the water beading on its side, the way condensation slowly traced its way down the stem. Anything to distract from the conversation and her feelings in that moment.
Later that afternoon, she changed again. Another outfit from Carmen's shrinking stack. This one tighter through the chest, the neckline lower than she'd expected. The fabric stretched when she bent to fasten her sandals. She didn't ask James what he thought.
By the seventh morning, she didn't even pause before choosing what to wear. The last few options barely felt like choices at all, each one still more revealing in their own right than the last. Nothing had changed since she'd ask James to go shopping days ago. She picked the one that seemed slightly more appropriate for the daytime, though when she passed the mirror, she caught the soft outline of her nipples beneath the thin material.
She considered wearing something she'd worn before, but in the end she didn't.
James hadn't said anything the day before when a man by the bar kept looking at her chest. Just rested his hand on her lower back and kept talking as though nothing had transpired.
She undressed with the patio door open that night. She'd survived the other night while performing for him, making changing in her own room seem reasonable. She reached behind to unclasp what passed as her bra. Slid the straps from her shoulders. Watched the fabric fall from her hands.
She didn't check if James was looking. She no longer asked how she was supposed to act on this trip. She simply took her ques from how he responded instead.
When he corrected her in a way so different from here daddy, telling her to sit straighter, or to speak more clearly, it was always soft. His tone never changed, but she listened. Each quiet instruction stayed with her, framing how she moved, how she spoke, how she carried herself. Even when he wasn't saying anything, she caught herself wondering what he'd want her to do next. Somewhere along the way, she stopped thinking about how it looked. She just wanted him to notice.
The sun had started to slip behind the palms when she opened the drawer and saw the last dress she had.
She'd left it until now, hoping somehow it would feel less revealing by the end of the trip. Maybe miraculously grow more material. But as her fingers touched the fabric, that hope vanished. It was black and impossibly small, with thin gold chain straps, and drawstring ties that framed narrow cutouts crossing in a diagonal line from under the right breast, until it ended at the front of the left hip. Even on the hanger, it impossible to wear.
She held it up, staring at the way the material dipped and opened across the front. There was no bra or panties that would work with it, as both would show through the cutouts. Nothing to protect her to pair it with. It was the kind of thing that wore the body, not the other way around.
She stepped back and let the dress fall across the bed, her arms folded as she stared at it.
Carmen had packed it. Just like everything else.
And Carmen always had reasons.
Jeanie had never seen Carmen wear anything like it. Never seen anyone, really. At least not back home, but maybe that was the piece she was missing. Maybe in the city, or places like this, women dressed like this all the time. Maybe she just hadn't known, even though she still hadn't seen anyone wearing anything like it yet.
She looked at her reflection, still in a towel, hair half-dry from the shower. Her skin was warm, pink at the chest from the sun. She didn't feel ready.
But James had said they were going out. Somewhere in town, outside the resort. And this was what she had left.
Her hand moved without fully deciding. She reached for the dress, untied the drawstrings, and eased it over her head.



The fabric hugged instantly. Soft, stretchy, and black as ink. The gold chain straps lay against her collarbones, then rested cold and thin across her shoulders. The cutouts crossed her body, drawing the eye. She turned slowly, catching the glimpse of her side in the mirror. The hem barely covered her. The back being the only thing that left her feeling covered, from where it started just below her shoulder blades. There was no pretending about the dress's intentions - that whoever wore it, intended for others to look.
She adjusted the fit, drawing the strings gently through until the fabric cinched where it was meant to. The side panels shifted tighter, settling the dress into place. She tried to draw it tighter, minimizing the cutouts, but that only made the dress bunch, and look unsightly.
When she retied the knots, her hands moved carefully, as if pulling too hard might snap one of the delicate loops holding everything together. Her heart beat faster as she stood there, her chest pressing against the material, pulling at the cinch with every breath.
Maybe Carmen knew what she was doing after all.
The sound of the door opening drew her attention, and she turned just enough to see James step into the room, where he stopped mid-step.
His eyes were sweeping over her from top to bottom. The pause was brief, but she felt every weighted moment of it. His gaze lingered at her chest, her hips, her legs, like he was checking the dress, piece by piece.
She stayed still at first, uncertain. Then, with measured care, she turned one slow step at a time, letting him see the dress and the way it showcased her.
She could feel it all. The soft curve of her right breast barely held within the swoop of the cutout, its weight pressing just above the open line, like their youthful firmness was the only thing keeping it in place. While the yellow dress the other night had ridden up as she moved until only the firmness of her backside held it in place, this one started there on the outside of her left cheek and angling down only the slightest bit before reaching the center of her thighs. The hem clung high, offering no illusion of modesty.
The bare skin along the inner line of her left hip was clearly visible through the cutout, exposed beneath the fabric. The skin there was smooth and evenly toned now. Where once a clear farmer's tan had marked her, the days on the beach had filled in the rest. Her coloring had shifted to a deeper, golden olive warmth, closer to what she'd once seen in magazines or in Carmen's skin when she had come around the house, in more feminine attire. It made the contrast with the black fabric less jarring.
The view of her soft skin was unbroken by anything other than the string of the dress as it weaved through the cutouts. Her back, from the shoulder blades up, was fully exposed.
She finished the turn and stood still again, unsure where to rest her hands, unsure if she was supposed to say anything. Unsure of what the look James had, meant.
James said nothing at first. His gaze lingered as he walked further into the room.
"You've never looked like this before," he said finally, voice even.
She wasn't sure if it was a compliment or a statement. Maybe both.
His eyes traced her once more, slower this time, taking in the way the dress framed her sides, how the straps held tension across her shoulders.
"Turn again."
She hesitated, then did. Slower than before. The delicate gold chain straps shifted lightly over her collarbones as she moved, the dress hugging and pulling with each step. When she faced him again, her cheeks felt warm.
He looked at her a moment longer, then nodded once.
"That dress was made for you," he said.
She didn't know what to say to that. The warmth in her cheeks deepened, and she felt the tug of the fabric again across her chest, the cool metal of the straps against her skin. The dress may have been made for her, but she sure didn't feel like she was ready to wear it.
She opened her mouth to speak, but nothing came out. So, she just nodded, letting his words wash over her as she reached for her heels.
The heels Carmen had packed to go with the dress, were a strappy black patent extending a few inches above her ankles. Sleek and sharply curved, the soles a glossy red that drew attention as she stepped into them. They felt tall, even for heels, but not unstable. It was just enough to tilt her posture, stretch her legs, lift her hips.
Each step made a soft click on the tile as she crossed toward the mirror. She didn't need to see herself again, but something in her wanted to just once more.
Behind her, James said nothing. She felt his eyes watching in the mirror, even as she looked at her own reflection.
The red soles flashed as she shifted her weight, and she couldn't tell if the sound in her ears was her own breath or the beat of her pulse. When she finally turned back to him, he gave a slow nod.
She didn't speak. Just stood there in the heels and dress, with nothing else shielding her. Wondering what kind of woman it made her look like. Wondering if maybe that was who she was becoming.
The drive into town passed quietly. Jeanie sat with her back straight, legs angled toward him in the seat behind the driver. James's left hand rested high on her right thigh, just below the edge of the dress. The fabric didn't come between them where only skin met his palm. Her own hand lay lightly over his, fingers resting but not holding, as his thumb moved in slow, steady strokes along the inside of her leg.
His hand was high. So high she wasn't sure if he meant it to move further, or if it just happened naturally. Every gentle turn of the car shifted her just slightly, her body nudging closer with each lean of the ride. The seatbelt did little to hold her in place. By the time they reached the main road, she could feel the edge of his hand grazing her pubis. The soft curve where he bumped her was freshly bare, smooth from the shower she'd taken just before getting ready, and the contact made her toes curl inside her heels.
Still, she didn't flinch. Didn't ask him to move. Just sat there, breathing slow, trying not to show how aware of it she was. How much of her he was already touching.
At the restaurant, they didn't speak much. The hostess led them to a table outside, tucked near the railing, and Jeanie followed with tentative steps, her heels clicking gently on the tile.
When she sat, the chair met bare skin. The hem of her dress, scandalously short, just barely tucked beneath her full bottom, just enough to hold the wisp of fabric in place, but offering no barrier. She could feel the entirety herself against the seat. The firm slope of her backside, the undeniable softness of her smooth mound, everything pressing directly against the cool upholstery where the dress simply didn't reach. The delicate chain straps shifted coolly on her shoulders, a stark contrast to the rush of heat everywhere else, leaving her feeling utterly warm and exposed.
James's hand returned to her thigh just above the knee, slipping subtly beneath the tablecloth. Jeanie kept her hands tightly laced on the table, a white-knuckled attempt to calm herself, to focus on the blur of movement inside the restaurant. It was packed, a sea of faces that made her feel exquisitely exposed, even though no one seemed to be looking. A word she wouldn't have used to describe her feelings a week ago. Still, her thoughts were consumed by his hand. By the audacious warmth of it against her bare skin. By the casual possessiveness with which it lay there, as if it had every right as her husband to be exactly where it was.
She thought about how she must look now. Not just the dress or the heels or the way the fabric clung to her curves, but the way she sat. The girl from a week ago would've pulled her knees together, folded her hands in her lap, kept her eyes down if anyone so much as glanced her way. But now, with the side of her hip exposed and James's hand resting steady on her bare thigh, she didn't shrink. She didn't fold. Her legs stayed slightly parted, angled toward him, posture relaxed in a way that felt practiced, though she knew it wasn't. She thought that maybe, if she kept pretending, it would start to become true.
A man at the next table turned briefly, just a passing look. But it was long enough that she saw his eyes look down toward her seat. Where her dress left the expanse of her leg exposed, and the lower portion of her bottom. Where James's hand disappeared and stroked her thigh under the cloth. She didn't quite flinch, but she adjusted in her seat, a subtle shift that pressed her thighs more openly toward James. She knew what that did to the hem of the dress. She knew the skin it showed. And still, she didn't pull it down.
James didn't say anything. Didn't even glance at the man. But his thumb moved, slow and deliberate, stroking higher along the inside of her thigh, just enough to remind her who she belonged to.
The old voice stirred, the one she had grown up with. The one that told her what good girls wore, how they sat, what kind of touch they allowed. But here, with James's warm hand between her legs, reaching midthigh, that voice felt distant. As though it belonged to another life.
She looked across to the next table. The man was watching her now, his gaze fixed on her exposed leg, lingering just where the dress ended and bare skin continued. Her mouth curved slightly, the beginnings of a private smile. She didn't look away. There was a subtle challenge in her eyes, fed by the excitement of James and the stranger's obvious attention.
His eyes drifted as though in a trance, following the soft curve of her partially exposed bottom, down the top of her thigh to the shadow beneath the tablecloth, where James's hand was no longer fully hidden. Then, as if sensing her watching him watch her, he looked up. Their eyes met.
A flicker of something, surprise, or more likely embarrassment, passed across his face. He quickly looked away, a faint flush rising up his neck.
Jeanie remained still. The smile stayed at the edge of her lips. He had been caught, and for once, she held her ground.
The meal passed in waves of conversation. Jeanie answered when asked, listened more than she spoke. Beneath the surface, something in her had begun to become more comfortable. She no longer waited for cues. She sat with a calm she hadn't known she was capable of.
When the waiter returned to refill their glasses, her eyes lingered for a moment. She saw it and did nothing to discourage it. She didn't adjust the hem of her dress or fold inward. She stayed as she was, aware of her posture, aware of how it invited the way others looked at her. She noticed James watching her. He looked at her with interest, as though studying her with no judgement.
As the meal went on, his hand returned to her leg in intervals, each touch deliberate, each one reminding her she was his, regardless of his intent. He never reached as high as before, but each touch lingered. Her skin responded, warm and tense beneath his fingers. It was becoming easier to let him touch her in front of others. Easier to sit still and let it affect her.
When dessert came, she declined with a soft shake of her head. She wasn't hungry anymore. James signaled the waiter with a simple gesture. The bill arrived without a word. He glanced at it, and placed his card down. When everything was settled, he finally rose from his chair, and Jeanie stood as well. She gave a soft, subtle wiggle at the hem of her dress, adjusting it just enough to keep it from riding higher.
The movement caught the eye of the man from earlier. He looked again, this time quickly glancing away when she smiled at him with a wink. Once again, he knew he was caught as she finished by giving him a look she might give a child who'd been caught with a hand in the jar.
James placed a hand lightly on her lower back and guided her out through the dining area, navigating the close tables. They didn't go back to a car. Instead, James led her down a stretch of street, past shuttered shopfronts and glowing bars. He turned into a narrow side passage without saying a word, and she followed, her heels soft on the worn stone. A staircase waited at the end, tucked beside an old iron gate, leading upward between faded walls.
At the top, a small rooftop terrace, belonging to a closed shop, opened out above the town. Strings of lanterns cast a soft gold across the stone, and clusters of candles flickered at each table. A few couples stood near the open-air bar below, but no one occupied the far side overlooking the street.
James walked to the edge and rested his hands on the stone wall. Jeanie joined him, the view opening below. Dim-lit rooftops, laughter and music from bar they overlooked, distant shop lights threading between buildings. She leaned slightly forward, palms braced on the ledge. Her hips met the cool stone, the cutout allowing the bare skin to feel it directly in spots.
Laughter floated up in pockets, and the distant thrum of music rising from the bar beneath them. Her heels barely touched the ground, body arched by the height of the railing, posture loose and unworried of how exposed she was from behind, on their secluded patio, of some unknown shop.
James stepped from her side and moved in close behind. He still hadn't said a word.
His hand found her leg and eased slowly upward, until it slipped beneath the thin fabric, to the crease along the inside of her thigh, where his fingers found the warmth gathering at her center.
Then, his voice against her ear, he asked, "What were you thinking about?" His fingers grazed the edge of her sex, that was already growing damp, "When that man was watching you at dinner?"
Jeanie didn't answer.
Her breath caught as his fingers explored the edge of her sex, with a light and maddening touch. Her eyes closed, lips parted around a slight mewling sound escaped her. The question barely registered through the sensation she was experiencing. His body at her back, the world below forgotten.
His voice came again, firmer this time, near her ear.
"What were you thinking about, Jeanie?"
She swallowed, eyes still closed. Her voice came soft, unsteady.
"I don't know... I-" Her hips shifted slightly, involuntarily. "I think I liked it. That he looked. That you saw him."
James's fingers moved to her entrance, gathering some of the moisture that was already beginning to gather, before moving through her lips.
"Go on. What did you like about me seeing it?"
She took a shaky breath. "It felt like... I was yours. Like I was showing off what belonged to you, even if I didn't mean to. And you didn't stop me."
James pressed his hand more firmly, rewarding her honesty.
"And what did you like about him seeing you?"
This time, she didn't hesitate. The firmness of his hand earned her answer, a flush rising to her cheeks even in the open air. She opened her eyes, but didn't turn her head.
"It made me feel... like I was letting it happen. Like I was allowing him to look, because you didn't stop him. Didn't stop me."
James's hand stilled for a moment, his fingers pressing lightly into the softness between her thighs.
"Did you want me to?" he asked.
She swallowed; her gaze still fixed on the glittering lights below. "I thought about it. About if you had. What it would mean if you did."
His breath warmed the side of her neck as he leaned in, lips brushing the shell of her ear.
"And when I didn't?"
She closed her eyes again. "Then it was like... you'd already decided that it was fine. That he could look, because I belonged to you, and it didn't matter what he saw."
James's hand resumed its slow movement, fingers pressing with a practiced skill. He slipped further forward, dipping between the soft folds until he found the swollen point. The small nub finding its way from its hood. A gentle circle, then firmer pressure, drawing a sharp breath from her lips.
She leaned slightly toward him, as if her body couldn't help but follow. Her thighs tensed, but she kept them parted, eyes shut, mouth barely open.
He brushed his lips close to her ear. "'Belonged to' is an interesting choice of words."
She nodded faintly, a sound catching in her throat. Her hips stayed still, trembling in place, as her fingers gripped at the stone ledge in front of her.
"It wasn't just fine," he murmured. "It pleased me. Letting him see what's mine. What he can't have."
She exhaled, unsteady. Her thighs now pressed closer together, increasing the friction, but she didn't resist him. Her body was warm and pliant, almost trembling.
"I never thought I would've liked that," she whispered.
"But you did?" he asked, already knowing the answer.
She nodded once, small and slow. "Because you did."
James's fingers never stopped moving as his face came along side hers now, steady beside her cheek.
"Open your eyes," he said. "Look down there."
Jeanie hesitated. Her lashes fluttered, but she obeyed, dropping her gaze to the lights and movement below. Music drifted faintly up from the bar. People clustered at tables. Laughter, glasses raised, strangers caught in conversations she'd never hear. No one looked up. No one seemed to see.
But the possibility was enough to send a flush rising to her cheeks. Her fingers gripped the edge of the stone again, knuckles pale, as she focused on what his fingers were doing.
"Tell me what you see," he said.
"People," she breathed. "Drinking. Talking. Like they're miles away."
"But they're not." His fingers moved with a practiced precision, circling, pressing, coaxing. "They're right there. Any one of them could look up at any time."
A shiver passed through her. She didn't pull away. Her gaze stayed fixed on the blurred motion below, breath growing more shallow with each slow movement of his hand.
"What does that feel like?" he asked.
Her mouth opened, but no words came. She swallowed hard, tried again. "Exposed."
"And?"
Her eyes flicked closed for just a moment as his thumb grazed her clit, then slipped back. She felt the slow press of his fingers parting her, easing into the silky warmth of her channel. Tension coiled tighter in her belly, her breath catching as her thighs reflexively tensed. She shifted, arching further to give him better access, her legs drawing in around his hand without resistance, unable to stop the instinctive clench, yet unwilling to deny him entry.
"Wanted," she whispered.
James's voice turned more forceful, while his lips brushed her skin again. The contrast of feeling compared to his voice confusing. "Say it louder."
She hesitated. The word sat in her throat until she forced it out.
"Wanted."
His fingers withdrew without warning, leaving her feeling suddenly vacant, empty. A second later, his hands gripped the hem of her dress and yanked it upward. The fabric caught at the swell of her ass, bunching stubbornly as he forcefully yanked it higher. She felt the tension in the thin material, the way it strained around her hips.
A wild thought flickered through her mind - what if he tore the tiny straps trying to get it up? What if she had to travel back to the resort, dress split, leaving her exposed? Yet she made no move to stop him. Her breath hitched, heart pounding, as the cool air touched her exposed skin and he kept going.
She couldn't stop watching the people below, now. The illusion of privacy thinning by the second. It thrilled her. It terrified her.
"I shouldn't like this," she whispered, her voice thin and breaking.
"But you do," firmer now, and she closed her eyes. Because it was true. Because everything he did made it harder to pretend otherwise.
Then came the soft, unmistakable sound of a zipper lowering. Her breath caught as the metal teeth slipped apart. She didn't try to look back. Her focus was targeted on a couple leaning in close at the bar below, the woman's hand brushing the man's arm as they laughed over shared drinks. She could feel the shift in his stance behind her, the way his body pressed closer, the brush of his slacks at the back of her thighs as he positioned himself. The night air caressed the newly exposed skin of her butt. It brought more awareness to the fresh air over her increasingly wet vagina.



She held still, hands still gripping the stone ledge, the dress bunched around her hips. Her heartbeat thudded in her ears. And then she felt him brushing against her. The firm yet spongy head testing the angle. She didn't dare stop him as she waited for his next movement.
"What are you looking at?" James asked, his voice steady, but thick with restraint, his body pressed close behind her.
Jeanie blinked, trying to focus. Her eyes returned to the couple at the bar below, early thirties, maybe. The woman tilted her head just so when she laughed, her hand brushing the man's forearm in a light flirty way. The man leaned in, not quite touching her, but clearly wanting to.
"That couple," Jeanie said softly. "They've been flirting for a while."
James's hand traced up her spine, slow and deliberate. "What makes you so sure?"
"I can tell," she murmured. "The way she keeps touching his arm. The way he looks at her mouth instead of her eyes."
He leaned closer, his breath grazing her neck again. "Does it remind you of anything?"
She hesitated, watching the couple below as the man finally brushed the woman's hair back behind her shoulder. She smiled wider.
"A little," Jeanie said. "Only... we're already past that part."
James chuckled under his breath, the sound sending a chill down her spine. "You think they'll go somewhere together?"
She could feel him slipping his head along the length of her slit as he coated himself. Preparing for the inevitably she knew would come any moment.
"I think she wants to."
A hand returned to her waist, pulling her back a little, letting her feel just how ready he was. "And if she does, do you think she'll let him have her like this?"
Jeanie's breath hitched again. "Maybe," she whispered. "If she trusts him enough."
"Do you trust me, Jeanie?"
She nodded slowly. "Yes."
"Good," he murmured. "Then show me."
And with that, he guided her hips, aligning them with slow, unforgiving precision.
She braced against the ledge, breath unsteady, and her body tight with anticipation. His hands steadied her hips. Then she pushed back against him, showing him her trust. The stretch igniting a sharp gasp in her throat as he filled her.
"Don't look away," he said, his voice was directly in her ear. His face alongside her where he'd know if she closed her eyes.
Jeanie's eyes remained on the bar below, but struggling to focus. The couple was still there, closer together now. The man had leaned in, whispering something that made the woman laugh again, her hand resting on his upper thigh. She moved easily, confidently, like she knew how to invite touch without asking for it. Jeanie watched her, oddly transfixed, admiring how natural it looked. How the woman seemed to know exactly when to lean in, when to smile, when to glance away and pull him closer all at once. The scene flickered at the edge of Jeanie's attention, almost surreal beneath the raw sensation overtaking her.
James rocked into her with steady pressure. "Tell me what you think she's feeling right now," he said. "The woman at the bar."
Jeanie blinked, gripping the ledge harder. "She's... excited," she managed. "Nervous, maybe."
"Why nervous?"
"Because she knows what's coming."
He thrust again, deeper. "And what's that?"
"She's going to say yes."
Jeanie's voice trembled as she said it, because she was no longer speaking only about the woman below.
James's fingers dug in slightly at her waist. "You think she's scared?"
"A little."
He leaned in, his chest brushing her back as he moved again. "Are you?"
Jeanie closed her eyes, a soft whimper escaping her lips as his hips met her ass again. She forced them open, heart pounding as the lights below blurred. "No."
His hand moved to her throat, applying just the lightest pressure, impossible to ignore it's presence. She remembered him doing something similarly before. Doing it to him.
"Good," he murmured. "You read people well, Jeanie. That's why I listen when you talk. You continue to surprise me for someone so young and sheltered, to be so intuitive."
She swallowed hard, lips parting as the weight of his words pressed into the rest of her.
Tell me what you feel," he said, his tone quieter now, though it held no less command.
She swallowed, the pressure between her legs unbearably delicious.
"Full," she whispered. "Stretched... owned."
His grip shifted, sliding down to splay across her chest, fingers catching the thin fabric where it clung to her.
"Owned... Are you mine?" he asked.
"Yes."
He rocked into her again, a little more force this time, deeper. "And if someone looks up and sees you like this?"
Her breath stuttered. "Then they'll know."
"Know what?"
She paused, body shaking from effort and restraint of the slow tempo he was setting. "That I belong to you."
James made a sound low in his throat, satisfaction and arousal wound into a single exhale. He didn't release her, didn't speed up. Her hips moved with his now, barely conscious of the motion. Only that she needed it, needed him, more than the fear of being seen.
The couple at the bar disappeared behind a column, and for a moment it was just her, the ledge, and James inside her.
"What does that mean," he asked, his voice steady, "to belong to me?"
Jeanie's breath caught. Her thighs trembled from effort; from the rising wave she couldn't quite outrun. But the question held her in place, deeper than the thrusts, deeper than the hand still resting lightly at her throat. Her fingers gripped the edge of the ledge harder, knuckles white.
"It means..." she whispered, then faltered.
James didn't rush her. He moved again, slower this time, as if waiting for her to find the words she was looking for.
"It means I let you in," she said, voice unsteady. "Not just here..." her breath hitched as her hips met his, "but everywhere. Even where I don't understand it yet."
He stayed close, his breath soft against her ear.
"That's more than just mine," he said.
Jeanie swallowed, the warmth in her chest blooming once more. Her eyes flicked toward the empty space where the couple had been, then down to the scattered lights below. So many lives, unaware.
"I think I love you," she said, barely audible. "Even if I'm not supposed to say that yet."
James stayed quiet, but his body remained against hers, the warmth of him steady. Then his hand moved to her chest, settling between her breasts as he pulled her tighter against him.
"Say it again," he murmured, voice unreadable.
Jeanie blinked, the sensation building between her legs now edged with something else. Hope, maybe. Fear. She'd said it again. He still hadn't said it back, but he acknowledged it. Asked for it.
"I love you."
James moved with her once more, still void of the affection she desired, but his voice more welcome than before.
"Then show me."
Jeanie's breath caught in her throat, but she didn't wait. Didn't hesitate in her response to his words.
She shifted her weight forward, then deliberately pushed back with force, the motion firm enough to draw a low grunt from James as he adjusted his footing to brace against her. The movement bared her further to him. An offering, a challenge, a plea. She laid her cheek on her crossed forearms, resting against the cool stone wall as she gave in to all of the stimulation. Her eyes continuing to watch the people below.
Her heart pounded, louder now than the distant hum of music or voices before them. She kept her eyes trained on the bar terrace, watching everyone's movement. No one looked up. No one noticed. But she held her gaze steady, experiencing this mix of exhibitionism and voyeurism. Both still new for her.
James's hands moved to her waist again, fingers tightening slightly. His next thrust didn't come with the slow stokes he previously provided. He filled her in one smooth motion, the change in angle making her gasp. Her body arched, lips parted against her arm.
His hands slid up her back, down again, slow and exploratory, until one gripped her hip and the other gripped a shoulder near the nape of her neck. Drawing her back into him.
He moved inside her again, her body rocking slightly with the pull of his hand. James's grip remained unyielding, the rhythm of his hips steady now, deep. Each motion coaxed a trembling breath from her throat
Jeanie lifted her head just enough to glance back at him. Her eyes caught their reflection in the darkened glass behind them. Looking to his face, she saw he was watching. Watching himself inside her, the way her body took him in, stretched around him. The sight made her breath catch, a flicker of embarrassment eclipsed by something hotter.
"They're back," she whispered, having turned her gaze forward again. "The couple."
James continued to move inside her, maintaining the faster pace, savoring the response that rippled through her. "And?"
Jeanie's eyes returned to the bar. "She's leaning against him now. Laughing at something he said. His hand's on her leg."
His fingers tightened at her waist. "If they started doing what we're doing right now, would you watch them?"
Her breath caught, mouth parting. "No," she said perhaps too meekly.
There was no pause, just a sudden sharp crack across the curve of her ass.
She jerked forward, gasping. "Fuck-" a word she feared to use back home, slipped out with no thought.
James's hand at the nape of her neck tightened and pulled her back, reseating her against him.
"Try again," he said, his voice calm, expectant.
Jeanie swallowed hard. "Yes," she breathed.
Her cheeks burned from the sting of her own dishonesty. The first answer, the one that had earned her the smack, had been the lie. She would want to watch. The moment he suggested it; the image entered her mind and gripped her. But saying no had felt safer. More proper. Like the version of herself she used to be. She was still learning how to speak the truth with him. How to let go of the parts of her that still clung to everything she'd been taught prior to him.
"What would you watch?"
"I'd watch him pull her dress up," she whispered. "Touch her. Fuck her."
His next thrust came harder, her breath spilling out in a whimper.
James's hands gripped her, steadying her. "Why?"
Jeanie's voice trembled. "Because I want to see it. I want to know how it looks."
James moved inside her again, measured and deep, the hand at her neck grounding her as she rocked with each thrust.
"How what looks?" he asked, his tone smooth but pointed. Testing.
She inhaled sharply, trying to hold onto the words as the pressure in her belly coiled tighter. "How it looks when he's inside her. When she spreads her legs for him."
His hand slid down, fingers trailing the curve of her spine, then returning to her hips with a firm grip. "And what would that do to you, Jeanie? Watching that?"
She hesitated. Her lips parted, but her breath stuttered. "Nothing," she said quickly. "I'd just... be curious."
His hand snapped across her ass with a sharp smack for a second time.
She jerked forward with a cry, but his hands held her, pulled her right back against him, and his voice was calm, steady, close behind her ear.
"Try again."
Her breath came in broken gasps now, her cheeks hot with both pain and shame. The lie had been instinctive, a reflex. She wasn't ready to admit how much the thought stirred her.
And yet the sharp sting of James's hand had awakened something deeper.
A flash broke through the haze, of her daddy's hand, not James's. The shop out back, her bedroom, the glare he gave her, the unsteady sound in his voice as he brought his palm down hard across her backside. The days, she'd choked back tears, forced herself to nod, to say "yes sir" like she was supposed to. She remembered the heat, the pressure that lingered rose through the spankings, until long after the last slap. How her thighs had squeezed together. How confused she'd felt.
She was beginning to understand that it wasn't about him. Never was. It was the act. The exposure. The way it bypassed words and went straight to something raw beneath the surface. Subservience forced upon her into her 20s. That it happened in such a manner that even her obedient mother finally spoke up about its impropriety.
Her eyes blinked open again. She didn't want to think about him, but her body hadn't forgotten what it had learned.
James was punishing her, but not like that. He never struck her outside of this. And even now, it didn't feel like it was about anger or control. The sting felt precise, tethered to the moment, to the truth it drew out of her. A consequence that somehow made the next spark of pleasure burn hotter, the next thrust feel earned.
It was correction, yes, but laced with reward. Designed to sharpen the contrast in her mind, so that truth became something she craved to tell.
And she was beginning to understand that.
"I'd touch myself..." she whispered. "If I watched him with her, I'd touch myself."
James grunted softly, and the next thrust came forcefully. Affirming.
"And would you cum?" he asked.
Jeanie swallowed hard, blinking. "Yes."
James's hand slid forward, gliding over the plane of her stomach before dipping lower, fingers grazing the front of her thigh. Then, without a word, he bent slightly and lifted her leg by the knee, guiding it up onto the stone wall in front of her. The new position exposed her entirely, her hips tilting open as her weight shifted. The cool air brushed across her glistening skin from the humid tropical air and her efforts.
She gasped as her body instinctively adjusted position to allow the placement of her knee. One hand remained at her hip, supporting her, the other moving back to her neck.
"Do it," he directed. "Touch yourself."
Jeanie hesitated only a moment before her hand moved, trembling as she slid it between her legs. She was already wet, the sensation overwhelming, her own fingers barely needed to find what they were seeking. She swallowed, forcing herself to keep her gaze fixed on the figures below.
The couple was still at the bar. The woman was leaning into him again, laughing, one hand lazily looping around the back of his neck to play with his hair, as he nursed his drink. The man's hand disappeared below the counter. Jeanie couldn't see where it landed, but the way the woman's posture shifted, the subtle parting of her lips, told her enough.
James moved behind her again, hips smacking into her thighs and butt, pressing deep with each pass. His hand now on her shoulder bracing her against his thrusts.
"Keep watching," he murmured. "Tell me what you see."
Her fingers worked faster, her breath catching in her throat. "He's... he's touching her now, I think... between her legs."
"Is she trying to stop him?"
Jeanie shook her head quickly. "No. She's spreading them more."
James's pace deepened, timed with her words. "Tell me what that does to you."
"I-" She whimpered, head pressing into her arms. "It makes me want to cum."
His hand slipped around again, covering hers now, pushing her fingers firmer, pressing them into the aching spot she was too shy to chase.
"Then cum for me," he said. "Now. While she lets him touch her, while I fuck you. While I'm inside you."
Her whole body tensed, and the sound that escaped her lips was sharp and sudden, a cry that tore from her throat before she could stop it. It echoed faintly over the terrace, just loud enough to carry.
Below, the man's arm stilled where it disappeared under the bar. His head, swiveling in search of the sound. The woman's hand stopped on his chest as she glanced around, scanning the dim surroundings. But the shadows held Jeanie and James, tucked just beyond the light's reach. Hidden, in spite of their lack of silence.
James didn't stop. He held her there, letting her tremble around him, letting her feel the power in being exposed and unseen. Her fingers spasmed beneath his. Her thighs shook, her body pulling tight around him as the orgasm surged fast and overwhelming. Impossible to mute.
She collapsed forward, her cheek supporting more of her weight against her arm. The breaths came in desperate gasps.
James leaned in, his lips near her ear.
"You're learning," he murmured. "And every time you tell me the truth... I'll make sure you don't regret it."
James didn't stay inside her long. After a few lingering moments, he eased back, the absence startling from the suddenness. Jeanie remained still, pulse still erratic, her body spent as she laid against the cool stone.
She heard the soft rustle of fabric behind her. A zipper. The faint sound of James adjusting himself, tucking himself away without a word. Her eyes blinked open, the terrace lights below still blurred at the edges.
He hadn't finished.
That realization came slowly, weaving its way through the haze of her orgasm. He'd taken her to the edge, pushed her beyond it, but held himself back. She wasn't sure what it meant. Was it control? Punishment? Or had she simply failed to give him what he needed?
Jeanie lifted her head, still catching her breath. Her thighs ached as she gently lowered her leg from the stone ledge and straightened. She felt raw, open, and once again changed in the slightest of ways. Tugging her dress down with considerable effort to not damage it, she smoothed it over her figure, still shaken by how quickly her body had surrendered.
Then came a sudden wave of relief, unexpected but sharp. He hadn't finished in her. She hadn't even realized what it would've meant if he had finished in her until now. Her mind flicking to the embarrassing sensation of him trickling down her leg as they walked back toward the resort. The mess. The shame. The inability to hide it. It was bad enough to have her own fluids still smeared, with the air sweeping over it as she walked. The slick feeling spreading over her inner thighs.
She exhaled, shaky. At least she didn't have to bear that, too.
The boat ride back to the mainland was quiet.
James sat beside her, his phone out and laptop open, already sorting through messages. His expression was focused as he concentrated on what he was doing, working through a list she couldn't see. He hadn't spoken much that morning, but she was becoming used to that. Just a hand on her back as they walked, a glance as she dressed, a simple "It was a good trip. We'll see how you settle in back home," as he checked them out of the bungalow.
Jeanie sat with her hands folded in her lap; eyes fixed on the water stretching ahead of them. The breeze tugged at her hair as somewhere behind them, the resort faded into the horizon. Partially hidden again behind the curve of waves and distance.
She felt different. Her body still ached in places she hadn't known could ache, but her thoughts weren't as scattered as they had been. She understood him a little better now. She wore the same soft blouse and light linen pants she'd traveled in, her hair loosely pinned, skin still warm from the island sun. One hand rested lightly on James's back, her fingers tracing a slow, absent line through the fabric of his shirt. With the other, she toyed with her wedding ring, turning it gently on her finger as her mind returned again and again to the night before. How he'd pushed her once more, what he'd asked, and the answers she'd given.
James reached for a bottle of water, twisted the cap, and passed it to her without looking up. She took it without a word, sipping slowly as he returned to his work. The silence between them gave her room to think, to trace back through the past several days and all the things she'd done, said, and allowed. So many of them would've once felt wrong, outside the lines she'd been raised to stay inside. Other's she'd been taught bordered on sinful.



And yet now, she was already becoming comfortable with them. With what he wanted. She wasn't sure when the shift had started. Only that something had. And without quite meaning to, she found herself wondering how far it might go.
It had only been a honeymoon, but already, she could feel herself changing in his presence.
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Day 3 - Monday
Carla stood at the stove, cooking breakfast as she flipped another egg in the pan. She had also set out a small bowl of cut fruit that sat between plates on the counter. It was as if her morning routine followed her from home and she simply couldn't help herself.
Stephanie walked into the kitchen in loose shorts and a tank top, with her hair piled atop her head in a messy knot. She leaned on the counter and picked out a piece of cantaloupe from the bowl, popping it into her mouth.
"Morning, sweetheart," her mom said, glancing over her shoulder with a smile. "Sleep okay?"
Stephanie nodded, eyeing the bowl for another piece. "Yeah. Better than I expected, actually."
Jeff came down from the loft behind her, rubbing the back of his neck, and pulled open the fridge. He grabbed the orange juice and poured himself a glass, glancing toward the fruit on the counter.
"You're always the first one stealing the fruit," he said. "Last week you wiped out all the strawberries before I even got one."
Stephanie turned, giving him a smug grin. "They were going bad. I was saving you from eating sour strawberries."
He took a sip of his juice, resisting grinning back at her. "Right. You're a real hero."
Their mom shook her head with a smile as she slid some eggs onto a plate. "You two never change," she said, setting a plate of toast down in the middle of the table.
That earned her a look from Stephanie, and their mom quickly ducked back to the stove. Meanwhile, Jeff took another sip and smiled in Stephanie's direction.
Frank came in last, pulling out a chair and lowering himself with a groan. "Didn't sleep worth a damn," he muttered. "The mattress in that room's harder than it looks. I don't know if I've got a hike in me today."
Mom slid a plate in front of him. "Well, you don't have to come, but it would be nice if we all went together."
Dad shook his head, taking a bite of the eggs. "Nah, you and the kids can go. I want to get some fishing in anyway."
Jeff sat down across from him, with his own fork in hand. "I'll go with you, Dad. We can check out some of those spots from yesterday."
Stephanie made a face and bit into another piece of melon. "Translation being that you just don't want to sweat."
Jeff shot a look her way. "Please, you know you only bought those shoes to show them off. I'll bet you stop halfway up the trail and spend more time taking pictures than you did walking."
Mom tried to hide her smile. "Ok then, that's enough. The boys will go fishing, and us girls will go hit the trail. Done deal."
She reached for her coffee, glancing toward Frank and Jeff. "If you're gonna be out there a while, I'll plan on lunch around one. Do you want me to pack you some sandwiches, or do you think you'll be back?"
Dad buttered a piece of toast. "We should be back by then. We'll spend a couple hours on the water, then come back here to eat."
"Works for me," Jeff said. "I don't need much more than that."
Mom gave a satisfied nod and started gathering up the empty plates. "Alright then. Why don't you boys grab the rods and cooler while I finish cleaning up? Steph and I can head out once the dishes are done."
"I'll get the tackle box. I've already got a couple drinks in the cooler, so we're pretty much set," Dad said, and pushed his chair back.
Jeff stood as well, stacking his plate on top of his dad's for his mom to take. "I'll grab the rods from the closet then."
Stephanie lingered at the table, eating the last bite of melon from the bowl before standing. "Guess I should find my shoes then."
Mom smiled, wiping her hands off on a towel. "I'll be ready in ten minutes. Please don't make me wait."
Stephanie rolled her eyes but couldn't hide the faint grin as she disappeared down the hall. Jeff followed his dad out the door, leaving the screen creaking shut behind them as the house split into their separate plans for the morning.
Dad led the way down the dock, carrying the tackle box in one hand, and the cooler swinging in the other. Jeff trailed behind, carrying the rods. Dad stepped into the boat first, setting the cooler by the console before offering Jeff a hand to steady him as he climbed in. Jeff ignored it, stepping in easily and resting the rods along the side bench.
"You sure you remember how to use one of those, after all your video games?" Dad asked, nodding at the rods.
Jeff adjusted his grip as he set them down. "What's the matter? Been too long and you need me to remind you how? 'Cause I'm pretty sure one of us will remember how to fish."
Dad chuckled, untying the rope and looping it back into the cleat. "Well as long as one of us does, we'll be in good shape."
He started the motor, sending a low hum vibrating through the hull as the boat drifted off the dock. Jeff leaned back, watching the shoreline slowly slide past as they set out on the calm and glassy lake.
"Not a bad way to spend a morning," Dad said after a minute, lightly resting his hand on the throttle. "It's better than sitting at a desk, I'll tell you that much."
Jeff shrugged. "I guess so."
His dad glanced over at him, then back at the water. "You'll see what I mean once school starts. I promise, it'll feel like you don't have enough hours in the day. Classes, deadlines, keeping track of everything... You think high school kept you busy? College won't give you a chance to breathe."
Jeff shook his head faintly, stretching his legs out. "That's encouraging."
"I don't mean it like that," Dad said, easing the throttle back as they reached a spot near the tree line. "It's a good kind of busy. You're gonna be learning, moving forward in life, and starting to figure out who you're going to be. But it's different. You're not going to have anyone standing over your shoulder telling you to do the work. You either figure it out or you fall behind."
Jeff picked up one of the rods, checking the lure and line. "I don't know, it sounds like you're saying I'm doomed."
His dad smiled, pulling a lure new from the tackle box for himself. "I'm just saying you'll have to keep your head straight. There's always something else fighting for your attention, like parties, girls, whatever. It's easy to get distracted if you don't stay focused."
Jeff looked out toward the water, casting his line with a clean snap. "Yeah, well, those types of issues aren't generally my problem."
"You'd be surprised," Dad said, glancing over at him. He cast his own line, watching the bobber until it plunked against the surface. "At your age, trouble has a way of finding you whether you're looking for it or not."
Jeff reeled in slightly, fighting the twitch in his lips from wanting to smile. "Good pep talk, Dad. You're really selling me on this whole college thing."
"Fair enough," his dad chuckled. "But I'll tell you something else, don't spend all your time just chasing grades or chasing fun. You've got to find a balance. You only get to do this once." He gestured out toward the lake. "Mornings like this. The friends you'll make. It all goes by faster than you think."
The bobber drifted on the still surface, and for a moment, Jeff thought about saying something sarcastic. Instead, he gave a small nod.
"I'll keep that in mind," he said quietly.
Stephanie's mom finished tying her shoes and stepped onto the porch, calling back inside, "Steph, get your shoes on. You've got about thirty seconds before I leave without you."
"I'm coming!" her voice carried from down the hall. A second later, she jogged out with her sneakers half-laced, and tugging a hair tie from her wrist as she joined her mom on the steps.
Mom looked her over with a faint shake of her head. "You're twenty-one years old and you still run out the door like you're trying to catch the school bus half the time."
Stephanie grinned and finished off the knots in her laces. "Some things never change, I guess."
They started toward the trail that wound up from the edge of the property. It was early enough that the grass was still damp from the morning dew. For a while, the only sound was their shoes brushing the path and the buzz of the insects in the trees.
Mom was the first to break the silence. "It feels good to stretch our legs. I always forget how quiet it is out here until we come back."
Stephanie took a deep breath, reaching up and adjusting her ponytail. "It's nice. Way better than campus, for sure."
"Speaking of campus..." Mom gave her a sidelong glance. "You've been so focused on school and gymnastics, I barely hear about anything else. You're not hiding someone from me, are you?"
Stephanie laughed, rolling her eyes. "Seriously, Mom?"
"What? I'm just asking." Her mom's tone was playful, but her eyes softened. "You're young, smart, beautiful... I just thought maybe there'd be someone special by now."
Stephanie ducked her head, focusing on the trail as it started to climb. "No Mom, I'm not hiding anyone. I've got classes, gym, homework... it doesn't exactly leave a lot of time for relationships."
Mom smiled knowingly. "That's what you always say."
"Because it's true," Stephanie replied, her voice firm but not defensive.
They walked in silence for a while longer, and her mom slowed down a little as the hill steepened. Stephanie pressed ahead, the developed muscles in her calves flexing to drive her up the climb. She could hear her mom's breathing growing heavier behind her.
"You go on," Mom said finally, stopping with her hands braced on her hips. "I'll catch up. These trails feel steeper every year."
Stephanie paused, then gave a small shrug. "Are you sure? I can stay with you."
Mom laughed lightly, waving her on. "I think I can manage."
Stephanie pressed further up the trail, feeling her shoes slipping slightly on the loose dirt before finding better footing. She could still hear her mom behind her from the sound of her steady but slower steps, but with every turn of the path she got a little further. The air felt cooler amongst the trees, and her lungs worked with the climb. However, it wasn't just from the hill, but from the thoughts her mom's question had stirred.
Someone special.
She'd brushed it off like she always did, but the words stuck now unlike they would've a month ago. If her mom only knew the truth, she wouldn't have said it so lightly. She wouldn't smile at her the way she did, or look at her so proudly and trusting.
Stephanie fidgeted and pulled her hair tighter into its tie, sending a sting through her scalp for a second. She didn't want to think about her relationship with her brother, or about the wrongness of it. She knew how careful they had to be, yet they seemed unable to stop. But she couldn't deny it anymore either. She loved him. Not in the daydream way she used to imagine falling for someone, but in the real, undeniable way that made her restless when they were apart, and also reckless when they were together.
Her breathing worked harder as the incline steepened, but she didn't slow down. In a couple of months, she'd be starting college as a senior. Another year and it would all be different after graduation. She'd be having to find a job, or whatever came next in life. She had no idea where she'd be living, what kind of job she even wanted, or what her life was supposed to look like. The only thing she was sure of, the only thing that made her feel better no matter how much she tried to shake it, was her brother.
The certainty of her feelings for him should have scared her, and maybe it even did in a way. But more than fear, it made her determined. She wasn't ready to let go of what they felt, not now, and if she had a choice, not ever.
She wiped the sweat from her temple with the back of her hand and slowed down just enough to glance over her shoulder. Her mom was still there, a little smaller in the distance down the hill, taking her time.
Stephanie turned back around and kept going, taking long and sure strides.
Dad reeled in slowly, cutting a thin ripple across the glassy water with the line. He hadn't had so much as a nibble for the last twenty minutes, but he didn't seem to be in any hurry. He shifted on the bench, squinting against the sun.
"You know," he said with a casual but pointed tone, "college shouldn't be just about books and grades. You're gonna meet all kinds of people. Especially girls."
Jeff kept his eyes on his bobber. "Yup, that's what everyone says. I don't know... I'm not exactly the guy people line up to talk to."
Dad gave a short laugh. "That's what you think. Half the time you don't notice the ones who are paying attention."
Jeff fiddled with his reel, shoulders lifting in a half-shrug. "I usually don't even know how to start. I'll try to say something and it sounds dumb, so I just... don't."
"It's normal to feel that way at first," Dad said leaning back on the bench, "but college is different. Nobody knows your history. No one's expecting you to play the same part you've always played. You can walk in there and decide how you want people to see you."
Jeff glanced down at his hands, picking at the reel. "So what, just fake it till you make it, sort of thing?"
"I'm not saying you have to fake it," his dad corrected him. "Confidence isn't about having all the answers all the time. It's about not being afraid to speak up, even when you don't. You'd be surprised how far that alone can get you."
Jeff let out a quiet laugh. "Easier said than done. Most of the time I feel like people just pass me over. I don't stand out."
Dad cast back out with a snap of his wrist. "Standing out isn't the goal, son. Showing up is. Just be present, and look people in the eye. You'll find plenty of people who respond to that if you give them the chance."
Jeff nodded then, shrugged. "And if they don't?"
"Then you learn and move on. That's the whole point of so many things at your age. It's all trial and error. Nobody's expecting perfection."
Jeff nodded slowly, then leaned back against the seat. "I guess I've always thought it'd be easier to just keep my head down. Feels safer."
Dad shook his head. "Of course it does, but safe doesn't get you anywhere. You'll miss opportunities before you even know they were there."
Jeff stayed quiet for a stretch, listening to the sound of the water lapping at the hull. "Alright, so let's say I figure out the whole college thing. What about after that? What if I still don't know what I'm doing?" he finally asked.
Dad gave a low grunt. "That's why you start now. You set a direction, even if the details change. You don't want to drift into your thirties with nothing but stories about how you could've done more."
Jeff reeled in, narrowing his eyes against the glare off the water. "Plans sound good until something knocks them sideways. Seems like it always happens."
"That's life," Dad admitted. "There's so many quotes around that exact concept, but if you know where you're aiming, you'll still land closer to your goal than if you never tried. Floating through life sounds easy, but it never takes you anywhere worth being."
Jeff cast again with more force than he needed. "Ok, but what if I don't care about landing anywhere yet? What if tomorrow's enough for me right now?"
Dad studied him for a long moment. "Then make sure tomorrow doesn't cost you more than you're willing to pay in the long run."
The words sat heavy in Jeff's mind. He could see his dad shift in his peripheral vision, keeping his eyes on the lake.
"And Jeff," he added after a moment, "don't shut yourself off from people. Especially girls at your age. You've gotta remember that that's part of it too. If you find the right one, she'll keep you focused and push you in the right direction. You don't want to waste that chance."
Jeff smirked faintly, keeping his eyes focused straight ahead. "If you say so."
"I do," his dad said firmly, but not unkind. "There are plenty of women out there. Don't get yourself tangled up with someone you shouldn't be. You're too young to let one wrong choice throw your entire life off track already."
Jeff flicked his line again, reeling and casting more out of discomfort of the direction of the conversation than anything else. The bobber barely settled before a quick tug bent the tip of his rod.
"Hey!" Jeff jerked back, fumbling with the reel. A flash of silver broke the surface, no bigger than his hand, revealing a fish wriggling on the hook.
Dad laughed. "Careful there, don't let it get away."
Jeff managed to haul the small fish over the side, awkwardly wrestling it free of the hook. It flopped on the deck frantically, before he was able to get it free and back into the water.
"Not bad," Dad said. "It was probably the smallest fish in the lake, but it's a fish nonetheless."
Jeff shook his head, grinning despite himself. "At least it's more than you've caught."
Dad barked out a laugh, leaning back in his seat. "Give me time, kid. I'll show you how it's done. All our yapping has just been scaring them away."
By the time the boat nosed up to the dock again, the sun was high and the warmth of the day had started to settle in. Jeff carried the rods back while Dad hauled the cooler. Both of them were moving a little slower than when they left.
Stephanie and their mom were already back and had kicked their shoes off near the porch. Mom sat at the table on the deck with a glass of water sweating beside her, while Stephanie was leaning on the railing, watching them walk up toward the cabin.
"Good timing," Mom said as the two of them came up the steps. "I was just about to head inside and make lunch."
Dad set the cooler down with a groan. "Perfect. I worked up a serious appetite watching Jeff wrestle minnows," he joked.
Stephanie smirked, looking over at Jeff. "That sounds about right."
Jeff rolled his eyes and dropped into a chair. "Hey, at least I caught something."
Mom shook her head in amusement. "Alright, that's enough. Sit down, both of you. I'll have lunch ready in a few minutes."
Lunch was a quick and simple affair. After the table had been cleared, Mom was rinsing dishes while Dad settled into the armchair with a beer. Jeff dug through a drawer and came back with a deck of cards. He dropped down on the floor across the coffee table from the couch, fanning the cards out and thumbing the edges before shuffling them. Stephanie tucked her legs under herself on the other end, watching him shuffle the deck with exaggerated care.
"You're not gonna start trying to do tricks like some magician, are you?" she asked.
He grinned. "Depends on whether you want the full show or not."
"Just deal, dork."
"You know any games that aren't Go Fish?" he asked, shuffling lazily.
She took the cards from him, quickly cutting them and then pushing them back in his direction. "Please. You'd lose at Go Fish too."
"That's not even possible," he replied.
Taking the cards back, he dealt them out, and they both settled in, flipping through their hands. For a while, the game carried on with the quiet taps of cards on the coffee table, and the small pile building in the middle.
Stephanie was the first to start really talking, glancing at him over her cards. "So... you're really going to be on campus in the fall. Does it feel weird to you? Or are you excited?"
Jeff shrugged, eyes looking down at his cards as he rearranged his hand. "Sorta both. I mean, I know the place a little bit, but I've only ever been there for your meets or stuff like that. It feels different knowing I'll actually be going there every day."
"Yeah, but you like school," she said, laying a card down. "You'll like it. I think the first year's always a mess, but it's fun. Everyone's trying to figure themselves out, so you won't be the only one feeling lost or anything."
He considered what she said, chewing the inside of his cheek. "Yeah, but you already knew what you were doing when you started because of gymnastics. Plus, you've got friends, a routine. I'll just be the awkward freshman hanging around."


Stephanie smiled faintly, tossing a card onto his pile. "No, I was just as awkward my first semester. Probably worse, actually, because all I knew was gymnastics. You'll be fine."
"You don't still feel that way?"
She hesitated, tapping the edge of her cards. "Sometimes. But I think it gets easier once you find your people."
Jeff looked at his sister then, appreciating what sounded like honesty in her words, before shifting his eyes back to the game. "Guess I'll just have to follow you around until that happens."
She laughed, shaking her head. "Yeah, because that won't make you look awkward at all."
Stephanie tapped the top of her card pile, thinking. "Have you registered for classes yet?"
Jeff shook his head. "Not really. I looked at the list, but it all feels like a guessing game. How are you supposed to know which professors are good and which ones tank your GPA?"
"You can't worry about that. You'll figure it out," she said, sliding one of her cards across the table between them. "First semester's mostly gen-ed stuff anyway. Half the time it doesn't even matter who you get, you're just there to get those classes out of the way before you focus on the big stuff."
He huffed. "Easy for you to say. You're in your last year."
"Not really," she countered. "I switched majors once already. And I bombed my first econ test. You just have to roll with it."
Jeff looked at her sideways. "So you're saying you suck at more than just gymnastics?"
"Har har," she said with a sarcastic smirk. "I'm saying don't stress about all the crap."
From the armchair, Dad gave a heavy exhale, shifting in his seat, causing their mom to glance over from the kitchen and lower her voice. "Keep it down, you two. He's already dozing off. Let's not wake him."
Stephanie gathered up her hand and stood. "Come on, let's take it outside. That way we won't be getting shushed every two minutes."
Jeff followed her onto the deck. They sat opposite each other at the patio table, and he looked out at the lake spreading out wide and shimmering beyond the railing. She shuffled the cards, and he watched as her ponytail let a couple of loose strands brush her cheek.
"I don't know why you even wanna play. You're just gonna lose," he said, arranging his cards.
She arched an eyebrow at him. "Pretty confident for someone who just admitted he can't even make plans for school."
Stephanie dealt a new hand, snapping the cards against the table in a neat rhythm. "Best of three," she said, fanning her own and tucking one of the loose strands of hair behind her ear.
Jeff studied his hand, quirking his lips over what he was dealt. "Alright, let's make it interesting. If I win this one, you've gotta flash me."
Her head snapped up with wide eyes, then she let out a quiet laugh, shaking it off. "You're insane. Absolutely not."
"Why not?" he whispered, leaning in. "Come on, for just a second. No one would know."
She smirked, laying a card down without looking at him. "Yeah, no one but mom when she comes out here and finds you drooling."
Jeff chuckled under his breath, rearranging his cards. "Fine. I didn't know you were such a chicken..."
They played in silence for a stretch, their cards trading hands. Jeff tried to look casual, but he was watching her more than the game.
Stephanie laid down her last card with a little flourish, sitting back. "And that's game."
Jeff groaned. "You cheated. I started with such a good hand."
"Don't be bitter." She gathered the cards, stacking them into a neat pile. Then, almost as an afterthought, she tugged the hem of her tank top up in one quick motion, baring her breasts to him for the briefest second.
Jeff froze, catching the air in his lungs.
She let the fabric fall back into place, maintaining a calm expression, already shuffling the cards again. "Your deal," she said lightly, as if nothing had happened.
Jeff blinked, mouth opening and closing once before he gave a quiet laugh, shaking his head. "You just... I can't believe you did that."
Stephanie smiled faintly down at the cards, refusing to look up. "Deal the cards, Jeff."
Jeff stared at her, still rattled from the quick lift of her shirt, while she shuffled with the same calm focus she'd had all morning.
"You're evil," he muttered, grinning despite himself.
She glanced up through her lashes, her smile tugging at the corner of her mouth. "Evil? I think you should be pretty grateful. I won that hand, and still did it, even after rejecting the bet."
He leaned in, lowering his voice. "Then if I win this one, you sit in my lap for the next hand."
Her eyebrows shot up, though she didn't look away. "You're serious?"
Jeff smirked. "Dead serious."
Stephanie shook her head quickly, already glancing at the sliding door. "No way. Mom's right inside. I'm not going to risk her coming out to find us like that, so you can imagine I'm giving you a lap dance or something."
Jeff leaned back, knowing she's right. "Fine, fine. No sitting in laps." He paused, thinking, then he smiled. "How about if I win, you've gotta whisper something you've thought about me. Something you wouldn't have dared say out loud."
She narrowed her eyes, trying to think about what she'd say. "That might be even worse."
"Yeah, but no one can see that one," he murmured, tossing his first card onto the pile. "So it's safer."
Stephanie leaned in slightly, lowering her voice to match his. "Ok, but then if I win, you have to do the same. You whisper something you've thought about me."
Jeff looked at her for a second, then gave a smirk. "Deal."
She arched a brow, laying her first card down with deliberate calm. "Hope you've got something good, because I'm winning this hand, too."
Jeff smirked and slid another card onto the pile. "Guess we'll see who's got to give up their secrets."
The game moved quicker now, both of them playing with more attention, glancing up more often than down. The pile in the center grew, and with every card Stephanie laid down, her lips twitched like she was already savoring her win.
Jeff leaned closer across the table as he drew his next card. "Starting to regret it?"
"Not even a little," she whispered back, daring him with her smile.
After a few more rounds, Stephanie dropped her last card with a snap of satisfaction, sitting back against her chair. "And that's the game," she said smugly.
Jeff groaned softly, rubbing a hand over his face. "What? Rigged, I swear."
"You're the one dealing the cards, and I don't have any sleeves to hide anything up," she said, gathering the pile back up. "You clearly just suck at this game. Now, you agreed to the rules, so it's time to pay up."
He leaned in, placing his elbows on the table and dropping his voice to barely more than a whisper. "This is so unfair."
She tilted her head, not trying to stop a small smile from tugging at her lips. "What's not fair? You're the one that keeps picking the dare. Now stop stalling. I want to hear it."
Jeff swallowed, his eyes darting to the glass door that led back inside. Even from outside, their dad's muffled snore carried faintly through it, and the thought of Mom moving around somewhere inside made his skin prickle. He shifted closer toward her, close enough that his words wouldn't carry beyond her ears.
"When you leaned forward just now," he whispered, "all I could think about was dropping under this table and going down on you, like you did to me last night, and staying there until you had to bite your lip to keep quiet."
Her eyes widened, and her grip on the cards faltered. A flush rose across her cheeks as she darted a look at the cabin door, then back at him. For a heartbeat she couldn't even shuffle properly from her pulse hammering at the mental image he'd just put in her head.
"Jeff..." she hissed, making sure to keep her voice low in equal parts warning and disbelief.
He grinned nervously, raising his shoulders in a helpless shrug. "What? You wanted the truth."
She stirred the cards around on the table, mixing them up and her smile breaking through despite herself. "You're such a perv. We're on the deck. Mom could literally walk out here at any second."
"Yeah," he murmured, leaning back in his chair and not resisting the smirk still playing on his lips. "That's what makes it hot."
Stephanie shook her head quickly, but her pulse hadn't let up at all. She gathered the cards back into a neat pile and gave him a look that was more or less equal parts exasperation and warmth.
"Just deal," she whispered. "Before you get us caught doing something stupid."
Jeff watched her shuffle, even though she was telling him to deal. "Relax. I know that's not happening," he muttered. "But it doesn't mean it's not hot to think about."
Her blush deepened, internally agreeing, and her fingers fumbled the cards once more before she set them in front of him in a neat pile. "You're unbelievable," she muttered, but her eyes stayed fixed on the deck instead of him.
He sat forward, taking the cards and dealing. For the next few hands, the conversation drifted to safer topics centered around school, like classes and the food on campus. The tension never fully left, though, and every brush of their hands over the table felt charged with a little something extra. Every glance carried the memory of what he'd said.
The sliding door eased open and their mom stepped out. "Alright, I'm going to lie down for a bit too. Don't get too loud out here, okay?"
"Got it," Stephanie said quickly, tucking her cards together, feeling her nerves, even though she wasn't doing anything wrong.
Mom gave them both a faint smile before disappearing back inside. A moment later, Dad's muffled snore carried from the armchair yet again. They kept playing, though their voices dropped instinctively. A few minutes later, the bedroom window that sat over the deck squeaked as it was nudged open. Stephanie covered her mouth to hide a laugh as she looked at him.
"Guess we really do have to be quiet now," she whispered.
He tossed his cards onto the pile. "Want to take the game somewhere safer?"
She shook her head, already pushing back from the table. "Forget the game. Let's just go hang out on the dock. It's too nice outside to be stuck up here whispering like kids in detention."
Jeff smirked. "Since when have you ever had detention?"
"I haven't, but you know what I mean," she said, and shot him a look.
"Yeah," he said, leaning back and stretching. "I get it."
Stephanie gathered the cards, slipping them neatly back into their box and then leaving it on the table. Together they tucked their chairs in, careful not to scrape the legs and crossed the patio with quick but quiet steps.
The grass was warm underfoot as they left the deck behind. The lake shimmered ahead in the early afternoon sun. Stephanie slowed down as they neared the boathouse, running her hand lightly along the weathered siding. She glanced toward the door, curiosity pulling her toward it. "I forgot how big this was," she said softly, rounding the corner to peer inside.
He followed a step behind, his eyes flicking from the weathered structure and back to her. His pulse quickened with the idea of the detour.
Stephanie slipped through the open doorway, taking a second to let her eyes adjust to the dimmer light inside. The half-trapped smell of wood and lake water hung in the air, along with the faint scent oil from the motor tools on the shelves. She brushed her fingers along the edge of a workbench, glancing at the life vests and ropes that were hung neatly on hooks.
"Doesn't look like anybody's touched any of this in a while," she said, her voice hushed more from habit than need at this point.
He stepped in after her, letting the door swing nearly shut behind them. "Guess that's why we had to rent out the boat instead of using this one."
She wandered a few steps further in, then stopped, leaning back against the wall near a window, where a strip of sunlight cut through the shadows. She tilted her head, watching him. "Kinda feels like a time capsule in here with all of the old stuff."
Jeff smirked, moving closer. "If you say so. Not a bad place to hide out, though."
"Hide from what?" she teased.
He came up in front of her, bracing a hand on the wall just above her shoulder. "From the people who don't get why we'd rather be here than quietly sitting inside."
Stephanie smiled with her head still tilted toward the hand that was next to it as she looked up at him. "And whatever do you mean by that?"
Jeff's smirk deepened. "You know exactly what I mean."
She gave a soft laugh, feigning innocence as she laced her fingers between the small of her back and the wall. "Do I? 'Cause you sound like you're trying to start trouble."
He tilted his head to match her, widening his eyes with mock offense. "Me? I'm just standing here, minding my own business, and talking to you."
"Mmhmm. Real casual, with your arm caging me in like that," Stephanie said and arched a brow.
He glanced up at his hand on the wall, then back at her smile with a crooked grin. "What, this? Totally innocent. I'm just resting my arm here, is all."
She bit back a smile, leaning a little more into the wall as if testing him. "Seems to me like you've got a funny definition of innocent."
"Maybe. Or maybe you're just reading too much into it." His hand drifted lower, brushing lightly along the side of his sister's thigh in contradiction of what he'd said.
Her eyes looked down, following the movement of his hand, then back up to his face. "Pretty sure they say actions speak louder than words."
He spread his fingers slightly, tracing the line of her shorts before retreating. "What actions? I haven't done anything."
Stephanie laughed softly, shaking her head. "Nope, nothing at all," she said with a pop on "p," exaggerating the word for humor.
Jeff slid his hand upward again, maintaining a feather-light touch along her hip this time, then let it rest there as if he were simply steadying himself against her. "See? Totally harmless."
He watched as her lips curved, knitting her brow together with amusement. "Uh-huh, except most harmless gestures don't require you to point out that they're harmless."
"I don't have the slightest clue what you're talking about," he said in mock mock-seriousness. Yet, his thumb drew a slow, lazy arc over her skin as he spoke.
She tilted her head, dropping her voice playfully. "Oh? And so what is it you're doing now?"
Jeff leaned in, his own smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. "I'm just expressing my creative side and drawing shapes."
Stephanie laughed again, shaking her head and looking up at the ceiling, but not moving away. Her eyes were following his hand again as though she was waiting to see just how "creative" he'd get.
Jeff's grin widened, and when his hand got close enough, with a quick flick of his thumb he popped open the button of her shorts. The tiny pop of the clasp was loud in the hushed surroundings of the boathouse.
Her breath stuttered for an instant, and her smile faltered for only a second before she spoke. "That doesn't look harmless to me."
He kept his expression straight and serious, sliding his hand away as if the move had been accidental. "The button must've been loose. I was helping by bringing your attention to how easily it could pop open in public."
Her laugh came quieter now, and also a little breathier. "Helping," she repeated, nodding her head ever so slightly, and rolling her lips inward to catch them between her teeth, pretending to weigh the word.
He leaned in, brushing the back of his knuckles lightly against her hip as if testing her again. "See? I'm nowhere near the button. Still innocent."
Her eyes dipped once more to where his hand was teasing her, then back to his face. "You really think you can sell that?"
Jeff's smirk grew a little wider. "Seems like you're buying it to me."
His hand slipped lower so that it was tracing the curve of her thigh before drifting back up to where her shorts had come undone. He brushed the edge of the zipper, feather-light, before sliding higher. His palm flattened briefly at her waist, covering a fair expanse of her smooth skin, and feeling her abs twitch beneath his touch.
She drew in a deep breath, tilting her head downward a little more to watch him without breaking the smile on her lips. "And you call this innocent? I think you need to brush up on your vocabulary before you start college."
"It's completely innocent," he whispered, though his fingers skimmed under the hem of her tank top this time, teasing the bare skin before retreating as if he hadn't done anything.
Her laugh was little more shaky than it had been, betraying more or her nerves than she wanted it to. "If mom walked in right now, you'd have no way to explain this."
"Sure I would," he murmured, pressing along her hipbone with his thumb. "I'd say I tripped."
Stephanie rolled her eyes but leaned her head a fraction closer to his, so that her shoulder was brushing his chest. "Yeah, 'cause that would be a hundred percent believable, right?"
Jeff's his hand glided up her side again, reaching just short of her ribs before retreating back down to her waistband as if he couldn't decide where to stop. Then, he moved across her stomach instead, moving his fingertips back and forth in long strokes that nudged her tank top higher with each pass.
He lowered his voice, keeping it steady but no less intent. "You know I couldn't sleep after you came up to the loft last night." His fingertips brushed her bare skin, circling lightly near her bellybutton. "I kept replaying it all... feeling your mouth on me for the first time. I've never felt anything like that."
Her lips parted, catching her breath as her eyes darted down to where his hand was stroking her skin, then back up. She tried for coy, though her voice softened. "Yeah? And do you think I forgot about that?"
His fingers slid a little higher, lifting the hem of her tank top up with them. "No, I don't imagine you did."
Her mouth turned up at the corners in a small and knowing. "No. I actually kept thinking about the look on your face when you came," she said a little breathlessly. "You looked like you could barely even keep your eyes open."
He let out a shaky laugh, pressing his palm flat against her stomach again, staying just between her ribs. "I couldn't. I had no idea it could feel like that. I also never would've expected you to come up there and do that."
Stephanie tilted her chin toward him, her long eyelashes naturally batting slightly as she whispered, "Maybe that's why I did it. I wanted to surprise you, like you did me in the car."
He exhaled hard at her admission, and the sound was caught somewhere between disbelief and desire. "Well, it was one of the best surprises I ever had."
She laughed softly at that, and angled her body more toward his as his hand slid higher under her shirt. "Guess we're even, then. And for what it's worth, you've been keeping me up at night, since long before this trip."
Jeff's thumb brushed just under the swell of her breast before sliding back down to her stomach. He lowered his voice, and it came out sounding almost hoarse. "You know, I've been thinking about... repaying the favor to you."
Stephanie's brows lifted, her lips curving faintly. "Repaying what favor?"
He smirked, though his pulse jumped. "You know what I'm talking about. What you did for me last night. I want to do that for you. I was serious about what I told you when you won that hand."
Her breath hitched, and a flush deepened across her chest as she held his eyes. She tilted her head, feigning her innocent demeanor, but her voice wavered all the same. "And how exactly were you planning on pulling that off? Were you thinking you were just gonna do it in this dingy old shack, right now in the middle of the day?"


He chuckled, feeling reckless and a little nervous. "Yeah, basically. The same way you did in the loft. Quiet. Fast... Hoping no one decides to check on us."
"I've told you you're insane, right? Like, completely insane," she laughed under her breath, shaking her head, but she pressed against the wall behind her, pushing her body into his hand a little harder.
"Maybe," he muttered, sliding his hand back up her side and tugging her tank top another inch higher, "but I want to taste you again."
Her lips parted, and her smile wavered as though she was about to fire back a teasing line, but then his other hand dropped from where it'd been resting against the wall. His fingers found the small tab of her zipper, and he toyed with it, brushing back and forth. The action made a faint click of metal as he flipped it up and down.
"You're really not shy anymore, are you?" she whispered, looking back down as her body sagged against the wall and her hips jutted forward an inch.
Jeff's grin was immediate, seeing the way her body language invited him to continue. "Not with you anymore." He eased the zipper down a tooth, then another, until it was eventually low enough that his fingertips grazed the thin material of her underwear.
Both of their eyes were glued to his hand as he worked the zipper all the way down.
She gave a breathy laugh, shaking her head in mild disbelief of what he was doing. "If you think you're getting away with that in here, you've gone mental."
"Then stop me," he whispered, slipping his hand just under the loosened waistband of her panties, with a slow, deliberate movement. There was no urgency, giving her plenty of time to stop him if she decided to.
Her eyes glanced to the closed door, then back at him. She didn't make any effort to stop him. Instead, she spoke softly, tinged with a thrill she couldn't hide. "You're going to get us caught at some point. You know that, don't you?"
Jeff leaned in close enough that his lips brushed her ear. "We just need to be quiet is all."
His hand pushed lower, working her shorts down over the curve of her hips. Stephanie pressed back with her shoulders, lifting her butt off the wall for him to push the denim far enough that gravity could pull them down the rest of the way.
Her eyes stayed locked on his. "So, I guess you're serious... you really want to try this here?" she asked, tempted by his eagerness.
Jeff's breathing was rough, and he spread his fingers across the soft line of her panties, tracing aimless paths as if he could memorize her by touch alone. "I don't just want to," he whispered back, "I'm going to. I've been thinking about doing it since last night. Since you were on your knees for me. I want to return the favor, like I said."
Stephanie bit her lip, tipping her head back against the wall as though she might laugh any second. But nothing came out other than a sigh before she spoke. "You... you don't even really know what you're doing. Who knows how long it'll take."
"Thanks for the vote of confidence," he said with a smirk. His eyes never left hers, but his hand dipped lower to press her panties lightly into her. "But I guess you'll just have to tell me if I get it wrong. That was the deal, right?"
Her chest rose and fell with each deep breath, and the coy smile settled back into place as her thighs separated a little further apart. "This could very well be the worst idea you've ever had," she whispered, but there wasn't any bite behind it.
His hand roved lower, so he was slipping a finger just inside the band of her panties, teasing the edge without moving past it. He watched her face for any reaction to what he was doing. "Worse than what I did in the car with Mom and Dad right there?" he murmured.
She bit one side of her bottom lip, and her lashes fluttered a second before she lifted her eyes back to his. "That was different," she whispered, though her voice wavered.
Jeff's smirk grew and he slid has hand back and forth under the elastic band her panties. "Different how? You were shaking just the same."
Her lips parted, letting a soft, incredulous laugh slip out, like she couldn't believe he was reminding her of how her body reacted to him then. "You're out of control."
"Or maybe you are," he murmured, pulling the lightweight material more firmly against her, and making her panties cling to her sex. "You barely put up a fight then, too."
She drew in a sharp breath, making her body arch subtly into his touch even as she whispered back, "And you're obviously counting on that again now."
Jeff's lips tightened, and nearly brushed his forehead to hers. "I'm counting on you wanting it, if that's what you mean."
As he spoke, his hand pressed against her abdomen, sliding from the flat of her lower tummy across the smooth stretch of cotton. He moved in a slow, deliberate path outward, until he found the thin hem. Just the tip of his finger slipped beneath, caressing her warm skin.
Her lips parted involuntarily, opening her eyes to follow every flicker of movement as she tried to hold on to her coyness.
His fingertip moved with inexperienced excitement, riding the line, and dragging lightly against her skin under the band as though he were drawing a circle around her. He skimmed upward, along her hip, and then back across the slope of her side. Reaching behind her, he moved back down until he traveled the curve of her ass. He lingered there, letting the tips of his fingers brush the swell through the material, before sliding just under. He traced the contour until his hand cupped her fully, but not stopping as it continued to move.
Her breath caught again, causing an audible gasp, though her voice stayed quiet, and threaded with disbelief. "God, you really don't know when to stop."
He smirked, giving a firm squeeze before moving his hand back toward her hip. "I thought we established that's the point," he whispered. "I don't want to."
Jeff's fingertip stayed at her hip, drawing teasing arcs just beneath the elastic before gliding back across her lower stomach. He moved with far more restraint that she would've given him credit for, not rushing his hands as he waited for her response.
Her chest rose and fell in increasingly shallow breaths, trying to keep her eyes fixed on his as though daring him to push further. Having moved back out to her hip, he skimmed down again, slipping under the band at her side this time, and letting the curve of his finger follow the contour of muscles until he cupped the fullness of her ass in his palm once more. He gave another squeeze, then eased back toward her hip, keeping the teasing circuit unbroken.
Letting him continue his hand's journey, she lifted one leg, then the other, and with calm, unspoken movements she stepped free of the denim shorts that had been bunched around her ankles. Shoving them to the side, they uselessly next to her feet, and left behind without a word. He glanced down, then back to her face, with something raw sparking in his expression as the simple action of her.
"That a yes?" he asked, brushing his thumb along the top of her thigh.
He slid his finger forward again, back to the small elastic band at the base of her stomach, and when she didn't say yes or no, he accepted her silence as permission. He dragged the tip of his fingers along the edge, dipping just under, then retreating, teasing her with every pass.
Her breath grew more uneven, and her back pressed firmly into the wall as if bracing herself. She didn't stop him, didn't say a word, but her eyes were open and focused on his, with enough blood coursing through her to cause her blue irises to shimmer in the dim light.
His hand traveled to her hip one last time before slipping away. Then he silently bent lower, brushing his lips along the soft skin of her stomach as his palms came to rest on her thighs, coaxing them further apart.
Her lashes fluttered, and her mouth parted, but she still didn't speak. Instead, as he sank to his knees in front of her, she slowly lifted her hand and set it on his shoulder. There was no effort to push him away, but to steady herself by curling her fingers into the fabric of his shirt.
Looking up to watch her reactions, he gripped the waistband, and eased her panties down. The light fabric gave way slowly until they slipped free of the last inch her hips. His eyes trailed hungrily over the smooth plane of skin revealed as each new inch came into view, leading to the subtle dip of her toned lower stomach leading down into the neat line of her slit. The delicate folds of her inner lips were tucked away, reflecting how soft and minimal they were, as they glistened faintly in the muted light.
Her thighs moved instinctively, pressing her knees closer before parting again under the gentle pressure of his hands. The dampness clinging to the fabric as it passed her knees told him she was already as turned on as he was. The sight made him groan in reflex, and then he swallowed hard. This was only the second time he'd done this. That he'd had his face close enough to taste her.
Her voice came out in a shaky pitch, tightening her hand in his shirt. "Jeff... are you sure?" she asked hesitantly, and looking down at him. "I haven't even showered since Mom and I went on our hike."
His eyes flicked up to hers, but his hands stayed at her thighs. "I don't care." His own voice was raw, but came out with certainty. He smirked faintly, trying to overcome the shakiness in his breathing. "I want to do this."
For a moment, she just looked down at him, biting her lower lip. Then her hand gripped on his shoulder instead of the fabric, no longer grounding herself, but ready to guide him as his mouth moved in closer.
He timidly kissed the smooth skin just above her hip first, then moved a little lower. She could feel his hot breath against the neatly trimmed line of her slit. His hands slid up the outsides of her thighs, brushing his thumbs closer in toward the center, as though he were testing the limits of how close he could get.
She let out a quiet moan, the faintest sound of surrender. "God... I can't believe I'm letting you do this right now," she whispered, though her hips tilted forward a little more.
He drew in a quivering breath, then placed a tentative kiss right against her exposed labia. She was wet enough that her panties had helped smear her taste, and it hit him with a jolt, coming as foreign but intoxicating. He pulled back half an inch to look up at her again, gauging if there were any uncertainty on her part.
Stephanie's gaze caught his, revealing how flushed her face was, and her eyes looked heavy. After a long pause, she moved on her own, lifting one foot and setting it firmly on his thigh, opening herself to him even more. Her calf brushed his arm as she turned it further out to expose herself.
The invitation was unmistakable. His hands gripped her hips with more certainty, and he leaned in. Slowly dragging his tongue along her slit, he took his time to fully taste her. The taste of her fluids was minimal, and the salt of her sweat came through more than anything.
She gasped, squeezing at his shoulder, then bringing her hand up to brush through his hair. "Jesus, Jeff..." she breathed.
When he circled her clit with an uncertain flick, she let out another unsteady sound and hunched her hips toward him. Moving the leg that had been turned out, she lifted it to hook her knee over his shoulder, ready to use it to pull him in closer.
Her eyes fluttered shut, and her head bumped back against the wooden wall. Any nervous laughter was gone now. "Don't stop," she whispered.
His tongue moved cautiously at first, lapping along her outer lips, then digging between them as they willingly parted around his tongue. His grip at her hips tightened, losing himself as he pressed in harder with a little more confidence, making another careful pass from bottom to top.
Her breathing came out as a whimper, and her hand slid deeper into his hair. Her eyes were shut, and her head tilted back against the wall as the newness of what her little brother was doing sent a pulse straight through her.
"God..." she whispered, the sound escaping before she could catch it.
Encouraged by her reactions, he tried again, this time focusing more at the top, circling awkwardly around the small knot of her clit. The movement was clumsy but earnest, and it made her gasp, pulling her leg in over his shoulder.
"That-" she breathed through her shaky voice, "that feels... different."
He glanced up at her quickly before pressing in again with renewed focus. His tongue lapped in short, excited strokes, each one dragging a sound from her throat, and fueling his eagerness. Her grip on his shoulder was now to help support herself more than anything else.
"Jesus, Jeff..." Her thighs quivered under his hands as her body gave away what her voice tried to keep under control.
When he adjusted lower again, tasting at her entrance, she let out a sharp breath, and her eyes flew open to meet his. She looked almost startled at the way she felt, then focused so she could speak. "You're- you're driving me crazy."
He smirked with his face buried against her. He licked his way back up, clumsy but eager, repeating the motion until her hips jerked against his mouth.
"Can you use your fingers?" she suddenly asked in a whispered plea that came out ragged as her nails scraped lightly through his hair. "Please."
His heart hammered at hearing her tell him what she wanted. He slipped his hand from her hip and brought it to his mouth first, wetting his fingers with a quick suck and pass of his tongue. Then, with deliberate care, he brushed them through her fold, dragging along her slit a few times until they were coated with her arousal as well.
Her body jumped each time it passed over her clit. Once he was certain they were both ready, he pressed a finger inside her, curling it just slightly the way she'd seemed to enjoy before. At the same time, he sealed his mouth over her clit, drawing it into the focused movements of his tongue.
Stephanie gasped, bowing her back against the wall as her leg trembled where it rested on his shoulder. "Oh, God, yes. Just like that."
His other hand slid from her hip around to the curve of her ass, gripping firmly and pulling her tighter to his mouth and deeper into the pressure of his tongue. His finger probed along her inner walls, stroking with exploratory care, while his mouth moved with more intent, working his lips and tongue in alternating actions over her swollen clit.
Her fingers tightened in his hair, tugging as her head rolled to the side. "Jesus, Jeff," she groaned. Her body shuddered against his hold on her.
He continued to work his finger inside her, and flicking his tongue and circling over her clit. She gasped, pressing her heel harder into his back, and flexing her toes as her body adjusted to the sensations. She let the feeling wash over her, the newness of him moving in rhythm with his mouth.
"God... another. Please, use another finger," she begged.
Jeff glanced up briefly. "Yeah?" he questioned with his chin shining.
"Yeah," she whispered, nodding quickly.
He didn't waste any time in sliding a second finger in beside the first, and pressing forward with care. The new stretch pulled a sharp breath from her, and her hips quivered against him. Her inner thigh braced firmly against his face where it was draped over his shoulder.
His heart pounded as he sank his finger deeper, curling them inside her while his tongue kept up its steady rhythm.
"Anything else I could do better?" he asked tentatively, breaking contact for as little time as he could with her clit.
Her brow furrowed as she was pulled from her sensations to process what he asked. She forced her eyes open to look at him. "Curl them a little more, right there. Yes. Keep them like that."
He adjusted instantly, dragging his fingers against the spot where she directed him to. She sucked in a quick breath, trembling against his hold. "And don't rush with your mouth," she added, with her voice breaking into a whisper. "Just... yeah. That's better, like that."
Jeff stayed with her directions, working his lips and tongue in concentrated circles over her clit while his fingers stroked her in a careful rhythm.
Stephanie's hand tightened her grip in his hair suddenly when his tongue flattened just right, sending her body twitching as if startled. "Ohmygosh- right there," she gasped, her blue eyes fluttering shut for a moment. "Keep doing what you're doing right now and don't ease up."
He obeyed instantly, circling the hard bump of her clitoris in the same way, while his fingers adjusted inside her. The movement made her hips jump more, and a sharp gasp came with it.
"God- when you curl your fingers like that..." she panted when his fingers made a bit of a walking motion inside her. Her hand slid under her tank top, shoving it higher until her breast spilled free. She cupped herself, catching the hardened peak between two of her knuckles, and her own touch making her gasp again. "Do it again- harder."
His fingers did as he was told, digging into that little rougher spot with more intention. Her body shivered in response, causing her leg to tighten against his back as a broken cry caught in her throat. "Yes- oh, that- that's it."
Her hand was squeezing at her breast, pinching her nipple as she watched him through squinted eyes. Her stomach flexed uncontrollably under the constant laps of his tongue, every flick making her jerk in little bursts against the wall.
"God, faster," she gasped suddenly, her hips twitching forward against his hand. "Can you go faster with your fingers? No, don't stop curling them, just... a little quicker."
Jeff's pace picked up, pressing harder against that spot, keeping them curled. It took all of his focus to maintain the link between his tongue and fingers, but it was worth it. Almost immediately her thighs trembled around him when her body jolted in uneven spasms. She was moaning as if uncontrollably.
"There- oh my God, whatever you're hitting," she breathed, her voice climbing with each thrust, "right there. Don't lose it."
Her hand slid higher on her breast, squeezing it tightly along the top as her whole body reacted in small shudders that rolled through her. Her hips rocked instinctively against his mouth and hand, chasing the feeling he was pulling from her.
He groaned low in his throat from her reactions, and the vibration pulsed against her clit as he pushed into the spot that was making her jump. He watched her face as best he could, though her shirt was bunched and occasionally blocking his view. Her mouth hung open, and her face was flushed as he obeyed every breathless cue she offered.
"God, Jeff," Stephanie cried softly, revealing the urgency she was feeling, "keep doing it- please, don't stop. That spot feels so good."
He caught the sight of her flushed chest rapidly rising, as her fingers pinched at her nipple and her body jolted to everything his mouth did. She moaned, guiding him through each twitch and each new spark of sensation that made her leg shake harder around his shoulder.
Her thighs clenched suddenly when her whole body tightened against him and the tension snapped. A sharp cry tore out of her throat louder than she could manage to restrain. Her back bowed off the wall and her hips ground helplessly against his mouth as Jeff used his hand on her ass to keep her in place.
"Oh my God- oh- Jeff. I'm cumming."
The wave hit harder than she anticipated, fisting her hand in his hair from her body going tense. Her leg pressed into his shoulder, and her heel dug at his back, trembling uncontrollably. Everything about it was raw and overwhelming. It was nothing like what she'd imagined. That first night had been good, but this time, without the same nerves, she could finally let go.


He groaned into his sister, never easing up with his tongue and fingers even as she gasped through the shudders. When she sagged back against the wall in a shaking mess, he kept close, licking her hungrily, but with lighter passes. "God, I never realized how good you'd taste," he breathed against her. "I could stay here forever."
Her whole body jumped at the aftershocks, the sensitivity too much to let him continue. She laughed, breathless and trembling, trying to push at his head. "Stop- fuck, Jeff- that's enough. I can't take any more!"
He lingered for another teasing second until she shoved harder and forced him back. Jeff looked up at her, showing her just how wet his lips and chin were. His eyes were blazing with something fierce and raw from bringing her to such a powerful orgasm.
She stayed slumped against the wall, with both feet firmly planted on the ground again, and her tank top rucked high, revealing the one breast she'd been manipulating. Her hand slid weakly down from her breast to rest at her stomach. Her vibrant blue eyes found his, looking wide and dazed from the reality of what just happened.
For a long moment, neither spoke. Only her breathing filled the boathouse, coming in ragged and uneven gasps, as she tried to steady herself. Finally, she let out a shaky laugh, resting her head back against the wall. "What the hell, Jeff..."
He grinned faintly, still on his knees in front of her. "Was that... good?" The question came out almost boyish, and his momentary cockiness at the start of their encounter was blunted by a genuine need to know.
She smiled, trying to get her breathing back under control. "Good?" she echoed. "Are you kidding? That was... I've never felt anything like that." Her thighs squeezed lightly together, as if her body hadn't quite caught up with her words.
Jeff exhaled, sounding out a relieved, almost disbelieving laugh. "You have no idea how bad I wanted to do that. Since that first night, it's like... I couldn't stop thinking about it. Then after what you did last night, I knew I had to do it again."
Regaining some level of control, she looked down at him again with a bit softer expression and shook her head. "You're crazy for doing this out here, while I'm still all dirty and sweaty. Completely insane." But she was smiling all the same, and her flushed face was revealing just how much she loved it.
He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand, then glanced at the still damp fabric lying at her feet. With a mischievous glint, he picked up her panties and used them to swipe across his chin.
Stephanie groaned, banging her head back against the wall and covering her face with one hand. "You're disgusting, you know that?" she asked with a chuckle.
"You love it," he laughed, standing up and holding her panties in his hand.
She shook her head side to side, and a weak laugh tumbled out. "God, how could I love someone as dirty and perverted as you?"
He leaned in. "That's easy. Because I follow directions really well, and make you feel things no one else ever has."
She couldn't stop the single burst of laughter that came out at the absurdity of his answer. "If that's the reason, then to be fair, no one else has ever had the opportunity. So, keep in mind that maybe you're not as good as you think. You're just the only one who's gotten the chance."
"Exactly. Which proves the point of how awesome I am, since you've only ever wanted me to," Jeff replied, as a cocky look crossed his face, clearly pleased with himself and his argument.
She rolled her eyes, fighting a smile as the warmth crept back into her face. "Shut up," she muttered, fisting her hands in his shirt and pulling him in for a kiss.
Their mouths crashed together, hard and hungry, and her body arched off the wall as she kissed him with a mix of relief and raw desire. Jeff groaned against his sister's lips with the taste of her still fresh on his tongue. Pressing in closer, one hand braced himself firmly beside her head.
The other hand slid down, catching the naked curve of her hip before continuing lower to cup the bottom of her meaty ass. His fingers dug into the cleft, just shy of her lips, teasing them open from the way he pulled at her until she gasped into his mouth.
Her tank top and bra were still shoved high from when she'd pushed them up, leaving the one breast bare. His hand moved up from where he'd held her, spreading out across her ribcage before filling his palm with the exposed tit she'd been mauling just moments ago. He rolled his thumb over the hardened nipple, causing her to whimper against him. Her fingers tightened in his shirt as she arched into his hand wantonly, nude from the ribs down and trembling. She was giving him every chance to take advantage of what she'd left exposed.
The urgency of their kiss grew frantic, and their noises were caught between soft gasps and muffled moans. His hands roved between her breast and back, hip and butt, unable to settle on any one spot, and desperate to feel every inch of her.
Then, they heard the sound of footsteps creaking across the wooden planks right outside the boathouse.
"Steph? Jeff?" their mom's voice carried through the door, startlingly close.
Stephanie froze, her eyes snapping wide open, and her lips still parted from the kiss. His stomach dropped as the panic flashed across his face.
Mom's footsteps creaked closer on the deck, then her voice called out again, "Are you two in here?"
Stephanie yanked her bra and tank top down in one frantic tug, covering her chest as she bent for her shorts. The denim was twisted, and her hands fumbled as she shoved one leg through, then the other, dragging them up over bare skin.
Jeff glanced down, the damp fabric of her panties still clutched in the hand he'd been using to brace himself. Stephanie's wide eyes caught his, and she gave the smallest shake of her head, signaling to skip them. She pulled the shorts higher, snapping the button just as he shoved the panties deep into his pocket.
The latch of the door clicked, followed by the hinges squealing as the door swung open.
Mom stepped inside, blinking and trying to focus in the dim light. "There you are," she said, sounding a little concerned. Her eyes went to Stephanie's back as she faced the wall, fastening her shorts in a fumbling effort.
Jeff cleared his throat, shoving his hands deeper into his pockets to hide the evidence still clutched in his grip. "Yeah, we were just, uh... checking out all the stuff in here," he said, forcing a look of innocence.
Their mom's gaze jumped between them, then around the small boathouse. Her expression was curious but not sharp. "I thought I heard voices. What are you two doing down here in the first place?"
Stephanie turned, having finally gotten her shorts fastened and quietly zipped up her shorts, though her hands ran over them needlessly as she faced her mother. She managed a small smile. "We figured we'd come down to the dock when you said you were going to lay down too. We didn't want to wake you and Dad while you were napping."
Mom's brow softened, though she gave a small shake of her head. "Well, Frank was out cold the second he hit the chair, but I couldn't fall asleep. I just kept tossing and turning." She gestured vaguely toward the path. "So I figured I'd stretch my legs instead of fighting it."
"Guess we had the same idea. It's cool down here," Jeff said, shifting his weight from foot to foot.
Mom studied them for another beat, tensing her lips a little, then nodded. "Well, don't let me interrupt. Just be sure to come up soon. Dinner's not going to make itself and I could use a hand."
Stephanie laughed lightly, relief flickering through her voice. "Of course. We'll be right there."
Carla lingered a second longer, then turned back toward the door, the wooden planks creaking under her, letting them track her steps until she headed up the path again. Silence settled in her wake. Stephanie let out another shaky laugh, pressing her hand briefly to her forehead as if she couldn't believe how close that had been. Jeff huffed out a nervous chuckle of his own when their eyes met for just an instant. Neither dared to say a word in case Mom were to overhear them.
Stephanie adjusted her shirt, tugging it firmly into place, then brushed past him toward the open door. Jeff followed right behind her, keeping his hands in his pockets and feeling the damp fabric stuffed in there. It was a reminder of what they'd just done.
They followed their mom up the path, and the afternoon light filtered through the trees. The lake behind them was calm, unlike the rapid beating of both of their hearts. Stephanie kept just a step ahead, brushing her fingers against the hem of her shorts as though reassuring herself they were still in place and that no one could tell she was bare underneath them. Jeff trailed close behind, and in spite of almost being caught, the faint grin on his face refused to fade.
Back at the cabin, Mom pushed through the door first, calling something about starting dinner in a little while. Stephanie immediately excused herself, heading down the hall toward her room with a casual wave that felt just a little too quick. He climbed the narrow steps to the loft, dropping onto the mattress with his laptop in hopes of a distraction. The screen lit up as he pulled it open, but his thoughts were too scattered to pay attention to anything. All he could think about was the way she'd told him what she wanted. The words she'd moaned through her gasps, and how she'd helped him learn exactly what she liked. He'd followed every cue, taking the time to get to know her body better with each twitch and moan. The memory of it had left his chest tight, and the look on his face stubbornly stuck in place.
In her room, Stephanie shut the door behind her and leaned back against it, drawing in a deep, calming breath through her nose, and letting it out through her mouth. Her legs still felt unsteady from the muscles in her thighs twitching in exhaustion, after holding herself up throughout the experience in the boathouse.
She sat down on the edge of the bed, tugging her shorts higher on her hips, and let a slow smile creep across her face as she felt the seam dig into her bare slit. She'd worked up the nerve the night before to go to him, and at the end of it, they'd agreed to tell the other what they wanted. Well, today she felt like she'd followed through. She'd said all of it out loud. Every shaky instruction, and every whispered "more" or "right there," and he'd listened too. Then the results had left her weak against the wall.
Her hand brushed over her stomach, remembering the sensations of his tongue, and the curl of his fingers. For the first time, none of it had felt much like fumbling or guessing. It had been her voice leading him, and he'd wanted her to do it. He wanted to know what she liked, and wanted to learn her wants. That thought sent a warm rush through her chest, and a shiver down lower.
She flopped back on the bed, staring at the ceiling, smiling. She felt as though she should've been terrified after how close her mom came to catching them, but instead, she felt daring, or even reckless. If anything, telling him what she wanted and feeling him follow it so intently made it harder to imagine stopping any of this. She'd finally let herself say the things she'd only thought before, and he'd responded without hesitation. All of it led her to new discoveries of her own preferences.
The idea that she could ask for more, that she could keep doing this and have him listen, had her pulse climbing all over again. It all made her feel braver than she would've expected, like she'd finally found the nerve to trust her own voice.
But as her mind ran, a different thought worked its way in. What about him? He'd done what she asked, and it left her orgasming against the wall. But what did he want more of? What could she give him that would leave him feeling the same way? She thought back to the night before, how she'd surprised him in the loft, the shock and awe on his face when she'd given him his first blowjob. She'd stumbled her way through it, but he hadn't cared. He'd just been so grateful. What if she could get better at it, though? What if she could learn him and what he liked the way he'd just learned her?
She smiled as she imagined the way his breath had stuttered, and the way his fingers had clutched at her. The idea that she could ask him what he liked and that he might actually tell her made her chest flutter for a second all over again.
She curled up on her side, hugging a pillow, with the cheesy smile plastered to her face. There was something about the thought of having that much control, of giving back to him what he'd given her, that thrilled her almost as much as what he'd just done to her.
From the kitchen, her mom's voice carried down the hall. "Jeff? Can you give me a hand in here?"
Stephanie startled at the sound, bringing her back to the moment, and tugging at her shirt as though her mother could see through the door. She hesitated a moment to compose her thoughts, then stood, raking her nails through her hair. Her heartbeat still thrummed from everything, the secret of what she'd just shared with her brother clinging to her skin. She slipped out of her room anyway, deciding it was better to look natural than hide behind closed doors.
By the time he came down from the loft, Mom was waiting in the kitchen with a jar in her hand. "Can you open this for me? The lid's stuck."
He took it, twisting until the seal popped loudly. She smiled. "Thanks. And since you're here, you can help me chop some vegetables."
Jeff smirked, setting the jar aside. "And here I thought I was just muscle."
"Not tonight," she chided, sliding a cutting board toward him. "You're on prep duty."
Out on the deck, Dad was already at the grill, fiddling with the propane line and brushing down the grate. Stephanie stepped outside to join him, feeling the warm air rolling off the lake. Dad glanced up with a smile. "Hey, perfect, you're here. Grab me those tongs, would you?"
She handed them over and moved to lean against the railing as the smell of the grill began to drift.
It wasn't long before the smell of sizzling chicken wafted across the deck, as she watched her dad carefully turn the pieces. The tongs scraped against the grate, and there was a low hiss of the meat against the grating. She leaned her elbows on the railing, looking out toward the lake, but her attention was drawn back to her dad's words.
"So," he began, "senior year's coming up. It's a big step. You've got your degree in sight, but what's the goal after that?"
Stephanie shrugged, trying for casual. "I don't know. Finish school and land something in business administration, or something, I guess. I mean, what do you do with a business degree? I mean, obviously I want a career, but I've spent my whole life focused almost entirely on gymnastics. So, I don't know what things look like after I'm out of college."
Dad leaned back a little, looking at her thoughtfully. "Well, there's a lot of options that come with a degree like that. You'd be surprised. You've got management, finance, consulting. It doesn't have to be locked down right away. And don't sell yourself short on the gymnastics either. There's plenty of people that do gymnastics after college."
She gave a faint laugh and shook her head. "Dad, I'm not good enough for that. Not the national team, not exhibitions. Those girls... They're on another level. Trust me. I know where I stand."
Dad frowned gently, but firm enough to counter her. "You're better than you think. I've watched you since you were little, remember? You could still do exhibitions, or smaller shows if you wanted. Not everything has to be Olympic-level to matter. Plenty of people would pay to see someone with your skill."
Stephanie shuffled against the deck railing, having never been comfortable with compliments, and brushing her hair back while looking over her shoulder toward the lake. "Maybe. I just don't see that happening, though."
"Well," her dad said with a small shrug, "even if you don't go the exhibition route, you could always coach. Start off part-time, at first. Work for some company during the day to start learning the business side of things, and coach a couple nights a week. That way you could build experience on both fronts."
Her eyes flicked toward him skeptically. "Really? Coaching? I don't know if I'd be any good at that."
"Why not? You've got the skill, and you've got the patience. I'm sure kids would look up to you. And once you've got your feet under you, who's to say you couldn't open your own place someday? You could combine your degree with what you already know. You'd be running your own gym, self-employed and calling the shots. That's the American dream, right? To have your own business and be your own boss?"
She let out a small sigh. "That sounds... big. I don't know if I'm ready to start thinking that far ahead."
Dad chuckled, reaching for his bottle. "No one's ever ready, sweetie, but that's the trick. You've just gotta start, and keep moving. Before you know it, you've built something."
Stephanie moved over to one of the chairs, unsure what to do with herself, and unprepared for the conversation. Her mouth tightened as she looked down at the edge of her glass.
"I don't know, Dad. I mean... maybe. But doesn't it feel a little far-fetched. You're talking about trying to learn about how to run a business, and I don't even know if I'd like coaching. So the idea of opening a gym?" She gave a small laugh, shaking her head. "That's a lot to even process. Honestly, I'd rather not think about all that right now."
Dad studied her a moment, recognizing the dodge but deciding to not press too hard. "Fair enough," he said, taking a more casual tone. "You don't need to map out your whole future tonight." He looked back to the chicken, deciding it was time to flip it again. "But you do think about what kind of life you want, don't you? Beyond work?"
She glanced at him, wary. "What do you mean?"
"I mean family," Dad said simply. "Career's important, sure, but it's not everything. You want stability and people you can count on. Someone who's in your corner. That matters more than the job title."
She shifted again, feeling a different type of discomfort come up with the change in conversation. She traced the rim of her glass with her finger to busy herself. "I don't know, Dad. I don't really tend to think about... all that. Not seriously."
A gentle but insistent smile crossed his face. "You don't have to have the answers yet, but it's worth thinking about what you want in the long run. Whether that's a husband, kids, or something else entirely. Jobs come and go, but family... family's what's important."
Stephanie gave a little shrug, as if to deflect. "I guess. All of this just feels like a lot right now. I've got school and classes and my senior year coming up. That's about all I can manage to think about at the moment."
"Which is fine," her dad said with a nod. "But I'll tell you something, having the right people around you makes all of that easier. You don't have to carry it all alone."
She watched her dad prod at a piece of chicken with the tongs, the sizzle getting louder before he shut the lid again. He glanced over his shoulder at her with a grin. "Well, when you do open that gym you keep denying you're going to, your family will be right there to help. I can see it now, me at the front desk, your mom folding towels, and your husband mopping the floors. We'll make it a whole operation."
She laughed, shaking her head. "Dad, stop. That's not happening. I never said I wanted to do that."
"Not yet," he teased, lifting the tongs like a pointer before setting them down on the side tray. "Give it time."


She smirked faintly but leaned back, folding her arms. "Seriously, I really haven't thought about it. Any of it. Career, gym, nothing."
Dad cracked the lid again, checked the chicken, and then spoke without looking up. "Alright, fair enough. Let me ask you something else then."
Her brow furrowed. "Okay...?"
He poked at another piece with the tongs, carefully turning it before shutting the lid. "Do you at least see a husband in the picture? Down the line, I mean."
Stephanie blinked, caught off guard by the directness of his question. "A husband?"
"Yeah," he asked, turning back toward her and wiping his hands on the towel hanging from his pocket. "I mean... you've never brought a boy home. Not once. Not even back in high school."
Her expression twisted with confusion, her eyes narrowing slightly. "Wait, what are you getting at?"
Dad stumbled a little, lifting his palms as if to wave off the sharpness in her voice. "I don't mean anything bad, sweetheart. I just- well, I wondered if maybe... you weren't interested in boys at all."
The realization hit her of what he was implying, and she let out a short laugh, incredulous. "Oh my god, Dad. No! I'm not into girls, if that's what you're asking."
He chuckled awkwardly, and his shoulders visibly loosened as he turned back to the grill. "Hey, I had to ask. It just feels as though you've just always kept that part of your life private. Thought maybe there was a chance you weren't telling us something."
She shook her head, still smiling at the absurdity. "No secrets like that. I just haven't found anyone worth dragging home yet."
He nodded, flipping another piece of chicken. "Alright then. Fair enough. Keep in mind that it doesn't matter either way. You know that. I just want you to be happy with someone who treats you right."
Stephanie rested her chin in her hand, studying him. "You don't need to worry, Dad. I'm not hiding some huge secret."
"I know," Dad said, though his voice carried a careful weight. He busied himself with the tongs again, fussing with the chicken pieces that didn't need it, in an effort to avoid looking at her directly. "Still... I'd sleep better at night knowing you've got the right person in your corner. A healthy relationship. One that's good for you, and that you could build your own family with."
The phrasing made her pause. It was the way he slowed on the word healthy, and how carefully he spaced his words, like he wanted to be sure she caught his meaning. It didn't seem like he was talking about boys in general. He was talking about here and now, and the concern he hadn't put into words.
She nearly laughed into her glass, and considered that if she had told him she liked girls, that probably would've shut down the whole conversation and taken the weight off his shoulders. It would've kept him from circling around what he really feared. The thought almost tempted her, just to see his face.
Instead, she lifted one shoulder to try to display a casual shrug, and playing it off. "Well, when that person shows up, you'll be the first to know."
Her dad finally looked over, scrutinizing her for a beat before he nodded. "That's all I can ask."
He turned back to the grill, lifting the lid to busy himself with the chicken. After a moment, he reached for his nearly empty bottle and swirled it. "Do me a favor and grab me a fresh beer from the fridge, would you, honey?"
"Sure," she said, pushing back from the table.
Inside, Jeff was already at the refrigerator with the door open as he scanned the shelves.
"Hey," Stephanie said, walking up to him. "Hand me a beer? Dad wants one."
Jeff plucked a bottle from the lower shelf and held it out. Their fingers brushed lightly as she took it, and her eyes flicked up to his for half a second before she carried on toward the door.
"Thanks," she murmured, then stepped back outside to her father.
The door closed behind her, leaving Jeff with their mom at the counter.
"I'm just saying," Carla said, picking up where she'd left off, "it wouldn't hurt you to have a better idea of what you want to do after this summer. College isn't far off, Jeff. Have you thought any more about it?"
He leaned on the fridge, fidgeting with the bottle cap he'd twisted off in his hand. "Oh sure," he said, "I've got my whole life planned out. Gonna graduate, become a millionaire, retire by thirty. Nice and simple."
Mom gave him a look that was half amusement and half exasperation. "Cute. But I mean seriously, honey. I know you'll figure out the school part, but... don't you want more out of it all than just classes and grades? What about meeting someone? Finding a girl who makes you happy?"
Jeff raised an eyebrow, caught off guard and unaware that Stephanie had just endured a very similar conversation outside. "That's where this is going?"
She smiled slyly. "Of course it is. You're a good boy, handsome and smart- girls notice. You just need to notice one back."
He leaned back against the counter, turning the bottle cap between his fingers. "Girls don't really talk to me, Mom. They never have. And besides, Dad already gave me the whole speech about settling down someday. You don't both need to tag-team me about it."
His mom shook her head, smiling softly. "I'm not giving you a speech, Jeff. I just don't want you selling yourself short. I know you think girls don't notice you, but you'd be surprised. Sometimes it's just about being open to it and letting them see who you are beyond the surface."
He gave a short laugh. "Yeah, because that's worked out so well for me so far."
Carla reached over and tapped the back of his hand. "You're too hard on yourself. I'm telling you, you've got a lot going for you, you're smart and kind, and pretty cute if I do say so. You don't think at least one girl at school has noticed?"
He shrugged, keeping his eyes stayed downcast. "If they have, they're doing a good job of hiding it."
Mom tilted her head, smiling at him. "Well, maybe you're not looking in the right places. What's your type, anyway? Blonde cheerleaders? The quiet brainy girls? Or are you one of those boys who secretly goes for older women?"
Jeff nearly choked on the sip of soda he'd just taken, coughing into his sleeve. "Mom! Come on. Older women? Yeah, maybe I'll just go find myself a professor when classes start. That'll solve everything." His ears burned as soon as he said it, and he shook his head. "See? This is why I don't talk about this stuff. It just sounds stupid."
Mom laughed, brushing it off with a wave of her hand. "You don't sound stupid. You're just being a smart aleck." She gave him a warmer smile. "But I'm serious, Jeff. Maybe when school starts, your sister could introduce you to someone. I'm sure she knows plenty of people. There's girls of all years on her team. I have to believe one of them would probably be more your speed than some high school girl."
He shifted, pretending to study the bottle cap. "Yeah... maybe."
Inside, though, he knew there wasn't a single girl on Stephanie's team he cared about. The only one he wanted was his big sister, and that was the problem.
He forced a smirk, glancing up. "Guess I'll keep my options open. You never know, right?"
Mom's face softened. "Exactly." She reached over and gave his arm a little squeeze before turning back toward the counter.
The moment passed, and the sound of the sliding door opening again drew their attention back as Frank and Stephanie came in from the deck.
Dinner came together without any more fuss. Dad brought in the platter of chicken from the grill while Mom finished setting the table. The four of them gathered around with plates passing between them, and simpler conversations carried through the meal. Dad jokingly bragged about his grilling skills and how moist the chicken was, while Mom teased him about over-seasoning it, and Stephanie chimed in with stories that made them all laugh.
Jeff kept his usual place in the mix, tossing in a sarcastic quip here and there, earning a couple of eye rolls from Stephanie and a soft chuckle from their mom. It felt comfortable and ordinary, and it was almost enough to forget about the knots that were tied up between all of them, just beneath the surface.
Afterward, they hung out together in the living room. Mom insisted on a card game, leading to Dad pretended to hate the idea before inevitably losing, and Stephanie stretched across the couch with her laughter filling the room. Jeff watched from his seat on the floor, legs crossed, and was careful to not let his eyes look too long when she leaned over the armrest to peek at his hand.
By the time the yawns started breaking the focus on the game, Mom declared it a night. The dishes were rinsed, lights dimmed, and everyone retreated to their spaces. Their parents headed to their room, Stephanie to hers, and Jeff up the stairs to the loft.
When Stephanie slipped into her room, she closed the door with a soft click. The muffled sounds of her parents still moving around in the master bedroom carried faintly through the wall, but otherwise the house had gone quiet.
She peeled off her top and shorts, tossing them onto the chair in the corner, then opened her dresser. Her hand hovered over the stack of folded underwear before she actually pulled the drawer all the way open.
The pause made her smile faintly to herself. She hadn't worn any since the boathouse earlier that day. She'd forgotten at first, in the aftermath of almost being caught. Then she got wrapped up in dinner and family time together, eventually deciding it wasn't worth going to put any back on afterward, considering how long she'd already gone without them. But standing there now, bare, the reminder struck her that her little brother still had them.
She slid the drawer closed, choosing to not bother with any, but her thoughts stayed fixed on the fact that somewhere in the loft above the living room, he had them. She imagined her brother holding them, maybe even keeping them close when he slept. The thought made her smirk faintly, though another image slipped in, drawn from stories about boys sniffing panties. The idea made her stomach flutter in a strange mix, part of her wrinkling her nose at how gross it sounded, while another part was curious if he'd do that. If he did, wouldn't it only prove how badly he wanted her, or how much he'd do just to have something that reminded him of her?
Putting on just her sleep shorts, she climbed into bed and pulled the blanket over her legs, unlocking her phone. She opened up the app on her phone and flipped through her reading options until the e-book she'd been working through lit up the screen, the same one she'd sent him a screenshot of a couple of nights ago. She tried to focus on the words, but they blurred after only a paragraph, and her attention kept slipping no matter how often she dragged her eyes back to the page.
Her thumb tapped at the corner of the screen as if it might help her focus, but all she could think about was him leaving the boathouse with his hand in the pocket he stuffed her panties into. The thought gnawed at her until she closed the book with a swipe and pulled up their texts instead.
She only hesitated for a second before typing the question outright.
Stephanie: So what'd you do with my panties?
She hit send, feeling her stomach tightening as she watched the message pop into the thread. Setting the phone down on her pillow, she rolled onto her side while she waited for the buzz of his reply.
It didn't take long before the phone vibrated against her hand, and when she picked it up, his response was simple, but more than she expected.
Jeff: Want me to show you?
A second later, a picture filled the screen, and her laugh slipped out before she could stop it. She quickly had to try and muffle it with her pillow. Her panties were draped over the rise of his cock, leaving the bare skin around them, making it clear that he wasn't wearing anything. His outline was unmistakable.
She rapidly started typing away once more.
Stephanie: Why are you so gross?
It was accompanied by a laughing emoji and another one covering its eyes.
With the message sent, she lay back, staring at the ceiling with her heart racing. The laugh was real, and so was the warmth crawling up her neck. All of it left her body tingling with a restless energy she couldn't shake.
Her phone buzzed again.
This time, there were no words, just a single devil face grinning back at her.
She pressed her lips together, shaking her head into the pillow. Still, she couldn't resist typing a response back to him.
Stephanie: I still don't understand how I could love a dirty little pervert like you.
She added the heart-eye emoji and hit send.
Barely a moment later, his reply lit the screen.
Jeff: Love you too, Sis.
A kissing emoji followed.
Her chest swelled, and she rolled onto her side, pulling the blanket tight around her. The giddiness she felt wouldn't let her stop smiling. The image of his last message looped in her mind as her eyes finally fluttered shut.
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Chapter 1
The cafeteria was loud and busy from being packed with students finishing lunch and fucking around before heading back to class. The air smelled faintly of overcooked vegetables and questionable meat. I sat across from Stacy, poking at the remains of a slice of pizza that tasted like a cardboard box, and had long since gone cold.
"So," she said, propping her chin on her hand, "you're really not doing anything this summer? Not even a part-time job?"
I shook my head. "Julie wants me to just have fun while I can, before college starts. Plus, I feel like I should help around the apartment while school's out. I feel like shit when she doesn't have to do everything on top of working for the both of us."
Stacy grinned. "You love your sister, but she's kind of a control freak."
"It's more me than her. But even if she were, she's earned it," I said. "She's been holding shit together since... well, you know."
Her expression softened for a second. "Yeah. I know."
The pause hung between us. I took a sip of my soda, trying to steer things back to lighter ground. "What about you? You doing anything this summer?"
"Not really. Mom's planned a big barbecue over the first official weekend of no school. You should come by. She's throwing it for graduation."
I smiled at that, though not for the reason she probably thought. I'd been to Stacy's house several times for things like movie nights or study sessions, and every time, I wanted to try and find some reason to get her mom to hang out and talk, but I never did.
I could still picture the first time I saw her leaning against the kitchen counter with a glass of wine in hand, and laughing at something I said. The sound had been the sweetest thing I could remember.
"Yeah?" I said, trying to sound casual. "Your mom's cool- for doing that, I mean. I might take you up on the invite."
Stacy rolled her eyes but smiled. "You say she's cool now, but if you're around long enough, she'll rope you into helping her move patio furniture or something."
"That's fine," I said, and I could feel the grin spreading, unable to fight it. "I don't mind helping out."
Of course she noticed my smile, she always did, but she always misread it, too. "Wow, you really must be bored if you're volunteering for chores."
I laughed and brushed it off. "Eh, I think I've just learned to help out where I can, since it's just me and Julie."
Out the cafeteria windows, the palm fronds scraped against a perfect blue sky. I knew that when I stepped outside, I'd almost be able to smell the salt in the air, even though the beach was miles away, unlike Stacy's house, which sat right on the beach. Summer felt close enough to touch, and so did the thought of seeing Stacy's mom again. Maybe I'd catch another one of those smiles that I liked to imagine was meant only for me.
Chapter 2
The last few weeks of school felt like a blur as graduation got closer. Me and my friends were counting down the days, trying our best to study but already mentally checked out. Finals came and went in a fog of caffeine and late nights, and before I knew it, I was walking out of my last exam, confident I'd passed every one of them. I may not be a straight A student, but the grades I carried were good enough for me, and good enough to get into the local university.
High school... Check - Done.
It felt like a massive accomplishment after losing my parents. I could still remember sitting in that counselor's office two years ago, hearing him tell me how hard it would be to stay on track after everything that happened with Mom and Dad. Julie never let me fall off though. She kept me moving forward, no matter what it took.
I don't know how she kept her shit together at 22, while managing to keep a roof over our heads and dealing with my anger issues at the time. And through it all, trying to process her own shit. I think that's probably what did it. We were always close, and after their accident, I couldn't let her feel like she failed, because I decided to fuck off. Not with how much she was giving up of her own life to keep us together.
I spent the next few days saying half-hearted goodbyes to people I barely knew, and promising to stay in touch even though most of us knew we wouldn't. By the time I packed up my locker, this stage of my life officially felt done.
Driving back toward the apartment in the car that used to be my mom's, I had the windows down and the music blasting, taking in the world that smelled like summer, filled with cut grass, exhaust, and a hint of the ocean in the distance. For the first time all year, I didn't have a deadline hanging over my head.
Julie was still at work when I got home, so I dumped my backpack in my room and crashed on the couch. The apartment was quiet, with just the faint breeze pushing through the balcony door. I should've been out with my friends, but instead I just sat there, realizing how good it felt to have no plans. I could catch up with them later.
That lasted maybe two hours before Stacy texted.
Stacy: You better be coming to the BBQ this weekend. My mom's been cleaning the patio since yesterday.
I wasted no time typing back.
Zack: Wouldn't miss it.
Chapter 3
By Saturday afternoon, the sun was brutal enough you could see the waves in the air above the asphalt. Stacy's neighborhood was a row of older coastal houses, well-kept but lived-in, with the front lawns trimmed and faded surfboards stacked inside garages where they were out of sight.
I parked a few houses down and walked up the driveway carrying a six-pack I'd swiped from Julie's fridge. The gate to the backyard was open, and I could already hear music and laughter coming from behind the house.
"Zack!" Stacy called when she spotted me. She was in a bright pink bikini top and denim shorts, holding a plate piled with chips. "You made it!"
"Like I said, wouldn't miss it," I replied, holding up the six-pack.
She rolled her eyes. "You know my mom's gonna act like she has to scold you for that, right? But she'll totally take one."
As if on cue, a woman's voice came from inside. "What am I taking?"
When Stacy stepped back, there she was. Mrs. Jacobs.
She wore a simple white cover-up over her white swimsuit and had sunglasses pushed up in her hair. Her skin had that sun-kissed glow that came from spending her weekends laying out in the sun, and she moved with this unhurried grace that made it hard not to watch her.
When our eyes met, she smiled. "Zack! It's so good to see you again, I'm glad you could make it."
"Wouldn't dare skip out," I said.
Her smile widened as she reached for the beer. "And she's right- I'll be taking all of these, thank you very much," she said, plucking them from my hand with a wink. "I really don't mind as long as you're all being responsible, but I'm not sure the other parents around here share the same opinion."
I laughed under my breath. "Fair enough."
"Good," she said, waving me inside. "Now come on, you can help me carry an ice chest out back."
"I told you," Stacy muttered with a grin, bumping me with her elbow before disappearing toward the pool.
I followed Mrs. Jacobs into the kitchen through the patio, trying not to stare at the way her cover-up swished from the swing of her hips or the way it clung to her when she bent to lift the cooler.
"I can get that," I said quickly, stepping in beside her.
"Such a gentleman," she teased, letting me take the handle. "Somebody raised you right."
"Guess so," I said, blushing. "Or at least tried, anyway."
The corner of her mouth curved as she studied me, just long enough to make my pulse skip. "Well, they did something right."
For a moment, the sound of the pool and people faded, replaced by my heartbeat. I wasn't sure if I imagined the extra beat she held my eyes for before turning away, but it was enough to make me feel every bit of the blood rushing to my groin.
The backyard was already filled with people. Music played from speakers spread around the yard, something poppy that everyone seemed to know. A few of our classmates splashed in the pool, others lounged in deck chairs with paper plates stacked high with pulled pork and baked beans from the catering trays lined up at the outdoor kitchen.
Mrs. Jacobs moved easily through it all, refilling drinks, laughing at something one of the boys said, and the sunlight catching in her blonde hair. I found Stacy sitting at the edge of the pool with her feet in the water, eating from a paper plate resting in her lap. I dropped down beside her, putting my feet into the water and feeling how warm it was.
"I can never get over how nice your setup is," I said, looking around. "Catered food, sound system, the beach right outside the backyard with a pool... I don't know how you guys pull this off."
She smirked. "Mom likes to go overboard. She always says "If I'm gonna host a party, I'm gonna do it right,'" she said in a mock voice that sounded nothing like her mom.
"I'll say. She must be doing pretty well for herself though."
Stacy shrugged, lowering her voice a little. "Yeah, well, the divorce helped with that. She got the house, which was already paid off, among other things. She got the better end of the deal, for sure."
"Oh." I took a sip from Stacy's cup, not sure what to say.
"Don't get me wrong, I think he owed it to her," Stacy added quickly. "He was gone all the time anyway. Business trips, 'late meetings.' You know how that goes."
I nodded. "Yeah. Julie never stops working, but I don't think she's taking any 'late meetings,'" I said, mimicking her air quotes. "I think she's scared if she slows down, everything'll fall apart."
She kicked at the water with one foot. "No offense, but your sister sounds like she needs a vacation."
"Try telling her that."
She just chuckled and bumped my shoulder with hers. The conversation drifted for a while, talking about classes we no longer had, mutual friends we probably wouldn't see, and summer plans to look forward to. Every now and then, I caught Mrs. Jacobs in my peripheral vision refilling chips, or tossing napkins into the trash. I wasn't trying to stare, but I couldn't help noticing the little details of her ridiculous body.
"She's pretty great, huh?" Stacy said suddenly, as if reading my thoughts.
My heart jumped. "What?"
"My mom," she said, glancing at her. "She's kind of the neighborhood favorite. Everyone ends up at our place when the weather's nice."
"Oh," I said, forcing a grin. "Yeah. She's... cool."
Stacy looked at me for a second, her smile half teasing. "It's alright, everyone checks her out. She's the type who likes the attention and I've gotten used to it. You, on the other hand, already have someone to look at."
"Shut up," I said, bumping her shoulder back.
She laughed again, reaching down to splash water at me. I tried to laugh too, but my mind was already back on her mom. Someone had turned the music up, and a group of guys were taking turns trying to make the biggest splashes off the diving board, while others tried to float around with drinks balanced on inflatable trays.
Stacy kicked her legs in the water for a moment, then setting her plate aside, she pushed off the edge and slid in. "Come on," she said, brushing the wet hair from her face. "I'm tired of just watching everyone."
Peeling my shirt over my head, I tossed it toward a chair and dropped in after her. The water was warm near the surface. Stacy kicked back and floated for a second, her eyes closed toward the sun. She definitely got her chest from her mom.
"This is perfect," she said. "I swear, Mom does know how to throw the best parties."
She wasn't wrong. Mrs. Jacobs was standing near the grill talking with one of the dads from the neighborhood, with a spatula in one hand and a flirty smile on her face. Every so often she'd turn toward the pool, waving off compliments or handing out another plate of food. She looked completely in her element.
I drifted to where Stacy had floated to, treading water in the deep end. A couple of kids were splashing in the shallow end, trying to dunk each other, while music pulsed lightly through it all, something that everyone half knew the words to.
Stacy swam a lazy circle around me. "You thinking about heading to the beach later? A few of us are talking about going there after this."
"Maybe," I said. "Depends if Julie needs me to do anything."
"She's not gonna keep you on lockdown all summer, is she?"
"Nah, not even worried about that." I smiled. "Besides, she'll prolly want a break from me before long."
Stacy laughed. "You're not that bad."
"Easy to say when you don't have to deal with my shit every day," I said, and she splashed a small wave in my direction.
We drifted near the corner where a couple of kids were climbing out, dripping and laughing as they ran for towels. Mrs. Jacobs crossed back through the clusters of guests carrying a tray of watermelon wedges. She offered them around before putting the rest on a table near us. The tie of her cover-up had started to come loose, letting it slip from one shoulder. Her swimsuit was already visible through the mesh material, but something about the way it sat, just felt like a tease. When she glanced toward the pool and saw me watching, her smile returned with a wink.
Stacy nudged me with her knee. "You good?"
"Huh- Yeah," I said, blinking out of it. "Just a little sun in my eyes is all."
"Sure," she said, teasing but was immediately distracted as someone called her name from across the yard.
She kicked away, swimming to meet a group that had started tossing a foam football back and forth. I stayed where I was, trying to watch them, but mostly listening to the sound of Mrs. Jacobs' laughter cutting through the music.
Chapter 4
A while later, the crowd began to thin. The few parents that were there drifted toward the shade with paper plates, and most of the kids were drying off, or eating sweets. Mrs. Jacobs weaved through the yard exchanging pleasantries, while collecting empty cups and half-eaten food. It didn't matter what she did, to me, she always looked sexy.
I climbed out of the pool and grabbed a towel from a stack near the steps. When I saw her balancing a tray full of trash, I walked over, looking for any excuse to talk to her.
"Need a hand?" I asked.
She looked up, surprised but smiling. "Aw, that's alright honey, you don't have to do that."
"I know," I said, taking the tray anyway. "But I'm trying to make a good impression. I heard you're known for putting guests to work."
Her laugh was light and genuine. "Is that what Stacy's been telling people?"
"She might've said something," I said, following her toward the outdoor sink.
"Well, I suppose she's not wrong," she teased. "You could say I got used to having a man around, so now I like people who pitch in."
We started tossing paper plates and empty soda cans into a trash bag. The shade from the patio awning was a relief after the glare of the pool.
"You've been busy," I said. "You ever actually sit down during these things?"
"No, not really my style," she said, wiping her hands on a napkin. "I like seeing everyone have a good time. And for whatever reason, it all makes the cleanup worth it."
"Well, there's no doubt it looks like it makes you the popular mom of the neighborhood," I nodded
"Meh. More popular with some, than others," she said, glancing toward a group of women standing across the yard. Then she looked at the pool where Stacy was now perched on a float, shouting instructions at a few others. "She does like telling others what to do, doesn't she."
"From the sounds of it, it seems like she gets that from you," I said before realizing how that sounded. "I mean- you asking people to pitch in."
Mrs. Jacobs glanced toward me. "Nice save."
"I tried," I paused, watching her breasts jiggle as she gathered more trash. "I was telling Stacy earlier, you really do have a good setup here. Your backyard could be in a magazine or something."
"That's sweet," she said. "But I think that's just the coast doing the heavy lifting."
"Maybe," I said. "But, it's pretty obvious you put in the work too."
That earned a small look. She set the last stack of plates aside and reached for a new napkin from nearby, wiping off her hands.
"Well, if you're going to stick around to take advantage of the 'good setup here', I may have to put you to work," she said lightly. "Compliments here don't get you much more than another chore."
"Worth it," I said, smiling before I could stop myself.
For a moment, her eyes lingered on me. Then she shook her head with a smirk, then turned toward the cooler. "In that case, be a gentleman and help me carry this one inside. Maybe you can earn a compliment of your own, while you're at it."
"Yes, ma'am," I said, grabbing the other handle.
She arched a brow at that. "Uh-uh, no calling me ma'am. That just cost you a few points."
I grinned, tightening my grip on the cooler. "Guess I'll have to earn them back."
"Hmm," she hummed, leading the way through the sliding glass door.
The sudden drop in temperature hit like a wave from the air-conditioning as we walked to the kitchen and set the cooler down beside the counter. She crouched to open it, and when she did her cover-up started to come loose from around her shoulders again. I turned away just long enough to try and make sure it wasn't completely obvious I was staring at her.
"Do you mind grabbing a case of water from the pantry?" she asked. "I need to get some more out there, before you kids drain the last of what's to drink."
"Sure thing." I crossed to the narrow door off the kitchen to grab a large case of bottles. When I turned, she was knelt down, dumping more ice into the cooler. Her squatted position caused the mesh of her wrap to pull taut against her, and I couldn't help noticing where the bathing suit beneath ended, and the soft looking skin of her ass started.
"Here you go," I said, pulling myself together long enough to set the bottles on the counter. "You've got this party thing down to a science."
She gave a bit of a shrug. "After years of throwing them, you learn what works."
"Guess that must be what keeps everyone coming back."
Her eyes turned to me for only a moment, and it looked like there was a trace of amusement in them. "You're not bad at this, you know."
"At what?"
"The small talk."
"I'm of the belief that small talk's underrated," I said, trying to sound mature. "Sometimes it's the easiest way to say what you actually mean."
She tilted her head, studying me for a second longer, but she still had that amused look. "And what is it you actually mean, Zack?"
I shrugged, trying to sound as calm as possible. "That it's nice talking to you. That's all."
Her smile looked like it started to falter a touch. "Well... it's nice talking to you too."
Outside, a cheer went up from the pool. "I should probably check on whatever that was before someone floods the yard," she said.
"Want me to bring the water out?"
"Please." She lifted the lid back onto the cooler, before brushing a strand of hair behind her ear and grabbing the handle. "And Zack, while I appreciate you trying to show some courtesy, remember, don't call me ma'am again unless you're trying to make me feel ancient."
I smiled. "Noted."
She started for the patio, glancing back over her shoulder. "Good. I'd hate to have to deduct more points, when you've been doing so well."
I followed her out, watching her ass move side to side, still carrying the bottles, and wondering exactly how far I could push my luck without losing more points.
As the afternoon stretched into early evening, the energy around the pool began to wind down. The music had been turned down, and there was more conversation than laughter. A few of the older guests had already gathered their stuff, waving their goodbyes as the sun dipped lower over the palm trees.


Mrs. Jacobs moved about, talking with who was left with her usual comfort, thanking people for coming. I found myself stealing looks when nobody was talking to me to notice.
Stacy and I ended up sitting on the edge of the pool again, with our legs in the water. The ripples sparkled, and she leaned back on her hands, a small smile on her face.
"Not bad for the official start of summer," she said.
"Yeah," I agreed. "Pretty much perfect."
She turned her head toward me, squinting slightly in the light. "You looked like you were having fun helping Mom earlier. Should I be jealous?"
I laughed. "Pretty sure she was just being polite."
"Uh-huh," she said, drawing out the sound. "You do realize you didn't say you weren't interested right? And for the record, she just likes having cute guys around to lift heavy stuff."
"Yeah, obviously, I mean, she's your mom, so... of course there's no reason to be jealous. But yeah, she left out the cute part, but she did mention taking advantage of having guys around to help with stuff."
"Hmm..." She nudged me with her knee. "She knows how to flirt to get what she wants." Her tone sounded like it had a hint of jealousy she'd been trying to joke about, like she was trying to tell me this was just her mom's way of talking to guys. Her toes brushed mine under the surface casually.
"So, you gonna hang around after everyone leaves, or what?" she asked, still focusing on the pool.
I hesitated, trying to read whether she was teasing or hinting. "I should probably get going. My sister'll be home from work soon, and I'd planned to make her something for dinner. She had to go in to help with a project, or some shit."
"Too bad." She gave a small, mock pout, then smiled again. "Next time, don't leave so early."
"I'll see what I can do."
By the time I stood, Mrs. Jacobs was saying goodbye to the last of the neighbors near the gate. The yard looked different now, with abandoned floats drifting around, and the smell of sunscreen fading into the evening air. I grabbed my shirt, getting ready to leave.
"Heading out?" she asked when I reached the patio.
"Yeah," I said. "Thanks for having me. The food was awesome."
"I'll tell the caterer you said so," she replied with a smile, then added, "It was nice seeing you, Zack. You're welcome anytime. In fact, I could use someone to mow the lawn out front," she laughed, but I wasn't certain if she was kidding or not
"Just let me know if you ever actually want me to," I offered, trying to sound casual.
Her smile didn't budge, and there was something in her eyes that was unreadable but kind. "Good. Then I'll expect to see you again."
Stacy came over from somewhere behind her, wrapping a towel around her waist. "Text me later and let me know if you decide you want to meet us at the beach," she said, giving me a tight hug.
"Will do."
I gave them both a small wave and headed toward the street. As I reached my car, I glanced back at their house once more, and I could picture Mrs. Jacobs on the patio, hands on her hips, surveying the last of the cleanup. I smiled to myself as I climbed into the seat, and I couldn't tell whether I was thinking more about the feel of Stacy's tits pressed against me in her bikini when she hugged me, or her mother's smiles and a wink, from earlier.
Chapter 5
By the time Julie got home, the apartment smelled of spices and herbs from chicken I was cooking in the air fryer.
Julie was still in her work clothes of black slacks and a white blouse, as she dropped her keys on the counter. Her hair was pulled into a loose bun that looked like it'd mostly given up on its job, by the end of the day.
"You cooked?" she asked, sounding surprised and thankful.
I shrugged, stirring the sauce. "Figured you'd be hungry when you got home after having to work on a Saturday. Since we had that chicken in the fridge, and I didn't want to waste it..."
"Look at you, being a responsible adult already," she said with a grin, leaning over the pot. "Smells good, too."
"Whatever. It's not like I haven't been cooking for how long now? I like to think I'm getting the whole cooking thing down."
"Well, a woman will always appreciate a man that can," she smiled and poured herself a glass of tea from the fridge. She took a long sip before settling into one of the barstools. "So, how was the big party?"
"It was good," I said. "Hot as hell out today, but fun."
"Did her mom hang out, or was it just you kids?"
That question caught me off guard for a half-second. "Uh, yeah. She was hosting, so... she was around, along with some other adults."
Julie smirked, reading my tone the way only a sister could. "She's really sweet. I met her once at that school thing I went to earlier this year. I remember thinking she looked too young to have a daughter Stacy's age."
"Yeah?" I asked, keeping my eyes on the sauce. "I guess I haven't paid attention. No idea how old she is."
Julie rested her chin on her hand. "So why're you blushing?"
"I'm not."
"You totally are," she teased. "What, do you have a thing for her cute daughter or something?"
"Please, it's Stacy! We're just friends," I exclaimed trying to get her to let the whole thing go.
Julie laughed, shaking her head. "You're hopeless. But hey, at least you're getting out again. You've been holed up studying for months."
"Well we know I'm not the best student by default," I said. "Feels weird, having nothing to worry about for a while."
"You deserve it," she said softly. "You've worked your ass off the last couple of years. Mom and Dad would be proud."
That stopped me for a second. I looked down at the sauce simmering, the small hiss of the stove filling the pause. "Yeah. I hope so."
Julie stood, coming over to give me a hug before grabbing plates. "They would. Trust me."
We ate on the couch, the TV murmuring in the background. She told me about a project that had her working today and why it was running late, then that was followed by the usual office politics. When she was done, I told her about the party, people dunking each other in the pool and the football that nearly took out a tray of food. She humored me through most of it, shaking her head, but I'm pretty sure she cared as much about that as I did her work stuff. Still, we listened, because it mattered to each other.
When we were done, I started rinsing dishes, and she leaned back, watching from where she sat. "You really have grown up quick, you know that? I'm sorry you had to."
"Don't get sentimental," I said, drying my hands. "You'll ruin my image, and it's not like you didn't miss out on shit too."
"I'd make the same choice every time. And as for your alleged image, too late. I already brag about you to everyone at work."
I smiled, finishing wiping down the stove. "I'm only nice, so you don't kick me outta the apartment."
"Good plan on your part," she said, stifling a yawn. "I'm calling it an early night. Congrats again on graduating. You've got a whole summer ahead of you, before college officially starts. Enjoy it."
As she disappeared down the hall, the apartment fell into a hush. I leaned on the counter, staring out the window. I never had a problem with the quiet, but my mind wasn't quiet at all.
Every time I blinked, I was picturing Mrs. Jacobs' smile, putting her sunglass up to wink at me. I flipped off the kitchen light, and drifted to my room with that restless energy that every guy knows.
My computer screen lit the space in pale blue as I sunk into the chair. Pulling my phone out of my pocket to set it on the desk, I saw the notification that I had a new message.
Stacy: We're at the beach!! Come on, everyone's here. The water's perfect.
A photo followed of a group shot of her and a few of our friends posing, and the waves breaking behind them. She was still in her pink bikini top, and her hair was damp and curling around her shoulders.
Stacy: You better not bail.
I stared at the screen for a few seconds before typing back:
Me: Looks fun. Think I'm calling it early though.
Three dots appeared.
Stacy: Lame. Night then.
Me: Night.
I set the phone face down beside the keyboard, but the image of her mom at the party with her wrap slipping off, baring her shoulder, wouldn't leave my head. Then back to that smile she had. The way she'd said, You're doing pretty well, like she was flirting with me.
My cursor hovered in the search bar. I hesitated for a moment, half-aware of what I was doing, then typed mature women beach before erasing it. A few seconds later, I replaced it with MILF swimsuit, and hit enter.
Going to videos, thumbnails filled the screen with tan skin, soft curves, and smiles that looked nothing like Mrs. Jacobs in the afternoon light. I leaned back, scrolling slowly, checking out the various options. It didn't take long before I added porn to the end of my search and went to the videos.
Somewhere down the hall, Julie's bathroom door creaked faintly. I froze for a second, realizing how fast my heart was beating, then let out a slow breath and turned back to the screen. I kept scrolling, barely seeing the images, until one thumbnail made my hand freeze on the mouse. The woman on the screen looked enough like Mrs. Jacobs it would serve my purpose for the moment. She had the same sun-bleached hair, and a similar figure. She was by a pool, in a white, almost see-through, bikini with the sun behind her. Even her sunglasses were perched on her head, the way Mrs. Jacobs had done earlier.
It wasn't exactly what she'd worn today since Mrs. Jacobs had a simple one-piece, but the difference was close enough to let my imagination fill in the gaps. My mouth felt dry as I clicked play, slipping my headphones on so Julie wouldn't hear a thing through the wall.
The video started with the woman stepping out of the pool, in slow motion with water coming down her body in sheets, and her skin catching the light. She glanced back at the camera, with a teasing look on her lips, licking them. My pulse thudded hard enough I could feel it everywhere.
I shifted in my chair, so I could slide my shorts off, and took another quick look toward the door to double check it was closed all the way. My hand wrapped around my already half-hard dick, and I kept my eyes glued to the screen.
The woman bent at the pool's edge, and for a second, all I could see was the smooth lines of Mrs. Jacobs back, the soft curve of her hips. I thought of the way her cover-up had stretched against her ass, and how I'd tried not to stare when she bent over the cooler.
On screen, the woman turned, reaching for her bikini top. She untied it with practiced fingers, letting it fall away. Her breasts were full and lightly tanned, with rosy nipples that were already stiff. I swallowed, imagining what Mrs. Jacobs's nipples would look like. If they'd be pink and a bit large like this lady's, or darker, or maybe almost the same color as the rest of her skin. I wondered how they'd feel against my tongue, and whether she'd be more likely to arch her back up to me, or pull me closer.
I squeezed myself tighter, circling my thumb over the head.
The woman in the video slid her bottoms down her hips, wiggling them over her thighs before letting them drop. She knelt by the pool, spreading her knees, inviting me to check out her pussy. Did Mrs. Jacobs keep herself shaved clean like this, or would she have a soft patch of blonde, neat and trimmed? Would the patch even be blonde, for that matter? What would she taste like, the pool or something sweeter? My mind spun with all the things I didn't know, yet all the details I couldn't stop imagining.
On the video, the woman touched herself in teasing circles lower and lower. I stroked myself in time, imagining Mrs. Jacobs's voice in my ear, flirting back, while she looked at my body appreciatively.
I let the sound of her imagined voice fill my head, feeling the tension in my groin build, as I chased the memory of her smile, and the fantasy that maybe, just maybe, she was thinking about me, too.
The woman on the video was moaning now from plunging her fingers between in and out of her pussy. My hand moved faster, matching her rhythm, but my mind was imagining it was Mrs. Jacobs sprawled out beside the pool. I recalled her skin flushed from the sun, visualizing her keeping her eyes locked on mine as she whispered my name.
I was starting to get close, so I leaned forward in my chair, allowing me to tug my shirt up with one hand so I wouldn't mess it up - something I'd learned the hard way when I had to come up with a story of what I'd split when my mom went to do my laundry once. My stomach clenched as I gave in to the fantasy of Mrs. Jacobs reaching for me, pulling me close, and raking her nails down my back.
It only took another few strokes before I was cumming hard, grunting as I shot across my stomach. For a second, all I could see behind my eyelids was her licking her lips and winking at me.
I leaned back, letting the aftershocks fade. My dick was hypersensitive, and the air in my room was quickly cooking the mess I'd made. I grabbed a tissue from my desk, doing a quick job of cleaning up and pulling my shirt back down. Tissues do a horrible job at cleaning up this type of mess, I thought to myself.
For a while, I just sat there, staring at the video as the woman continued, feeling my erection not wanting to fully say goodnight yet.
I'd never really been into older women before. Never even looked at one that way, until her. Now, I couldn't get her out of my head. Girls my age seemed... unfinished somehow. Like they were still developing and figuring out who they were, still playing at being adults. Mrs. Jacobs was different. She made me feel things I hadn't known I could want. Attention that wasn't handed out for free, like most girls my age did with me. Her femininity made everything else seem like an imitation. I couldn't help wondering if I'd ever be satisfied with anything less.
Eventually, I cleaned up everything and shut down my computer. I killed the lights and moved across my room, peeling off my shirt and dropping it into the laundry, along with the shorts I'd kicked off when I stood up. The sheets were cool as I climbed into bed, and for the first time in hours, my mind could finally rest a bit.
Going to plug my phone in, I noticed I had two new messages from Stacy.
The first was a selfie with her hair wet, lit up by the flash and her little grin.
Stacy: You better at least come by the house tomorrow, since you blew me off tonight.
Before I could answer, I saw a video downloading. I hit play and watched as she turned the camera on herself at the beach in her bikini, laughing and striking a silly pose. She shimmied her hips, then leaned in close, blowing a kiss straight to the lens before the clip ended with a dramatic wink.
I couldn't help but smile, shaking my head at her persistence and the sudden rush. For a moment, I just stared at the phone, torn between Stacy's constant flirtations and the motivating idea of seeing her mom again. Stacy was a beautiful girl, but only really considered her a friend because she seemed like the type that was pretty enough to want to settle down with a boyfriend. And now top it off with the fact that these days, it just didn't feel the same.
I typed back.
Me: Alright, alright. I'll come by. I promise.
The phone vibrated again with a string of emojis and another quick "night!", before she finally stopped.
Chapter 6
Sunday morning came and I'd slept later than I meant to, but I grabbed a quick shower, and threw on a fresh T-shirt and shorts before heading out. The drive to Stacy's place was jammed with summer traffic headed toward the beach, making the drive feel so much longer than it actually was. When I finally started to walk up to the front door, I heard Mrs. Jacobs's voice from the back yard. Checking if the gate was open, I headed over to test the latch. Laughter drifted out, as I got closer.
Finding it unlocked, I let myself in through the side, calling out, "Hey, it's me!"
"Back here!" came Mrs. Jacobs's voice from the yard.
She was standing at the outdoor counter in a light blue sundress wearing her sunglasses, and had hair pulled up into a loose bun that left a few strands brushing her neck. A glass of orange juice rested near her hand, with condensation sliding down the side. She smiled when she saw me.
"Morning, Zack. Long time, no see."
"I'm pretty sure Stacy was gonna kill me, if I skipped out on her twice," I said.
"Oh, so you stood her up once already?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. She didn't give me a chance to explain before she moved on. "We were just about to snack a little. Stacy's inside grabbing plates- make yourself comfortable."
I glanced toward the open sliding door. "Can I help with anything?"
"Hm... Yes! You can, actually. Think you can carry the pitcher of juice out? Stacy's inside getting some fruit, so I'd appreciate it."
I chuckled. "Yeah, I've seen her coordination."
Mrs. Jacobs's smile deepened as I stepped closer on my way by to head in and grab the pitcher. Up close, she smelled faintly of coconut and something floral. The sunlight hit her hair, turning the edges to gold, and I caught myself staring again before looking away.
Like mother like daughter, she noticed. "You okay?"
"Yeah," I said quickly. "Just... bright out."
"Mm-hmm," she said, but she didn't sound like she was buying it. "Do you need some sunscreen?"
"I think I'm ok for the moment, but I'll grab some if I end up by the pool."
"Well, it's on the table over there if you decide to," she said, nodding to her side.
Stacy appeared in the doorway then, barefoot and wearing unbuttoned cutoff shorts over her bikini. "Zack! You're here." She set a stack of fruits in containers on the table and grinned.
"Yup, I was just headed in to get a pitcher of juice, I guess," I said.
Mrs. Jacobs lifted an eyebrow as she tapped her glass with a manicured nail, as if she were signaling that she was still waiting.
They traded a look with Stacy rolling her eyes, but her mom pretended to not notice. And for a moment I just stood there, taking in the easy back-and-forth between them. It was strange how much they looked like each other. Finally pulling myself together, I headed inside to do as I was asked.
Mrs. Jacobs gestured toward a chair. "Sit. Eat. Relax. Grab a little fruit."
I dropped into a bench seat, grabbing a plate of cut melon and berries. Stacy plopped down next to me, close enough that her damp hair left a faint cool on my arm when she'd turn her head quickly. I tried to act casual, grabbing a piece of cantaloupe, but I kept getting distracted between Stacy's leg pressing lightly against mine, her bright, teasing smile, and the sound of her mom's voice coming from the kitchen, where she'd disappeared to. Every time Mrs. Jacobs moved past the doorway, my ears followed her sounds.
Stacy nudged me. "Earth to Zack! You always space out this much, when schools out?"
I forced a grin. "Maybe it's the company."
She rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. "Come on. Let's swim."
We tossed our towels aside and slipped into the pool. The water felt cool, with the day already warming up quickly. It felt good to move, and I chased Stacy back and forth as she splashed me, while only half trying to get away.
Having caught her and the game seemingly having come to an end, Stacy kicked away, floating on her back. "You know," she said, squinting over at me, "if you wanted to get this close, you could've just said so."


"Who said I was trying to get close? I was just trying to get you to stop splashing me."
She scoffed, before splashing more water at me. "Uh-huh. Well, if you want me to stop splashing you, could you do me a favor and grab my sunglasses? I left them on the chair by the side door."
"Sure," I said, pushing up out of the pool. Water slid down my skin as I crossed the patio. I snagged her sunglasses, but as I turned to head back, something in the corner of my eye caught my attention - a flicker of movement inside the master bedroom window.
I looked without thinking, thanks to my hormones getting the better of me. The white curtains were only half drawn. I swear I could feel my jaw hit the ground when I saw Mrs. Jacobs, standing in the middle of the room turned sideways to me. Her sundress was already down to her waist, leaving her bare tits hanging as she bent over facing directly at me. I realized in a flash, it didn't look like she was wearing anything underneath as she lowered the dress halfway down her hips.
My heart slammed against my ribs and I froze. I knew I should back away and pretend I hadn't seen anything. But I couldn't. Before I could move, Mrs. Jacobs looked up. Her eyes met mine through the glass, surprise crossing her face for a heartbeat, then followed by what looked like a smirk more than anything else.
She didn't rush to cover herself, only pulled the dress back up to hang at her waist, as she stepped closer to the window. I couldn't look away. She used one arm and hand to partially cover breasts, but there was no denying how full they were. They looked bigger than I'd realized in her clothes, or swimsuit yesterday, and what she was doing, barely did anything to hide their natural shape. It was captivating as they jiggled with her movements. The skin was golden, sun-kissed and smooth, with not even the slightest tan lines anywhere.
She may have them covered now, but I'd seen them clear enough to have noticed the contrast of her nipples, which were much smaller than the woman I'd watched online. They looked firm, and darker than the skin around them. It was like I had x-ray vision and could still see them through her arm.
She paused at the curtain, eyes still on me. The smirking look never left her face, and then she raised a finger in mock warning, wagging it once. With no urgency, she pulled the curtain closed.
I blinked, still rooted in place, even though the show was over.
"Zack!" Stacy's voice called from the pool. "Did you find them?"
"Yeah, coming!" My voice cracked a little, but I managed to sound almost normal.
I jogged back, tossing the sunglasses to her and diving in after. The shock of the cool pool helped with the flush burning my cheeks and the sudden hardon I was trying to will away. I kept to the deep end, treading in that awkward half doubled way listening to Stacy chatter as she pulled herself up onto a giant float.
"Come on," she called. "You can't hide over there all day."
I shrugged, feigning indifference, letting the water lap up around my chest. "I'm enjoying the water."
She rolled her eyes. "You're acting weird."
I almost laughed. If only she knew.
The sliding glass door opened, and any progress on getting my erection to go away, was lost. Mrs. Jacobs stepped out, sunglasses back on, a wide-brimmed hat in one hand, and a bright red bikini that made it clear she could outshine any of the girls I'd gone to school with, without even trying. She moved with the same confidence as always, and I had to bite the inside of my cheek to keep from staring too openly.
She reached for another float that'd been laying in the grass, and tossed it onto the water before sliding gracefully on top of it. She settled onto the float, stretching her legs out.
"You two don't mind if I join you, do you?" she called.
Stacy, was already paddling, turning her float in circles, and answered without even looking. "Nah, it's fine. I'm just sunning at this point, since he's gonna just float around over there."
Mrs. Jacobs's eyes found me, and gave me a devilish look. "Well, we can't have that. You alright there, Zack?"
"Yeah," I managed, forcing a smile. "Just cooling off."
She adjusted her sunglasses, looking like she was trying not to laugh, from no doubt knowing what my problem was, and let her head fall back against the float.
"Well, it's a good day to work on my tan." Her voice was relaxed, but there was something playful under the surface.
I stayed where I was, now gripping the cool edge of the pool, so that the water hid most of me. My heart still hadn't slowed, and every time I risked a glance over, Mrs. Jacobs seemed to be perfectly at ease, stretched out, in the late morning sun. I caught myself staring too long and forced myself to look away, only to find Stacy maneuvering her float over to bump gently into my side.
She pushed her sunglasses up her nose. "You're really out of it today. Are you sure you're not hungover or something?"
I shook my head. "No, just... tired. Didn't sleep great."
"Well, we should do something fun while you're here. You hanging around for the day? There's supposed to be a meteor shower or something tonight."
"Maybe. Depends if Julie needs me for anything."
She rolled her eyes. "You always say that."
I shrugged, trying to ignore Mrs. Jacobs adjusting her position on the float. Her red bikini caught my eye, and I couldn't help but look, even if it was for only a second. Every time Stacy looked away or closed her eyes, I stole quick glances at the delicate arch of her mother's foot, or even the way her hair curled at her neck. But the smoothness of her stomach as she reached for her water bottle... Fuck me.
Stacy nudged at me. "You should stick around, Zack. Seriously."
I blinked, startled. "Yeah, as long as nothing comes up, I guess I'm down."
She narrowed her eyes, then shook her head. "You're hopeless. I'd call you a momma's boy, but Julie's not your mom."
Across the pool, Mrs. Jacobs peeked over the top of her sunglasses, catching me looking again. Her lips curved in this torturous amused, secret smile before she turned her attention to the sky, acting as if she hadn't caught me checking her out.
Stacy paddled her float toward the shallow end, and jumped off. "Back in a sec. I need to pee," she announced, and hopped out, leaving a trail of wet footprints and dripping water as she darted toward the house.
As soon as the sliding door closed behind her, the backyard seemed awkward. I tried to look relaxed, gripping the pool's edge as I drifted closer to Mrs. Jacobs.
She lifted her sunglasses to rest on her head, immediately finding mine. "You know," she said, her voice light but unmistakably direct, "I always assumed you were a polite boy, Zack."
My heart jumped. "Uh... I try to be?"
She smiled, all warmth and mischief. "Then why was I surprised to find you outside my window?"
I felt my ears go hot. "I- I'm really sorry. Stacy asked me to get her sunglasses, and I was just- uh... passing by. I didn't mean to-"
She waved a hand. "Uh-huh, and I'm supposed to believe that?" Her voice sounded more playful than scolding. "But even if it's true, most people would've at least looked away, if it actually was an accident. You didn't."
I dropped into the water up to my nose, trying to hide the rush of color in my face. "Yeah, well... I didn't exactly plan it. I was just... surprised," I said, coming back up to talk.
She tilted her head, studying me. "You seemed pretty stunned, all right."
I tried to laugh it off. "Yeah, well... That's not exactly something you see every day." I hesitated. "Sorry, Mrs. Jacobs."
She raised an eyebrow. "I think we're past that by now, don't you? Call me Liz."
I swallowed, meeting her eyes. "Liz," I repeated, and if felt weird, but somehow electric on my tongue.
She never seemed shy in the least. "See? Not so hard." She stretched a little on her float, letting her legs dangle into the water, over the sides. "You know, Zack, I know a lot of people look. I don't usually catch them staring that outright though."
I managed a crooked smile. "Guess I need to work on my subtlety."
She laughed at my response. "Or maybe you just need to stop pretending you're not curious."
I opened my mouth, but whatever I was about to say evaporated as the sliding door rattled, with Stacy reappearing, and bounding back toward the pool. Liz slipped her sunglasses back on, her expression having gone to something perfectly innocent.
"Did I miss anything?" Stacy called, dropping into the water with a splash.
"Nope," Liz answered, glancing my way just long enough to make my pulse skip. "Just telling Zack he owes me a mowed lawn for getting to enjoy the pleasantries around here," she replied, so smoothly it was as if it was something we'd actually discussed.
I tried to act casual, but inside, everything felt different. Like I'd just crossed some invisible line, and neither of us seemed in a hurry to go back.
"That's not fair!" Stacy exclaimed. "He's my guest and shouldn't have to do chores because I invited him over."
I cut in before she could work up more outrage. "It's fine, honestly, I don't mind. Whenever you need help with the yard or anything, just let me know. I can come by anytime."
Liz gave a low, musical chuckle from her float, not bothering to look over. "Best watch yourself, Zack. Offer that too freely and you'll end up being the handyman around here."
Stacy groaned, splashing water at both of us. "Mom, you can't make my friends do random crap around the house, just because he actually knows how to fix stuff. Just because he unclogged our sink for me once, doesn't make him our handyman."
Liz gave a small, approving hum, still facing the sun. "Well, wasn't that just helpful of you?" she chided.
I shrugged, pretending to be modest, but feeling her approval burn in my chest. "Really, it's no big deal. It's nice to feel useful sometimes."
"Ugh, whatever," Stacy said sounding somewhat irritated. "Well, at least you can hang out after you do whatever she needs."
I watched Liz smile, but her eyes were hidden behind her sunglasses. "Maybe I'll whip up something tasty for you. If you do a good enough job."
I grinned at the thought of doing whatever it took to make her think it was a good enough job. The conversation moved on, but every once in a while, when I glanced over, Liz would shift her on float, just happening to stick her butt a little higher, now that she was laying on her stomach. Her face never hinted at anything - she was a picture of contentment. But I could never quite shake the sense that she was aware of every glance, from me.
Chapter 7
I hung around their house for the day, staying for dinner, and eventually the sun set. By the time we walked out onto the beach, there was barely anyone around, except for some people hanging out and laughing around a bonfire farther down the shore.
Stacy and I walked along the edge of the water, carrying our shoes in hand. She let out a long, satisfied sigh and plopped down, folding her knees to her chest. I dropped next to her, the breeze finally starting to feel a little cooler.
"It's weird, huh?" she said quietly, picking at a loose thread on her shorts. "Now that school's done, it feels like everything's about to change, but nothing really has yet."
I nodded, glancing out at the dark water. "Yeah. Feels like there should be a plan for what comes next, but all I want to do is just... sit here for a while."
She leaned into my shoulder. "You know we can. It's summer. We're allowed to just be idiots for a bit."
I smiled. "I may not be the best at school, I'm pretty good at that."
She laughed, laying her head on my shoulder. "God, you are. Seriously, though- I'm glad you're here. It wouldn't be the same if you bailed on me today, after last night too."
For a second, the only sound was the rush of the surf.
"Thanks for dragging me out," I said, laying my head on hers.
"Somebody's gotta make you do stuff."
I wanted to laugh it off, but I felt the honesty behind her words. For all her teasing and flirting, Stacy always seemed to know when I needed a nudge, or a reminder that I had a life. We sat in silence, letting the sound of waves take over. Back where the group was gathered, someone let out a cheer as a new log was tossed onto the bonfire, throwing sparks into the night above.
After a while, Stacy nudged me. "You ever think about just... leaving? Like, getting in the car and just driving until you hit somewhere new?"
I considered it. "Sometimes. But I always end up picturing home, and then I think about everything Julie did to make sure I didn't end up in some home. There's no way I could ever just disappear on her like that."
She nodded, hugging her knees tighter. "Yeah, of course. But in theory it sounds good."
Hearing another burst of laughter and whoops down the beach, Stacy leaned around me to look over at them. "Want to go see what's going on? Bet they'll let us crash their party if we bring some charm."
I grinned. "You mean if you flash some skin."
She wagged her eyebrows and stood, brushing sand from her legs. "That's exactly what I said. Come on, stick with me, and I'll get us in."
We made our way down the beach and as we got closer, the bonfire crowd came into focus in a mix of sunburned faces and baggy clothes. They had music thumping from a Bluetooth speaker, wedged onto a log, that some of them were using as a bench. The firelight threw shadows across the sand, while everyone talked over each other, passing snacks and bottles around.
One of the guys spotted us. "Hey, fresh faces!" He waved us over. "You two lost, or just looking for trouble?"
Stacy grinned, unbothered. "We heard there was a party. Figured we'd see if you were friendly."
A girl handed us a half-empty bottle of something. "Only if you do a shot with us, 'cause that's the price of admission!"
I took a swig then handed it to Stacy, who took a quick sip, made a face and passed it along. Laughter and teasing circled around the fire, and I relaxed as everyone welcomed us in more easily than I expected.
A couple of the guys were tall, and broad-shouldered, with matching baseball caps. They came across like they were probably always the loudest in the room. When they got to us, they introduced themselves as Sam and Nate.
Nate nodded at us. "So you guys go to the local U, or what?"
"Planning on it," I said, suddenly aware of how much my world would be changing in just a couple months.
Sam got the biggest grin. "Freshman year, man," and he looked out over the water like he was lost in his memories for a minute. "Get ready for zero sleep and whole lot of ramen."
A girl named Gabby slid over, handing Stacy a flaming marshmallow on a stick. "Don't listen to them. If you make it to midterms without a meltdown, you'll be just fine."
Stacy shook the stick, waiving it to try and put out the marshmallow. "Sounds like you'll fit right in, Zack."
As the night passed, the group's energy ebbed and flowed. Eventually someone pulled out their phone and changed the playlist to a mix of pop and old-school rap. Gabby started a round of truth or dare, which quickly devolved into wild dares and shared secrets, getting everyone cackling as one guy tried to chug a warm beer that'd been sitting to close to the fire for too long, and failed spectacularly.
The fire burned lower, as the time passed. Sam and Nate kept the stories going, trading inside jokes and ribbing each other about old girlfriends, while Gabby and another girl, Bree, got into a long debate over the best way to tease the freshmen guys, inspired by my presence. Someone dared Stacy to race into the water, and she did it without hesitation, coming back breathless and beaming, with her shorts clinging to her sexy ass.
I don't know what it is, but even though I'd seen her, God knows how many times, in a bikini, there was just something about the way it looked in wet shorts. The way they clung, put the roundness of it on display, making me want to reach over and give it a squeeze.
A bottle made the rounds again. Each time, people grew a little looser, and their laughter carried out into the darkness. I found myself talking with Nate about the upcoming football season, pretending I knew more than I did, but he'd had too much to drink, to catch on. Sam asked about my plans for college, nodding like a sage when I admitted I was mostly just hoping to not fail my first semester.
At some point, Gabby looped her arm through Stacy's and dragged her away to "find a good shell for luck," leaving me with Nate and Sam, while the rest of the group that remained was watching two guys sword fight with half-lit sticks.
"You'll like it on campus," Nate said, poking the retreating embers at the base of the fire with a stick. "It's big enough you can get lost in the crowd if you want, but small enough to find your people."
Sam nodded, tossing a bottle cap into the dark. "Yeah, it's not nearly as bad as it feels at first. You get used to it pretty quick. Just don't be the guy who hides in his dorm every weekend. Nobody wants to hang out with that guy- 'Course, maybe that's because they don't know he exists..." He looked as if he just blew his own mind over this simple question to himself, making me wonder if it wasn't just the alcohol that was making him wonder.
I laughed. "I'll try not to. I'm actually not even gonna be living on campus, since I live here..."
"Dude! No, you have to live by the college. It's where all the fun's at," they grinned, and I felt a camaraderie with them take over. Hours slipped by that way - telling stories, talking shit to each other, and the later it got, the more people split until it was just the die-hards left.
When Stacy and Gabby came back, Nate offered Stacy a spot on the log beside him, but she dropped down next to me, leaning in close. Her hair still was damp from when she ran in the ocean, and if it felt cold on my arm, I could only imagine what it must've felt like for her. The music ended as people peeled away in twos and threes, hugging goodnight or calling out see-you-laters down the beach, until the owner of the speaker finally took it.
By the time the fire was just a pile of glowing embers, Sam stretched and stood, dusting off his jeans. "Hey, Zack- you said you're starting next semester, right?"
"Yeah, that's the plan."
He bumped fists with Nate, then pointed at me. "Omicron Tau Gamma's running rush week when school starts up. You ever think about Greek life, come find us. Ask for Sam or Nate. Tell 'em you survived a bonfire and you're already in."
Nate nodded, giving me a lopsided grin. "It'll make you a legend, trust me."
For some reason my ego jumped a little at these guys telling me to find them when I got to school. "Omicron Tau... uh, Gamma! I'll try to remember that."
Nate grinned. "Just remember - Only The Gorgeous."
Sam looked at like he was confused. "I thought it was Obey The Gherkin."
Nate shot him a look. "Just because you might have a small pickle, doesn't mean that I do."
That set both Nate and Stacy off, laughing hard enough that even I had to crack up.
Stacy leaned into me through her giggle fit, until she could finally catch her breath. "See? You've already found your people, just like Nate said. 'Cause these guys are definitely your people."
I laughed, promising I'd look them up, and meaning it. There was something cool in the way they included me, like my freshman year might not be so intimidating after all.
Chapter 8
Stacy threw her arm around me, and together we headed up the moonlit beach toward her house. After the music, and all the loud voices, the crash of the waves behind us seemed relatively quiet.


As we reached her back gate, she hesitated. "You coming in for a bit? Or do you need to get home?"
I shook my head, almost surprised by how sure I felt considering how long I'd been trying to avoid putting myself in this exact situation with her. "No rush. I haven't heard from Julie, so I'm good."
She gave me a look as if she was making sure I wasn't gonna change my mind, and then led me inside. She grabbed my hand, leading me, as we crept through the dark kitchen and up the stairs. The house was quiet, with no lights on, and by the time we reached her room, my heart was pounding for a whole new set of reasons after watching her butt climb the stairs ahead of me.
She shut the door softly behind us and leaned against it, watching me with a glint in her eyes. "Tonight was fun," she said, quietly. "It's so much more fun when you say yes to things."
I smiled, feeling the air shift. "Guess I should say yes more often then."
She stepped closer, reaching up to touch my face. "Yeah," she murmured. "You should."
For a second, neither of us moved, then she leaned in to close the gap, and pressed her lips to mine in a kiss that started kinda sweet before quickly escalating. I slid my hands to her waist, pulling her closer, and I could feel the cool skin from having only been in her bikini top and shorts all night.
She pressed her body against me, as her tongue started to play against my lips, not quite pushing inside my mouth. Next, I felt her smile against them as her hands tugged at the hem of my shirt, slipping underneath to drag her nails across my bare back. My own hands moved up, tangling in her partially damp hair, and pulled her in.
She broke the kiss and watched my face, as she reached back to untie the strings of her top, and pull it over her head, dropping it to the floor without a word. Her skin glowed in the half-light of her room, and I could see her breath quickening as she searched my eyes for any hesitation. I touched her gently, letting my hands explore the new softness and curves she'd revealed. Every inch of her felt more electric than I'd ever let myself imagine when it came to her.
She kissed me again, guiding my hands with hers, and placed them on her butt, as we tumbled together onto her bed. I could taste the salt on her skin, and realized that I didn't want to miss any of what was gonna come next.
I let myself sink into the feeling of the softness of her body pressed against mine, noticing the way her hair spread out across the pillow. My mind kept racing through everything that had happened that day from the impossible thrill of seeing Liz topless, then the way Stacy had been heavily flirting with me since yesterday, and that rush of acceptance and belonging with the guys around the bonfire. It was all swirling together, amping up my mood.
Stacy led my hands up over her chest. Her tits were crazy firm, and more than a handful. I cupped and explored them for a moment, then ran one over the delicate lines of her collarbone, before going back down over the irresistible curve of her tit. She let out a soft sound, and pushed into my hand as my thumb brushed over her nipple.
"God, Zack," she whispered. "You have no idea how long I've wanted this."
She pulled me closer so she could kiss me again, and I answered with a kiss that left what I was feeling in that moment, unquestionable. My heart was pounding, trying to support the blood my dick was demanding. There was a heady, reckless confidence running through me after everything from the night.
Her hands slipped down my sides, until she grabbed the waistband of my shorts. Wasting no time, I helped her tug them off. She reached for the hem of my shirt next, taking a moment to brush her fingers over my stomach as she pulled it upward. I lifted my arms and let her strip pull it over my head, only to feel her palms find my chest, just like mine had hers, before sliding lower again.
I caught her wrists, guiding them to my hips, not wanting to be too distracted before I got her naked, and leaned over her to kiss her as my hands found the top of her shorts. She made a sound, or maybe a sigh, against my mouth before I pulled back once more to ease them down. Not wanting to waste any time, I took her bikini bottoms with them. Once it managed to free itself from clinging to her mound, the fabric dragged slowly along her thighs as she lifted her legs together, so I could toss them aside.
I could feel her skin already starting to warm up, and the rush of breath as we came together again, with no more clothes between us.
We moved together in a clumsy, urgent exploration, finding new ways to touch, and make each other gasp and shiver. I let myself get lost in her hands as they moved over me, and even the way she whispered my name between kisses.
I'd worked my way on top of her, and Stacy adjusted beneath me, reaching one hand lower, while the other slid down my back, pulling me fully against her. She angled her hips, before wrapping her legs around mine, and with a quiet urgency, she reached between us, grabbing my hardon to line me up and guide me in.
The sensation nearly took my breath away from the warmth and tightness, as I slowly pressed forward, sinking into her. She was already wet enough, it only took a few strokes, going back and forth, to encase my entire shaft in her tight pussy. She gasped softly, digging her fingers into my shoulder as the other gripped at my ass, like she wanted me deeper. I seated myself as deep as I could and paused, giving her time to adjust. When she opened her eyes and looked at me, there wasn't any hesitation, and she gave a small nod. Her lips parted when I started to move.
I hunched up, so I could bend down to capture her nipple in my mouth, licking at the taut skin. She arched against me, when I felt a shiver running through her body as I flicked and caught her decently sized bud between my teeth, and flicked my tongue over it. If it was possible for it to get any harder, I think I felt it happen. It seemed like it was impossibly hard as my tongue moved it one way then another. There was no give in it, as it rolled under my touch. Her hand gripped at my hair, holding me close, while she twitched with every flick and gentle pull. Even in the dim lighting, I could see her areolas were larger than Liz's, though not by much.
"Zack," she whispered, her voice trembling but full of need. "You feel so good."
I moved deeper, starting to find a rhythm as her body worked to meet mine. Her hands began roaming over my back and shoulders. The room was quiet enough that the sound of me entering her seemed obscenely loud.
I pressed kisses along her collarbone, tasting sweat and salt. Her legs tightened around me, urging me closer, and I started to pick up my pace, giving her everything I had as she urged me toward the speed she was looking for with her heels pressing against the back of my thighs. Every sound she made, every lift of her hips, was pushing me closer to the edge.
The pressure built quickly from there. Stacy's fingers clutched at my back, as her thighs squeezed around my hips, and I just drove in harder. Her walls clenched around me, until I was fighting my muscles from tensing up enough to stop me.
I could feel my balls starting to pull tight, as my orgasm started to crest. "Stacy," I managed, between pumps, "I'm getting close..."
She pulled me in for another kiss, then nipped my lip kinda hard, and whispered, "Let me know when."
I buried my face in her neck, letting her scent fill my senses, and feeling myself teetering at the edge. Each thrust made my cock flex as I tried in vain to hold back. And when a shiver ran through her body, it urged me to the point of no return.
"I can't-," I finally breathed.
Without hesitation, Stacy pressed her breasts together, lifting them toward me, her eyes meeting mine. "Here," she murmured, with all the resolve in the world. "I want to feel it on my tits."
The sight of her waiting, using her hands to push those lovely mounds together for me, was the last straw. I pulled out, clambering up to straddle her stomach and stroked myself. The sight was overwhelming, and within moments I came hard, firing across her skin in hot, trembling waves. The amount of it painted her chest, streaking her flushed skin and glistened over and between her lovely tits.
She smiled up at me, breathing fast, looking a little awestruck, as she brushed a thumb through the mess I'd left on her skin.
Looking up at her face for the first time, I noticed one shot had landed on her chin, and more was starting to pool in the hollow of her neck. She urged me closer, tugging me forward until I was kneeling higher over her. I braced myself on the headboard as she cupped her breasts, lifting her head and drawing me into her mouth.
The sensation was almost too much, my dick was hypersensitive, and every nerve ending jumped at every touch. But I couldn't look away as she cleaned me with her tongue, but she also never looked away from me the whole time. The smile in her eyes, while she drained the last of my cum, was fucking hot. Don't know how else to put it. Eventually, she let me slip from her lips with a soft, satisfied smile, and wiped the corner of her mouth with a finger, that she pushed between her lips, after.
I collapsed beside her, feeling the last traces of tension draining from my body. For a while we just lay there, leaving Stacy tracing invisible designs across my chest.
She broke the silence first. "That was... pretty incredible."
I let out a breathless laugh, not sure I was feeling more drained or content. "Yeah. You... definitely feel great."
She grinned, propping herself up on one elbow. "Good. Because I don't want this to be a one-time thing."
I blinked, suddenly feeling the old nerves creep in. "I mean, I- uh... Fuck, I'm don't know- I feel like a dick saying this, considering what we just did, but I'm not really looking for anything... like, you know, serious right now."
Stacy just laughed, brushing her fingers through my hair. "Relax, Zack. I'm not asking you to be my boyfriend. So... don't make it weird, okay? It's just, I like you. I like this. If it happens again, great. If not, we're still cool. But I'd rather we did."
The knot in my chest loosened, letting me look back over at her, relief breaking into a real smile. "Okay. That sounds... perfect, actually. Are you sure you're good with that?"
She curled into my side. "Yeah, I'm good, I promise. I'm not looking to start anything either right before starting college. But it is pretty late, so you're sleeping here tonight. No way I'm letting you drive home after drinking on the beach."
I laughed again, realizing just how exhausted I was anyway, now that that was out of the way. My muscles felt heavy and relaxed. It was like at least a pressure valve for the temptation of the last two days had finally been opened. Stacy tucked herself onto my shoulder, and I could feel her breathing slowing, and sounding like it was getting deeper.
The last thing I remembered before sleep took me was the sound of her voice, with this kinda ever present tease in it, through the darkness. "Get some rest, Zack. Tomorrow's a new day."
Chapter 9
I woke to a slice of sunlight cutting right across my eyes, the room was still and quiet except for the light semi-snore of Stacy beside me. She was curled over on her side, with her back to me, allowing her hair to tickle my nose when I looked over. I could see one bare shoulder out and clamping the sheet under her arm. For a moment, I just watched the gentle movement of the sheet from her breathing, until the panic started to settle in.
Julie. Home. Shit.
I slid out of bed as quietly as I could, grabbing my shirt from where it had landed on the floor and tugged on my shorts, doing my best not to wake Stacy. She barely stirred though, mumbling something into her pillow and pulling the blanket tighter around herself.
Tiptoeing, I crept through the hallway, passed the closed door of the guest bath, ignoring the overwhelming need to take a piss and thinking I could just stop somewhere on the way home. I didn't want to risk waking anyone, so I continued heading toward the living room. Every step felt like it was louder than it probably actually was. The front door was only a few feet away, freedom in sight, when a throat-clearing made me freeze mid-step.
I turned to find Liz sitting at the kitchen island, with one knee pulled up, while she cradled a mug in her hands. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail, and the only think I could see that she was wearing, was an oversized shirt. She arched an eyebrow, curling her lips in an amused smile.
"Trying to make a break for it?" she said brightly, with a hint of mischief at having caught me.
Busted. I ran a hand through my hair, feeling my face go hot. "Uh... I was just- I didn't want to wake anyone, but I figured I should get home before Julie sends out a search party."
She took a sip of her coffee, never breaking eye contact. "Uh-huh. Funny, most boys your age use the window or something for sneaking out, but you do you Scotty-P."
I chuckled at the movie reference, remembering watching it with Julie, when I suddenly felt like a kid. "I'm not- well, I mean, I wasn't sneaking. At least not in a... sneaky way."
Liz set her mug down, leaning forward on her elbows. "So, you spent the night, huh?"
There was no use pretending. I nodded, feeling awkward and exposed. "Yeah. Sorry if that's... weird."
She laughed, and it seemed like it was more at my discomfort than what I'd said. "Zack, you're not the first boy to wake up in this house. And you're definitely not the first to think you could slip out unnoticed."
I relaxed a little, relief washing over me. "Guess I'm not very good at it."
Liz just shook her head. "You're fine. Stacy's a big girl. But I can tell you from experience, she'd rather you wake her to say good-bye, than slip out and leave her wondering when you'll call." She observed me, as if she was making sure I was paying attention. Her gaze dropped down to look at my chest, making me realize I was still half-dressed, without my shirt on.
I couldn't help but force an awkward laugh to break the tension. "Thanks for the tip."
She took another sip of coffee. "You want breakfast, or are you still set on running away?"
Before I could answer, she dropped her voice and added, "Julie's not going to kill you, by the way. But you might want to text her at least, before she really does start to worry."
I pulled out my phone, thumbing out a quick message, suddenly grateful for the easy way Liz handled everything. She watched me, smiling into her mug.
I shrugged, rubbing sleep from my eyes. "Honestly, I am a little hungry. But I can't stay too long. Sunday's kind of chore day at my place, and Julie can get pissed sometimes if I slack off."
Liz smiled, moving around the island. "Well, I can't have you leaving here hungry. Sit down. I'll get you something quick."
She came up with a carton of orange juice and a small plate of fruit, sliding the fruit across the island toward me. "Hope you're not too picky. I'd offer something fancier, but you said you don't have the time."
I managed a grateful smile, but shifted awkwardly on my feet. "Actually, uh, do you mind if I use the bathroom real quick?"
She waved a hand. "I'm assuming by this point, you know where it is."
I muttered a thanks and ducked away, moving quickly. Inside, I shut the door and let out a shaky breath, trying to will my erection away so I could take care of business. I splashed a little cold water on my face, waited until my body cooperated, hands washed, and I finally felt composed enough to head back out, I returned to the kitchen.
Settling onto the barstool I reached for a piece of melon. "Sorry about that. And this is perfect, really. I'm never gonna complain when someone offers me free food."
She poured two glasses of juice, then leaned on the counter across from me, propping her chin on her palm. "So, an insatiable appetite, huh? Is that a part of the secret to your athletic physique, or just a side effect of still growing?"
I felt my face go warm again, but grinned. "Might be both. I mean, it feels like I can eat everything in sight, and it doesn't even matter."
She gave a soft laugh, but I noticed when she looked down at my bare chest again, a bit longer than necessary, if it was necessary at all. "Well, for the record, I think you look just fine. Even after a night of questionable choices."
I nearly choked on my juice. "Yeah? You grading on a curve or something?"
"Maybe," she teased, keeping her tone light. "Or maybe I just appreciate a man who knows how to take care of himself. Seems to get harder and harder to find, the older you get. So, I applaud you for starting young."
I met her eyes, feeling that pulse of electricity under the surface. "Well, I'm sure you don't have any problems finding a guy up to your standards."
Her only response was, "Hmm."
I smiled nervously at the way she hummed it. "What's that mean?"
"Careful, Zack," Liz murmured. "You keep talking like that and I might start thinking you're trying to flirt with me, right after sneaking out of my daughter's bedroom. And without even asking for my permission to stay the night, no less."
I almost blushed, suddenly feeling a bit shy having been called out, but the tease in her voice took the sting out of it. I finished the last of my juice, feeling relatively at ease, considering the conversation.
"Well, on that note, I should probably head out before Julie calls to yell at me for spending the night somewhere, and not letting her know first," I said, standing and slipping on my shirt.
Liz came around the island, close enough that I could smell the faint trace of her shampoo. "You know where the back door is," she said, her tone playful. "Or you can risk the walk of shame out the front."
I grinned, slinging my bag over my shoulder. "I don't think anyone would be feeling shame walking out of this house in the morning," I responded.
"Nice answer, young man."
Chapter 10
"...It's just common sense, Zack," Julie was saying, stirring her morning shake as if to punctuate her words. "If you're not coming home, a text would be nice."
"I know. I'm sorry, seriously. I'd never mean to make you worry. I crashed at Stacy's after the beach and, honestly, just kind of... fell asleep," I offered sheepishly.
She shot me a look. "You're lucky you remembered to text before I actually woke up and noticed. If I'd realized you never came home, I'd have freaked the hell out and been out there searching the streets or calling hospitals."
"Julie, come on," I said gently, managing a small smile. "I'm not twelve."
She rolled her eyes but her voice softened. "You're not, I know. I get that you're technically an adult, Zack and I'm not trying to be mom. It's just... it freaks me out, okay? For the last two years, it's been my job to make sure you were safe. Habits are hard to break. I'm not even saying you have to ask permission, just let me know."
I looked down, guilt pressing down on my chest. "I get it. I really do. I should have sent you a message last night. Next time, I promise. I'm not trying to sneak around."
Julie's expression eased up, and set her shake aside to reached over, rest her hand on my arm. "You're not in trouble, okay? It's just a courtesy thing. One that makes my life a lot less stressful."
I smiled, the knot in my chest starting to loosen. "Deal. For real."
She grinned back, looking a little tired, but mostly just relieved I think. "So, you 'slept' at Stacy's... was that all it was?" There was a hint of curiosity there, the sisterly kind.


I shrugged, grabbing a bottle of water. "What's with the air commas?" I teased, just to break the tension. "Yes, I 'slept' at Stacy's," I mimicked her air quotes with the word. "Mostly. We also ended up at some random bonfire party on the beach, usual summer stuff. Didn't get much sleep, but it was a good night."
Julie nodded, as her grin got bigger. "Yeah, it sounds like it," she joked, finally letting the moment go. "You hungry, or did you already mooch off someone else's breakfast?"
"Liz- er, Mrs. Jacobs, fed me some fruit and OJ," I said, stifling a yawn. "I'm thinking I might just crash for a bit."
"Go for it." Julie turned, picking up her mug. "And Zack? Thanks for not making me lose my mind this time."
I gave her a genuine smile, before heading for my room. "Anytime."
I flopped back onto my bed, hearing the springs creaking beneath me. My room felt smaller than usual. Maybe because my head was full of everything that had happened in the last twenty-four hours, or just the difference in size between our little apartment, and having spent time at Stacy's house on the beach.
I'd thought the awkward part would be facing Julie, but now that I was alone, all I could think about was Stacy's mom. Liz. I was so confused about way she'd just sat there at the kitchen island this morning, totally unfazed that I'd spent the night with her daughter, like it was any other Sunday. Like it happened all the time.
You're not the first boy to wake up in this house, or the first to sneak out.
I rolled the words over in my mind, not sure how I was supposed to feel about them. Relieved, maybe. But also a little... unsettled? It hadn't felt like she was shaming me or trying to scare me off. If anything, she seemed almost entertained by the whole thing. The way she smiled, or tossed out that line about the "walk of shame," or caught me blushing at the counter... it was like she enjoyed watching me squirm.
And then there was how she'd looked standing there in nothing but an oversized shirt and a glimpse of black panties, pouring juice and talking, but never once acting like there was anything weird about it. No rush, no covering up. Just Liz, being... Liz.
It was confusing as hell. Was she really just that unbothered? Or was she playing some kind of game I hadn't figured out yet? Because it felt like she'd been flirting with me, giving me tips on how to handle leaving her daughter's room the next time.
I let out a long sigh and covered my eyes with my arm, trying to push away the memory of her looking at me. I tried to remind myself I'd just spent the night with Stacy. That I should be thinking about her, and about how it felt when we were alone in the dark, or the way she'd curled up on me after. But instead, all I could feel was curiosity, and the hope that maybe I'd get another chance to figure out what Liz really wanted from me.
A few hours later, I'd woke up from getting a bit more sleep, just to get on my computer and look up women in long shirts. I hadn't planned on rubbing one out, but it just... happened. That house was sending my sex drive through the roof, as if it's not high enough at 18.
When I finally closed my browser, I sat back, wiping my hands. It was late morning now and Liz's voice echoed in my head - slipping out and leaving her wondering when you'll call. I realized she was right. I should probably reach out.
I grabbed my phone and typed out a quick message:
Me: Sorry for splitting so early. Didn't want to wake you. Last night was... amazing. Hope you got some sleep.
It didn't take long for my phone to buzz with an incoming call.
"Hey," I answered.
"Hey cutie. Thanks for texting. I was surprised when you were already gone when I got up, but my mom said she ran into you. Sorry about that, I hope it wasn't too awkward."
I laughed, trying to sound like it was nothing. "Wasn't sure if I'd survive the morning-after scene when I heard her, honestly, but no, she was cool about it."
We talked for several minutes when there was a shuffling sound, and I heard Liz's voice in the background, just out of range. Stacy groaned. "Ugh, hang on- Mom's being weird. What?!" There was a pause, muffled conversation, and then Stacy came back, sounding annoyed. "She wants to know when you're coming over to mow the yard."
I snorted, trying not to picture Liz at the kitchen island, eyebrow raised, probably listening in. "Tell her whenever works for you guys. I can come by this week, if she wants."
"She says you already owe her one for yesterday and this morning," Stacy said, her voice full of mock exasperation. "Seriously, she's the worst sometimes. And what happened yesterday that you owe her for?"
The memory of having been so close to see Liz naked, raced through my mind. "Nothing I can think of," I lied. "I'd assume she just mean me being there all day, and then spending the night. So anything I can do to keep the peace, I'm happy to."
Stacy let out a dramatic sigh. "Fine. I'll text you when's a good time. And for the record, if you die of heatstroke, I'll tell the cops it's her fault."
"Yeah, from the way it sounds, you could absolutely tell them she made me do it, and they'd probably understand," I said.
"No doubt," she said, but I could hear the smile in her voice. "Alright, I better go before she starts finding other things for you to do. I'll see you soon?"
"Yeah, sure."
She hung up with a muttered "Later, cutie," and I set my phone down, smiling at the ceiling.
Chapter 11
I couldn't sit still. After talking to Stacy and staring at my computer, trying to fight the urge to look up more videos, I needed to move. I threw on some shorts, grabbed a towel, and headed down to the apartment fitness center. If nothing else, maybe working out would help clear my head, or at least burn off some of the energy buzzing under my skin.
The place was almost always dead, leaving it quiet with the TV muted, yet playing some random home show, over the treadmills. The one good thing was that it didn't smell like sweat like the gym at school had. I dropped my towel over a bench and went straight for the free weights, rolling my shoulders back as I started my warm-up.
Bench press. Pull-ups. Rows. I pushed myself, focusing on the burn in my arms and chest, counting out each rep. Years of sports with friends, and some in school before our parents passed, along with running had kept me lean, and my muscles showed that. I was never very bulky, but I was tight, and the muscles I had looked good in a t-shirt.
I focused on my form, counting out reps, feeling the satisfying burn in my chest and shoulders. I'd always been in good shape. Never huge, but lean and defined. The strain felt good, but every time my thoughts drifted, they landed right back on the woman who'd filled my dreams lately.
I was halfway through a set of shoulder presses when the door opened. I noticed a woman that looked like she was probably in her mid-thirties, maybe, with dark hair in a messy ponytail, wearing tight running shorts and a sports top that hugged her curves. She didn't even glance my way, just put in her earbuds and hopped onto the treadmill.
I did my best to try and not stare, but couldn't help it. Her legs were toned, and her shorts did everything they could, to pull my attention to her tight ass. It wasn't long before there was a faint sheen of sweat between her shoulder blades that only made her look even better. For a second, I wondered what she'd look like out of those clothes, and if the rest of her skin would be as tight as what I could see, or cellulite. What does a woman her age look like? Would she have that same confidence Liz carried herself with, if I were to talk to her?
I shook the thoughts away and set the weights down a little harder than I meant to. My head felt all scrambled, like the usual sense of attraction toward girls my age was replaced by a constant, curiosity about women who were older, who seemed like they actually knew what they wanted. It was as though once I'd noticed the difference, I couldn't unsee it, or stop wanting it.
I moved on to pull-ups, forcing myself to focus, but every time I glanced in the mirror, my eyes drifted back to the woman on the treadmill. She was completely in her own world, running at a pace that made it clear she did this every day. I tried to ignore the way my body reacted to her, and tried to keep my head down to not pay attention. But it was no use. Even now, my imagination ran wild, layering her over memories of Liz, thoughts tangling up until I could barely think straight.
I finished my last set, wiped the sweat from my forehead, and pretended not to notice her as I grabbed a water bottle from the cooler. I knew no amount of exercise was going to shake the fascination that'd taken root in my fantasies.
After sanitizing the bench and stretching out my arms, I tried to shake off the last of the tension. The woman started her cool down, and the treadmill slowed to a walk. She looked up for the first time since she'd come in. Our eyes met in the mirror, and while it was quick she smiled, making my stomach flip.
I looked away, pretending to adjust my earbuds, but when I turned to grab my water bottle, she had stepped off the treadmill. She reached for a stretch, arching her back, with one arm over her head, and I caught myself staring yet again.
When she eventually went to grab a cleaning wipe, she came close enough that I could smell her deodorant or something.
"I'm still pretty new here, do you always get the place to yourself like this?" she asked.
I managed a shrug. "Most days. It never really seems busy in here."
She smiled again, raking her eyes over me just for a second. "Nothing wrong with that. But I've got to say, it's nice not fighting for a treadmill."
I nodded, trying to sound casual. "You don't look like you have trouble getting what you want."
She looked me over once, not taking her time, before she spoke. "I do okay," she said, before smiling and turning to start wiping down the machine.
There was a pause, as I busied myself with one of the weight machines, trying to find an excuse to hang around. When I looked up at her, she caught me, already watching me in the mirror again. So maybe I actually caught her, but she didn't look away.
"Well, have a good one," she said as she slung her towel over her shoulder.
"Yeah, you too," I replied, wishing I could come up with something better to say, but figuring she didn't really want someone my age acting like fool hitting on her at the gym of her apartment community.
She left with a final glance, the door swinging shut behind her until the mag lock caught it. No amount of reps was ever going to work that out of my system. Giving her a couple minute head start, so it didn't seem like I was following her, I headed home, feeling no less wired than when I went down there.
When I got to the apartment, I could feel my shirt stick to me from sweat, and I hoped in the shower, standing there as the hot water poured over me. I let myself drift and leaned into the tile, closing my eyes.
It started like a replay of my workout in the empty gym, and then that woman with the dark ponytail and tight top, coming in. But in my mind, she didn't leave after her run. She hung around, wiping sweat from her chest, watching me from across the room as I finished my last set.
I imagined her walking over swaying her hips, and casually looping her towel around her shoulders, with a little glint in her eyes like it was clear she was after one thing. She'd stop a few feet away, looking me up and down, and biting her lower lip.
"You come here often?" she'd tease, and I'd manage some cocky answer like I knew exactly what a woman her age wanted to hear.
Then, in my fantasy, she'd reach out and run her fingers over my bicep, feeling the pump from my workout. She'd step closer, pressing her body to mine, resulting in her soft, but toned curves meeting my hard muscles, until I could feel her hot breath hot on my neck. Her hands would slip under my shirt to scrape her nails across my six pack until I pick her up and carry her to press her back her against the mirror, drinking in the way her confidence only made her hotter.
In my head, there was no hesitation, just a need to feel good, and someone who knew exactly what she liked. Her mouth would find mine, as she took the initiative, roaming her hands lower as she pressed her hips to mine, giving me a clear expectation of where this was going. I'd slide one hand over her waist feeling the strength under her softness, and the promise of experience and control in every touch, while the other supported her weight under her ass, with her legs wrapped around me.
My hand moved faster as I imagined the way she'd whisper in my ear, telling me exactly how she wanted it. I could almost feel the sweat on her skin, the strength of her grip as she pulled me closer, so she could take what she needed.
The fantasy escalated with her body against the wall, breathless and laughing, both of us caught up in the reckless thrill of being right there in the gym where anyone could walk in. I pictured her head falling against the mirror as I pushed into her, the gym echoing with the sound of her dropping down onto my shaft.
It was different from any fantasy I'd had before. Older women weren't just an option now; they were like this unsatisfied craving that I couldn't get out of my system. The perceived confidence and allure of them making every touch in my mind more charged.
I finished with a shudder, taking my time to let the water wash away the last traces of my jizz. I rested against the tile, breathing hard. After the number of times I'd rubbed one out today, it took a while to get my energy back, so I could finish the shower I'd originally come in here for, but no longer had much energy to take.
Chapter 12
I turned the water to cold and let it run over me a minute longer, before finally turning off the tap. My skin felt raw and clean, but my mind was as dirty as ever, with the lasting images of older women.
Drying off, I wrapped my towel around my waist, and headed back to my room. When I reached to check my phone, I saw a new message from Stacy:
Stacy: Hey, so since it's supposed to be, like, a hundred degrees this week, Mom was wondering if you could come mow the yard next Saturday morning when it's supposed to start to cool back down a little. She said it's starting to get too wild out there.
I grinned, quickly punching out a reply back.
Me: Yeah, just let me know how early's ok and I'll be there.
I hit send and tossed my phone onto the bed, looking forward to the excuse to go back. Looking at my reflection in the mirror over my dresser, I flexed a little, thinking I should definitely do it without a shirt. I knew I should be focused on Stacy, and how good things felt between us lately. But when I thought about going over to that house, all I could think about was the idea of seeing Liz again.
Saturday suddenly felt way too far away, but the week rolled by faster than I expected.
Monday dragged the most after that weekend, so I tried to focus on anything else, but my mind kept drifting. Between jogging and the gym, I never did find a good way to curb the thoughts, and my junk was starting to feel a bit chaffed after just a couple of days.
Then Tuesday afternoon, I met up with a few guys from my old basketball team, at the park. The court was cracked, and the nets were frayed, but it felt good to just hang out, talk trash and laugh with the guys. We caught up on who was going to college, then who was staying local for school, who was moving out of state, and who'd already broken up with their high school girlfriends. It felt good to be surrounded by some testosterone instead of just women flaunting skin.
The apartment complex we lived in wasn't massive or anything, but it was a decent size, I think, and I found myself noticing things I hadn't before. It was like someone'd flipped a switch and suddenly every older woman caught my attention: a sun-kissed blonde in mom pants hauling groceries up the stairs; a neighbor in her forties jogging in tight leggings; even the mom of a casual friend who stopped to say hi at the mailboxes, giving me a smile that in my imagination was a more of a signal than anything else.
One afternoon as I was heading in from a run, I nearly collided with the woman from the gym. She was dressed down in sweats and a t-shirt, with a tiny dog tugging at its leash. She stopped and smiled when she saw me.
"Hey, the local gym guy," she said, her voice as sweet as ever on the ears. Her dog sniffed at my shoes, wagging its tail.
"Hey yourself," I replied, feeling a familiar heat creep up my neck. "Looks like you got yourself a new workout partner."
She laughed, glancing down at the dog. "He's got the stamina, I'll give him that." For a second I wondered if she remembered the way we'd looked at each other in the mirror that day. Then she waved and continued on, her ponytail swinging behind her as she disappeared around one of the buildings. We didn't talk long before we went our separate ways.
Evenings were quieter. Julie had started making a point to cook together instead of counting on me cooking for her every night. One night she grilled at one of the community propane grills, wearing cutoff shorts and an oversized tee that was torn around the neck, causing it to hang off one shoulder, humming to some '80s pop playlist while flipping burgers. The smell filled the courtyard, while I tried to not notice how good her shorts looked. I knew my sister was attractive, but I never really paid attention, and right now, I felt like my hormones were confusing my brain, and I needed to find a solution sooner than later, because I truly had no desire to see my sister that way.
We ate outside, talking about our week and what I should expect from college. She teased me about how I inhaled my food, and I told her, her grilling wasn't half bad for someone who thought salt was bad for me, even at my age. She laughed, tossing a napkin at me, and for a second, it felt like the old days when I'd tease her to the point our parents would have to step in. We just knew how to handle it better now.
By midweek, she was trying to teach me a card game she barely remembered from college. I swear the rules kept changing every few minutes, and by the end we were both laughing so hard we'd lost track of who was supposed to be winning.
Thursday night, we watched some old sitcom reruns while she folded her laundry and I nagged at her for not doing mine too, just to get under her skin. Every once in a while, she'd tease me and ask why I hadn't been over to Stacy's lately, and I'd give her shit about whoever she was dating.
By Friday, I felt restless, from the sexual energy piling up with nowhere to go. Julie noticed, teasing me about my constant fidgeting when we sat around. I shrugged it off, blaming it on lack of routine with no school, but the truth was I couldn't stop thinking about the next day and the hope of getting a moment alone with Liz again.
Saturday finally arrived, and the morning was bright and clear, but feeling a little cooler than the rest of the week had. I threw on a sleeveless shirt, packed up my headphones and a spare set of clothes, just in case I sweated through what I was already wearing.
I headed out early, hoping to get a jump on the heat.
Chapter 13
The neighborhood was quiet when I pulled up to the Jacobs' house. I grabbed the small cooler I'd brought along with me and walked up the steps, to knock on their front door.
After a few seconds, it opened and there she was. Liz looked surprised to see me, dressed in a light top and a pair of what looked like PJ shorts that showed off her tan legs.


"Zack," she said, blinking. "I didn't expect you here so early. Stacy thought you'd be by around noon."
I gave a small shrug. "I told her to let me know how early I could come over, but since no one gave me a time, I figured I'd just start as early as seemed reasonable. Hopefully it's late enough I won't wake the neighbors with the mower."
Her expression softened into a smile. "Well, aren't you considerate. Come in, I'll show you where everything is."
I followed her through the entryway, watching the sway of her hips as we went. She led me to the garage, flipping on the light and pointing to the mower tucked beside a rack of gardening tools.
"There it is. Gas can's right next to it," she said, leaning against a shelving rack. "Stacy's out with her girlfriends, but she'll probably be back in a few hours. If you need anything before then, just let me know."
"Got it," I said, meeting her eyes for a second longer than I probably should have.
She gave a small nod and a smile before hitting the button to open the garage door, then turned back toward the kitchen, leaving me to get started.
I took a breath, hands braced on the mower handle, and smiled to myself. Saturday had only just started.
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The ride from the airport passed mostly in silence and Jeanie stared out the window at a landscape that didn't seem real. It was more than just the size of it, though the city stretched farther than she could see. There was polished glass and white stone, metal balconies hanging over streets. Even the trees along the freeway looked manicured,
She shifted once, tucking her ankles together as they exited onto a smaller road. The buildings grew taller. There were fewer fast food signs and more storefronts she didn't recognize. Jewelry. Art. Clothes made of fabric she wouldn't dare touch. James hadn't said a word since they'd left the terminal.
It was late evening when the town car pulled up to the curb in front of James's building. Jeanie pressed her palm against the cool window glass, eyes wide as she took in the towering facade above. The street was alive with shimmering headlights and the bustle of people out and walking along the street. Even the darkness here glittered.
When the driver opened her door, the first thing she noticed was the smell: asphalt and exhaust and a trace of smoky food in the air. Her legs were stiff after hours of travel, when she carefully stepped out from the car, and she swayed until she felt James's hand settle firmly at the small of her back. The touch guided her forward. Overhead, the skyscraper's lights fanned out against the night sky, countless bright windows marking the life within.
Jeanie craned her neck to follow the line of the building upward, forty, fifty stories perhaps. She had never seen a structure so tall in person. The old silos at some of the farms back home was the closest comparison her mind offered, and that thought made her smile faintly at the absurdity. This was where James lived? She felt as if she'd stepped onto another planet.
A uniformed doorman greeted them with a polite nod, pulling open a glass door. "Good evening, Mr. & Mrs. Addams." The lobby beyond was all marble, high ceilings, dark polished floors reflecting golden light from ornate fixtures. Jeanie's sandals were still dusted with a bit of Florida sand, and she found herself curling her toes, as if to hide the evidence of where she'd come from.
James exchanged a few muted words with the doorman and concierge. Jeanie barely registered them; she was too busy trying not to gape at the massive abstract painting adorning one wall, or the way their footsteps echoed softly as they crossed to a private elevator.
James watched her in the mirrored elevator wall. "It's a lot, isn't it?" he asked, softly.
"A bit different from home," she replied, managing a small smile.
"You'll get used to it." As his hand brushed against hers.
Used to it. She wondered if that would ever be true. As the elevator ascended smoothly to the top floor, her stomach fluttered with nerves. And when the doors opened into the penthouse foyer, Jeanie's breath caught.
The space was... immaculate. Cool white walls and sleek lines of modern furniture against expanses of dark wood and glass. To the right, a living area opened with floor-to-ceiling windows that revealed the city skyline in full panorama, sparkling buildings and streaming taillights far below. It didn't look real, but curated. Every piece of furniture seemed deliberately placed: a low ivory sofa, a black marble coffee table, a metallic sculpture twisting up from one corner. There wasn't a cushion or book out of place.
Jeanie stepped forward hesitantly, afraid to tread too heavily on the plush cream rug underfoot. She felt James's presence just behind her as she drifted farther inside, drawn by the view and the strange quiet of the penthouse. Even the city noise seemed distant from up here.
A figure moved in her peripheral vision, startling her. Carmen emerged from around the corner of what looked like an open kitchen, her heels clicking softly on the polished floor. She wore a fitted charcoal dress; her dark hair swept back in an impeccable bun. A half-full glass of red wine rested in her hand, and her brows lifted a fraction as she looked Jeanie up and down.
"Welcome home," Carmen said. The words managed to sound both polite and somehow pointed.
Home. The word clanged in Jeanie's chest. This place was beautiful, impressive, everything James's wife's home should be. But it didn't feel like hers. It was so different than what she knew, it seemed hard to believe that it ever would. She wondered if Carmen could sense that thought, because the older woman's lips curved into a measured smile that didn't reach her eyes.
"Thank you," Jeanie replied softly. She clasped her hands in front of her to keep from fidgeting. "It's... good to be home." The nicety slipped out automatically, though in truth she felt anything but.
Carmen turned to James as he set down the suitcase and garment bag he was carrying.
"The cleaners came by this afternoon. Everything's as you left it," she said to him before her eyes cut back to Jeanie. "I imagine you didn't pick up much on your trip, just a souvenir or two?" Her tone was light, but the undertone was unmistakable. Carmen's eyes lingered on the single suitcase by James's feet.
"I picked up your stuff from the farmhouse," Carmen said, turning back to Jeanie. "I stopped by before coming back to town and took what seemed... practical. There wasn't much to sort through. A few things your mother had folded already, some dresses, a keepsake or two. I left the rest."
Jeanie's brows lifted slightly, but she didn't speak.
Carmen continued. "Most of it wouldn't have fit the decor here. Or your new lifestyle, for that matter. You'll find the fashion is different in the city. The colors, the fabric, even the way clothing fits, all matters." She walked over to a side table and adjusted the angle of a vase without thinking.
"I've had your more useful items placed in a guest room for now. We'll review them later. If something feels important to you, we can find a place for it, but I recommend a clean start." Her smile was polite but faint. "It's easier that way."
Warmth prickled up Jeanie's neck. She'd had no belongings beyond clothes to bring, no furniture or personal decor. Everything she owned now probably fit in a corner of the guest room and a couple of shopping bags of trinkets from the honeymoon. Of course, Carmen knew that, she'd been the one to pack most of it. Still, hearing it laid bare made Jeanie's throat tighten. "I - I didn't really have much-"
Carmen hummed under her breath, a sound of feigned sympathy. "No, I suppose not." She took a slow sip of her wine.
Jeanie's cheeks burned. She wasn't sure if Carmen was addressing her or James with that comment. Before she could form a reply, James's hand came to rest on her back once more, applying a gentle pressure.
"It's late," he said, speaking to both women. "We've had a long day." His fingers pressed through the thin fabric of Jeanie's blouse, providing her with a subtle reassurance.
"Yes, of course," Carmen said quickly. She stepped forward, brisk and efficient once more. "I've turned down the bed and set out fresh linens in the bath. If you need a snack or tea, the kitchen is stocked." There was a practiced air to her speech, as though she were listing details for a hotel guest. "I've also prepared a couple of light snacks in case you wanted something quick to eat when you got home."
"Thank you, but I think we might turn in," James cut in, casting a glance at Jeanie. The corners of his mouth lifted in a hint of a smile. "It's been a long day for my bride."
Bride. The word sent a gentle thrill through Jeanie, even now. The honeymoon had ended with their flight home, but hearing him call her that still felt new and significant. She straightened her spine a little, trying to shake off the travel weariness.
"I am a bit tired," she admitted.
"Of course. I'll have everything cleared by morning." Carmen's expression didn't flicker at the subtle dismissal. She only nodded.
"I'll take this and see to the luggage," she offered, then held out her hand for James's suit jacket, which he was shrugging off. He handed it to her without comment. As she draped it over her arm, Carmen added breezily,
"I can-" Jeanie started, not comfortable with someone else handling her things.
"Don't worry, dear. There isn't much.," Carmen cut her off, having already scooped up the suitcases. The words were accompanied by another faint smile, one that felt like a pinch.
"Thank you, Carmen," Jeanie managed, mustering a polite smile.
James inclined his head in approval, then reached for Jeanie's suitcase, but before he could lift it, Carmen stepped forward smoothly.
"I can take that," she insisted, already pulling up the handle on the roller bag. Jeanie moved to protest out of habit, she was used to carrying her own things, but the look Carmen gave her stopped her words. It was the look of someone who simply wouldn't be argued with in her domain.
"Thank you," Jeanie murmured instead, clasping her hands before her to keep from fidgeting.
Carmen wheeled the two suitcases across the foyer toward a hallway branching off the living area. Jeanie assumed it led to the bedrooms. James placed a guiding hand at the dip of her waist now, steering her to follow.
As they went, Jeanie admired the penthouse. In the dim, moody lighting, each decorative element stood out: the glint of brushed steel railing along the staircase to a mezzanine level, the gallery of black-and-white photographs lining the corridor walls. Everything was deliberate, coordinated. Not a single thing reminded her of her own possessions or her past. All she had was what Carmen decided would work for her in her new life.
They reached the master bedroom at the end of the hall. Carmen pushed open double doors and stepped inside first, flicking a switch on the wall, casting soft lamp light through the spacious room. Jeanie hovered on the threshold beside James until he urged her in.
The bedroom was as sumptuous as the rest of the penthouse: a large bed with an upholstered headboard in smoky blue, dressed in what looked like plush bedding and an assortment of pillows in varying sizes. A bench sat at the foot of the bed, upholstered in cream fabric that matched the drapes framing another expanse of windows. Those drapes were mostly drawn now, revealing only slivers of the glittering city beyond. In one corner, an antique vanity table stood with a mirror reflecting the room's warm glow, and in another, a door left ajar led to an ensuite bathroom tiled in marble and glass.
Carmen set the suitcases discreetly inside the walk-in closet. When she opened the door, Jeanie saw the interior lights illuminating rows of men's clothing, James's suits, pressed shirts, shoes aligned neatly on shelves. On the opposite side, where Carmen had left the door slightly ajar, she caught a glimpse of space cleared and a few new clothing items hanging, likely a wardrobe prepared for her. Another sign of Carmen's foresight.
"I took the liberty of getting a few new items for you, so you have what you need for the coming weeks," Carmen said, turning to Jeanie with a polite smile that carried no warmth. She gestured to the closet. "We can go through them tomorrow."
"Alright," Jeanie replied softly. She suddenly felt shy under both James's and Carmen's gazes, unsure what was expected of her at this moment. Was she to unpack now? Shower? Bid them goodnight? In her parents' home, there was always a clear routine. Here, she felt unmoored.
Carmen's smile tightened imperceptibly. "Well then, good night," she said looking to James briefly. Her eyes flicked to Jeanie after a second. "Good night, Jeanie."
"Good night," she answered back.
Without further ceremony, Carmen left the bedroom, closing the double doors behind her with a soft click. The moment she was gone, Jeanie felt her body relax a touch.
Jeanie lingered near the foot of the bed, twisting her fingers together again. "It's... it's beautiful," she said quietly, glancing around the room in case she'd missed anything.
James looked up at her, one brow slightly arched. "The penthouse?"
"Yes. It's like a museum or one of those show homes in magazines," she trailed off, worrying she sounded ungrateful, as she nodded at him feeling a bit foolish. Quickly she added, "Thank you for bringing me here. I mean - for making me feel at home." The words felt hollow because, in truth, she did not feel at home yet, but she desperately wanted to.
"Come here," he said after studying her for a moment in that familiar, unreadable way of his. Then he patted the space beside him on the bed.
Jeanie crossed the soft rug and sat where he indicated. The mattress barely dipped under her light weight.
"It will feel like home soon enough. Give it time," he said, resting a hand on her knee and rubbed gently.
"I know it's all new to you," James continued, seeing her small nod in reply. His thumb was stroking absently along the inside of her knee. The small touch made her breath catch, sending a quick warmth through her. Even now, after days of intimacy on their honeymoon, her body responded to his slightest attention. "New can be good," he murmured, as if reading her thoughts. "Better than what you had before, isn't it?"
"Yes. Of course it's better," she said softly while looking up at him, surprised by the question. She swallowed. What she had before was her narrow little childhood room in her parents' farmhouse, or the worn-out couch, with sunken cushions in the living room. "This is... more than I ever imagined."
"I'm going to go to my office for a bit, check on a few things. You're welcome to get ready for bed, if you'd like," James finished, satisfied by her answer. He patted her leg lightly before pulling back, and then stood.
"Alright." It felt like both suggestion and command, delivered gently enough. Jeanie offered a small smile and stood as well.
"You'll be alright here?" he paused at the bedroom door, looking back at her. The lamplight softened the angles of his face, cast a slight shadow across his jaw. His eyes, however, were intent.
"I will. I'll just... unpack a little and freshen up." Jeanie realized he might be worried that she felt uncomfortable alone in this new room, this new life. Part of her did, but she mustered a reassuring nod.
"Good." He lingered another second, then, seeming content, slipped out into the hall, closing the door behind him.
With James gone and the hush of the penthouse settling around her, Jeanie finally allowed herself to exhale fully. She stood alone in the grand bedroom, turning slowly to take it all in again. This room was bigger than the entire first floor of her parents' house, she thought. And far more luxurious than the modest inn they'd stayed at when visiting family a few towns over one time.
Her gaze drifted to the closet where Carmen had put the suitcase. She'd said something that pricked at Jeanie's mind: I took what seemed practical. I put your stuff in a guest room. The comments had been delivered so coolly that Jeanie only now registered the subtle sting in it. There isn't much. It was true, and she knew she'd be leaving most of it behind when she married James, but there were still personal items she'd had her whole life, she would like to have packed. Most of her wardrobe now consisted of what Carmen had selected and packed for the honeymoon, and apparently more that Carmen had prepared here, in the closet.
Jeanie retrieved her suitcase from the closet and unzipped it. Inside, neatly folded, were the items Carmen had packed for her, for the honeymoon. They were all so different from her favorite clothes back home. A couple of modest blouses, a long skirt, her favorite cardigan with the frayed cuff, some undergarments that now looked embarrassingly plain compared to the lace pieces Carmen favored. She pulled out the yellow dress she wore, noting the smells from the past several days, and the contrast of the cedar chest her clothes had back home. The laundry soap her mother used - lavender and lemon.
The thought brought a sudden tightness to her throat. For a moment, she closed her eyes and allowed herself to miss home, remembering her mother's quiet humming in the kitchen, the creak of the floorboards in the hall, even the distant lowing of a few cows the wind occasionally carried from one of the neighboring farms.
But "home" had been given up, traded for this new life of luxury and uncertainty. She opened her eyes and placed the clothes in a laundry basket she'd seen in the closet. As she continued unpacking, she pictured her old clothes amidst the lavishness of her new surroundings. The idea of cotton beside silk, worn edges against pristine finery.
It didn't take long, and Carmen was right, there wasn't much that would fit in this new life. Soon, the suitcase was empty, placed off to the side, and she saw a framed photograph on one of the nightstands. It was a picture of her family, taken a few years ago after church one Sunday. Her mother and father stood on either side of herself, all of them stiff in their Sunday best, awkward half-smiles aimed at the camera. She could see the tension in her father's posture, the way one of his hands was just out of frame, likely pressed firmly on her shoulder even as they posed. Still, it was the only family photo she truly cherished; her mother had given it to her years prior.
Now Jeanie ran her thumb over the glass. How different her life was from that simple day outside the little clapboard church. Did they miss her? Were her parents relieved? Sad? She wasn't sure. She hadn't spoken to them since she left the church after their vows. Truth be told, it had been a relief to escape her father's reach, but the photo reminded her of who she had been just weeks ago. A girl who had never left her small county, never flown on a plane, never worn a dress that showed above her knees, never been touched by a man the way James touched her. That girl felt light years away now.
Blinking away a sheen of emotion, Jeanie set the framed photo on the nightstand, angling it carefully so she could see it, for lack of a better spot. It looked out of place among the elegant finishes of the room, but she couldn't bring herself to hide it away. At least it was one thing of hers in this room.
Done with unpacking, she glanced toward the bathroom. A hot shower sounded heavenly to wash off the travel grime and tension. She made her way over and finding the switch, the bathroom lights came on, illuminating a space of white marble veined with grey. There was a deep soaking tub, and beyond it, a spacious shower, partially hidden behind a wall, but not fully enclosed. Fluffy white towels hung in neat rows; a thin robe even hung near the door, likely placed there for her use.
Jeanie caught sight of herself in the expansive mirror over the double sink. Travel had left her a bit rumpled, her braid was loose and frizzy around her face, a flush of fatigue across her cheeks. But beneath that she saw the subtle changes James's influence had already wrought. Her skin, especially her arms and chest, held a sun-kissed glow from days spent on the beach in swimsuits that made her blush to recall. Her brows had been freshly shaped (courtesy of a spa day James arranged at the resort) and her nails were manicured in a pale pink polish. Both small vanities she'd never bothered with before.
And then there were the marks that couldn't be seen. The lingering tenderness between her thighs that even now, as she shifted her weight, sent a whisper of memory through her, of him, inside her, taking her again and again over those heated tropical nights. She squeezed her thighs together reflexively and looked away from her reflection, heart fluttering at the intimate recollections and the fresh uncertainty of what was to come now that they were back in his world.


As Jeanie undressed slowly, she observed her own nudity in the mirror with a mix of shyness and acceptance. James had seen every inch of her now, touched places she never imagined a man would. The thought made her cheeks warm, but also stirred the butterflies in her belly. She had learned so much about herself with him, about her own desires, her capacity for pleasure, and the thrill she felt when she pleased him in return.
The plane ride home had been chaste enough, just his hand over hers beneath the first-class cabin's blanket, a few light brushes of his lips to her temple. But she had sensed his contained energy, the control he always maintained. And in her own body, a burgeoning craving for his touch that she was just learning how to voice. She wondered if he would come to bed tonight, with any expectations. The thought made her both nervous and excited.
Stepping into the shower, Jeanie turned the water on hot and let it cascade over her travel-weary muscles. She sighed at the feeling. Her long hair, freed from the braid, grew heavy and dark down her back under the steam. She found a vanilla-scented shampoo and lathered her hair, inhaling the comforting fragrance. There was no sound except the rush of water and her own breathing. The shower giving her a moment to gather herself.
As she rinsed, her hands moved over her body, washing away soap. Her palms glided over the smooth plane of her stomach, then lower, between her thighs. She bit her lip. The skin there was mostly bare, the new standard set from when James had shaved her on the second day of their honeymoon. A faint prickling told her it was beginning to grow back again, but it remained so much more bare than she'd ever been.
She recalled with startling clarity, the sight of him kneeling before her in that island bungalow, razor in hand, his eyes keen as he spread her legs and tended to her most private place with reverent precision. Her cheeks burned at the memory. It had been mortifying at first, and yet, by the end, when he stroked his fingertips over the freshly shaven skin and murmured his approval, she'd felt an unexpected surge of pride. Pleasure, even, at pleasing him.
He liked her that way. He liked her groomed to his preference, and so that's the way she would keep it, she resolved silently. It was a small thing she could do to maintain his interest, one of the few preferences he had wordlessly made clear. Tomorrow, perhaps, she would ask Carmen about scheduling a waxing session, if she could muster the courage. The idea of confiding such a detail to Carmen made her stomach flip. Perhaps not, perhaps she would manage it herself.
Jeanie turned off the shower and stepped out into the steamy bathroom air, wrapping herself in one of the big towels. It was soft and warm, almost decadent against her clean skin. She patted herself dry, taking a moment to rub the towel gently between her legs to ensure she was fully dry there, and unable to ignore how sensitive she was even now. Even the plush terrycloth made her gasp softly when it brushed over her tender folds. She had to pause and steady herself, pressing a hand against the cool marble counter until the unexpected wave of arousal subsided.
Focus, she chided herself. She needed to get some sleep.
She slipped on the robe that had been hanging. It was a deep wine color, embroidered with a delicate pattern of vines along the edges. Cinching it at her waist, Jeanie felt the fabric slide over her skin like water. Everything here was sensual, even something as simple as a robe.
Gathering her discarded clothes in one arm, she left the bathroom. The bedroom was quiet; James had not returned from his office yet. On the nightstand, her new phone, a sleek model James had given her, blinked with a low battery warning. She realized she hadn't called home to let her parents know they'd arrived safely. With a small pang of guilt, she decided she'd do it tomorrow; it was late enough they would be asleep anyway.
The towel and travel clothes draped over her arm, she deposited them in the laundry hamper, before climbing into the bed, letting the softest sheets she'd ever felt, wrap around her.
Carmen found James in his study, as she entered, her arms loosely folded, eyes watching him as he moved behind the desk and unlocked a drawer.
"I saw you," she said finally. "That night."
"Be specific," he replied without looking up.
"The wedding night. I was walking by. The door was open."
She let the silence hang between them.
James set the tablet down he'd retrieved from the drawer. He met her gaze for the first time since they arrived.
"And?"
Carmen's mouth twitched. "You could've told me not to come. I would've stayed away if you asked."
"You knew it was our wedding night. What did you expect to happen? It tells me you didn't want to stay away."
"No," she admitted after a pause. Having stepped closer, Carmen reached up and gripped his collar, her fingers curling into the fabric of his shirt. "I didn't, but you didn't tell me not to come."
"I shouldn't have needed to." James didn't flinch.
"No," she agreed again, "but you could've."
His eyes dropped briefly to where her hand was clutching, and her nails grazed the button.
"I needed to see it," she added.
"What exactly do you think you saw?"
Carmen's lips parted as she stepped closer, pressing herself lightly into him, just enough to feel the tension in his chest.
"You were gentle," she said at last. "I've never seen you like that."
James didn't respond.
"She didn't know what to do. You took your time. You talked to her like she mattered."
"She does," was his only reply.
That stung more than she expected. But she didn't let go.
"And I don't?"
"You matter differently."
"Say it, then. Say what I am to you." She tilted her head, eyes searching his.
"You're useful," he continued, as he reached between them and unfastened the top button of her blouse.
She didn't blink, her eyes simply narrowed, searching for more.
"You know how to read a room. You make things run smoothly. You keep people where I want them."
More buttons, punctuating each sentence.
"You've never disappointed me."
Another.
"You're loyal."
The last button came undone, and the material parted, exposing the bare skin between her breasts, down to the low waistline of her pants, from the press of her breasts against the fabric. Carmen didn't move.
"That's your place," he said. "Not hers."
Carmen stepped back without a word. Her mouth twitched into something like a smirk, though her chest rose faster now.
"I can live with that," she finally answered.
James let the silence stretch.
"Then tell me what you want," he said, with a touch of something that sounded like irritation, which was rare for him.
Carmen didn't break eye contact as she parted the unbuttoned blouse, letting the fabric fall open completely, exposing her bare tits to his gaze. Her nipples were already taut. Then, with deliberate slowness, her fingers went to the top button of her dress pants. She unfastened it, then the zipper, and pulled the material down just enough to reveal the narrow line of her pubic hair, stopping at the beginning her slit.
James stayed where he was, watching.
Having maintained eye contact, she only broke it when she deliberately turned to the floor-to-ceiling windows that stretched across the far side of the room. The city sprawled just beyond the glass, miles of lights, moving cars, illuminated towers rising against the dark. Carmen walked toward the view, the sway of her hips was exaggerated, and her pants were now bunched just below her butt, exposing the curve of her ass from behind, knowing he was watching every step.
"This is what I want," she said when she reached the window, placing both hands against the glass and looked over her shoulder.
The reflection captured her bare skin, her prominent breasts, long legs, the sharp angles of her shoulders framed by the skyline. Her chest lifted slightly with each breath, nipples already stiff from the cool surface they pressed against. Her exposed pussy was visible above the line of her pulled-down pants. She watched his reflection in the window as well.
James's eyes met hers in the glass, watching as he came to her. She felt the shift in him as he approached. His presence moved behind her, but just stood there, letting the sight of her that was bare and visible to the city take hold.
"You want this?" he asked, his voice close to her ear.
"I always do," she smiled faintly.
He reached around her, his hand pressing flat to her torso, moving down over the soft skin of her stomach, then lower. His fingers brushed the exposed skin between her thighs, just to where her pants were pulled down. She hadn't been sure if he'd follow her with Jeanie in the house, but hoped since he'd undone her blouse. A jolt of awareness, ran through her, not knowing where exactly Jeanie was. His touch was warm against her skin.
A slow, insistent throb began deep within her, and she felt a gathering wetness, responding to his caress. Her desire, at first a faint flicker from her uncertainty, now became undeniable to them both as she quickly started to become increasingly slick from his touch. A familiar, almost nostalgic warmth began to spread from her belly, intensified by the thought of his new wife just down the hall.
His zipper came down, a rasp that seemed unnaturally loud, the only competition being the noises from his hand between her legs. She heard it clearly, felt the immediate adjustment of his stance as it widened. The air thickened, charged with the familiarity of their shared history and the dangerous thrill of this forbidden moment. Every beat of her pulse was a drum in her ears.
Then the blunt, heavy head of his cock pressed between her lips. It was a deliberate tease, as he let it linger, nudging, rubbing, building the exquisite tension, the promise of entry. He leaned closer, his breath warm on her ear.
"You're too loud sometimes, Carmen," he murmured, a gravelly current against the frantic pounding of her blood. A reminder of the precarious line they were walking, more than a criticism.
"Never when it matters," she breathed, her voice barely a whisper, a stark contrast to the inferno building within her. The cool glass against her, kept her in the physical reality of the moment.
"No, never when it matters," he agreed. He shifted, just enough to graze her again. The anticipation was a cruel, delicious ache. "But you don't always know when to hold your tongue, do you?"
"I know when to stop, James," she countered, her voice a low murmur, sharp with an underlying challenge. "That's what counts, wouldn't you say?"
His grip on her waist tightened momentarily, a silent warning.
"It's only counts if you know where the line is, Carmen. And sometimes you seem to forget. You walked a fine line with your choices for her clothes during our trip." His voice dropped, becoming a low, private rumble that resonated through her bones, pulling her deeper into their shared world. "It's only because you're indispensable that you get away with it."
That, finally, made her shiver. The acknowledgement of more than just her body, but of her mind, her loyalty, her unique strategic brilliance. It was the confirmation, the reaffirmation she craved, a branding more profound than any touch or title, especially tonight. She could almost feel Jeanie moving in the adjacent wing, oblivious to what was happening. And the thought was a potent, dark spice, making the forbidden act even more alluring.
He entered her in one hard, unyielding thrust. Her pants were sitting just low enough to allow him access, and now they dug into her thighs, as they tried to spread wider, deeper into the stance he demanded, creating a visceral friction between fabric and skin that only heightened the raw sensation.
"I fuck you because you're beautiful, but also because of your mind. Because you understand what I want, how to read a room." His hands dug into her hips tighter as he spoke. A declaration of a unique bond no one else shared. "And because you can always help me turn any situation to our advantage."
Carmen gasped, a sharp, raw sound caught in her throat. Her hands flattened harder against the cold glass, knuckles white, bracing herself against the brutal force of him. His hands were like iron bands, gripping her waist, thumbs pressed to the indent of her spine, driving her forward, then back, then forward again. He set a punishing rhythm that was deep and fast - ruthless. Her mind processed each stroke as a declaration, a claim of her value.
A phantom image of Jeanie's soft skin, fresh from their honeymoon, flashed in Carmen's mind, making her clench harder around him, a silent claim of her own.
She welcomed it. She met him, lifting her hips, opening herself further to his thrust, to the exquisite, familiar pain and pleasure from his size, with no preamble, or time to adjust. The cool glass against her nipples contrasted wildly with the blistering heat growing inside her. Her reflection blurred with each relentless thrust, but she watched anyway. Watched her own face in the glass being taken, used, marked again by him, in the exposed vulnerability of her half-clothed body, exposed to the indifferent city lights. Their secret from her, reflected in the glass, a stark image of illicit passion, seemed to mock the quiet house, the possibly sleeping wife.
James's hand came around her throat, pulling her back to the moment, to hold her captive to his words and his will. His thumb brushed her pulse point, a subtle throb beneath his skin.
"Now you say it. Tell me what you are to me," he said, turning the question that started this back to her. Making her demonstrate that she understands.
"I'm the one that knows everything, but you can trust. The one who's already seen the ugliest parts of you, and never judged. The one you come to when no one else is allowed to know what you need," she answered with renewed confidence, through ragged breaths. Fighting to speak from the air being forced from her lungs with each thrust from behind. Years of unspoken agreements and truths carrying the weight of her words.
"Prove it," His hips paused, a deliberate, agonizing halt, the sudden stillness almost unbearable. The pressure inside her was immense, a silent demand, a test. She could feel it pulsing in her depths as he now held his place.
"How?" she choked out, desperate for him to resume, for the release only he could offer.
His grip on her throat tightened, almost imperceptibly, just enough to send a jolt through her, a reminder of who was truly in control. He offered no words, only a subtle pressure from a hand on her head, forcing her look back to them in the glass. His own eyes, reflected back, were hard, demanding absolute truth, daring her to waver.
Carmen didn't. Instead, she slowly lifted one hand from the cold glass, reaching back to find his face. Her fingers, trembling slightly, traced the sharp line of his jaw, then slid to cup his cheek, gently but firmly pulling his face closer to hers. Her breathing came as whimpers, needing him to continue. It was a raw sound, as she pulled his head down, until her lips alongside his face.
"I'll make sure you get every last penny from that little farmgirl's childhood home," she whispered, her voice a poisonous thread, barely audible even to him and right in his ear. "Dalton will have nothing left. Not even his daughter that you took from him. Not a single thing," she finished with a nip at the cheek her lip tickled as she spoke.
He grunted low in approval, a primal sound that vibrated through her. And then he slammed into her harder, faster. The wet slap of skin echoed off the glass, a raw soundtrack to their illicit act. Her legs began to shake, a fine tremor that threatened to buckle her, but she didn't ask him to stop. She wouldn't. The knowledge that Jeanie was just rooms away only fueled the dangerous thrill. The exquisite validation of being the one he turned to, the one who saw him, the one who could manipulate the very fabric of his world.
"Exactly where you belong," he murmured against her ear, the words a low rumble of satisfaction as he drove into her. "Always my most trusted piece. My best asset."
She didn't need affection. She didn't want love. She wanted this. Control. Reaffirmation. Purpose. To be used, to be claimed, to exist unequivocally in his world, whatever the terms, even if those terms included his new wife.
His other hand left her waist, finding one of her breasts, fingers pinching sharply at the hardened nipple. She bit back a cry, a sudden, involuntary sound from the release of unbearable tension. The pressure inside her boiling over had her body clenching hard around him, the muscles of her pussy contracting in a fierce grip as she came.
James didn't slow. He held her there, face nearly pressed to the glass now, as his hips pistoned with unrelenting force. Then, with a sudden, powerful surge, he pulled out, his body tight and straining, and shot across the back of her blouse and the exposed curve of her ass.
"Fuck, Carmen!" he gritted out, the words ripped from him. His eyes, hot and narrowed, fixed downward, watching as his cum continued to coat her. "You always know how to play the long game." His cum, thick and white, stood out against the dark material of her pants, it was dripping on. He stayed there for a second, the warmth of his seed starting to cool, a final assertion of their unbreakable bond, before stepping back.
Carmen let her forehead rest against the cool glass, with her body trembling. Her pulse beginning to subside in her ears. Her thighs felt like jelly, shaking uncontrollably. Every nerve ending was alight, every sense heightened, especially the awareness of the quiet house around them, the wife in the other room, who knew nothing of the woman who held James's deepest secrets, who enabled his every move.
She didn't speak, didn't move, until she felt him moving behind her, the smooth rasp of a zipper rising after tucking himself away, the faint rustle of fabric as he straightened his shirt. He was already detaching, returning to the controlled composure of the man who had just returned from his honeymoon.
"Your position hasn't changed, Carmen," he stated. It was a dismissal, a return to their reality, but also an affirmation of her enduring role. "You know that." He turned slightly, glancing at his dim reflection in the window. "You'll still be expected to help her acclimate. The environment, the expectations... all of it. She'll need structure." He took a moment to adjust his clothes a touch more, before finishing, "And you're best suited to provide it."
She straightened slowly, her movements stiff. She smoothed her hair with one hand, a gesture of self-possession, then turned to face him, her pants left where they were, a living testament to the raw, spontaneous, roughness he left behind.
Her blouse hung open, one side sliding off her shoulder. Her pants were caught midway down her thighs, hips bare. Her breasts rose and fell in slow, uneven breaths as she reclaimed her posture even in partial undress. But instead of buttoning up or pulling away, she leaned back.
Her spine met the cool glass, and she let herself lean into it, to support her weak legs. Her shoulder blades met the hard surface first, then her spine, then the soft curve of her ass. She could feel the cool glass against her back, through the light material of her blouse, making her skin tighten. More than that, it forced the awareness of what he'd left behind.
She felt the smear of him, still warm where it soaked into the silk material on her low back, the slippery sensation where it coated the skin of her ass. She could feel it spread beneath the pressure. Her parted blouse clung where it was soiled, but she didn't fix it. She let it cling. Let the mess of them mark the pristine window, her body caught between the world outside and the man inside who had just reminded her of exactly where she stood.


Almost as if to seal it, she gave a faint, satisfied breath. And stayed like that for a moment, hands gently caressing her own abdomen, up to her rising and falling chest, and up to her neck. Her nipples were peaked in the cool air, her inner thighs damp, streaked, and slightly trembling.
It was a defiance, but not outright rebellion. It was ownership. A trace of her, and of him, left where it didn't belong, and in sight of anyone that cared to look.
James turned toward the desk and retrieved the tablet he'd originally come for. He didn't look at her until he was already halfway to the door.
Then, pausing with one hand on the frame, he glanced back. Just once.
"I'll have the glass cleaned in the morning."
Carmen's lips curved, expecting nothing less than his constant awareness. "Naturally."
He held her gaze for a few seconds, showing no expression. Then he turned and walked out, the study door left ajar behind him.
She remained where she was, pants still down, blouse open and clinging, her back pressed to the streaked glass like a woman branded.
But she was still here. Still useful
Jeanie stirred slowly. The sheets were warm where her body lay, but cooler beside her. She blinked against the soft morning light filtering in from the slightly cracked curtains. James's side of the bed was empty, the duvet folded back slightly. She could tell he had come to bed, from the slight shift in the bedding where his weight must have been, and slightly disheveled pillows. He was just up earlier than her, as seemed to be the usual.
Life on the farm had typically made her an early riser, but the long days, and new activities were taking their toll on her sleep habits. She wondered just how early James usually got up, and if he typically woke before she normally would.
She sat up and tucked her knees beneath the covers, listening. The penthouse was quiet. No footsteps, no voices, not even the sound of the city she could see through the part in the curtains. She stretched, then reached for the robe she'd worn the night before, that remained draped over the bench at the foot of the bed.
The floors were cool under her feet when she trapsed through the bedroom, collecting her hair into a loose tie at the base of her neck, and cracked the double doors open. The light spilling into the hallway was muted, but ahead the living space was washed in natural light. The panoramic view beyond the windows was even more overwhelming by day.
Buildings rose like monuments, layered and gleaming, their glass facades catching the late morning light. Below, cars wove along the narrow streets, and beyond them, the city stretched farther than she could have imagined. From hills lined with homes and winding roads, to the pale shimmer of the ocean. The sunlight glinted off the waves through a hazy glow over the entire horizon.
She crossed to the kitchen area where everything was pristine. A single mug sat near the sink, James's, she guessed. She opened a cabinet cautiously, and found more mugs behind it. They were all matching, matte black with thin handles that felt like they reflected James's style.
Opening the fridge, inside everything looked just as orderly as the rest of the home. Rows of glass bottles, a few covered dishes, neatly stacked containers. She scanned the shelves until her eyes landed on a carafe of orange juice near the back. She reached for it, careful not to knock anything else out of place.
She moved back to the cabinets next, opening them one by one until she found a row of tall glasses that were thin, and heavier at the base. She selected one, rinsed it quickly in the sink, and poured herself a small amount. As she stood there, sipping from the cup and staring out at the city, she heard footsteps.
Carmen appeared from the corridor, already dressed in a fitted blouse and tailored slacks, her dark hair swept into a sleek low twist, secured with a thin, gold pin that caught the light as she moved. She didn't look surprised to see Jeanie in the kitchen. If anything, she seemed mildly amused.
"Morning," Carmen said as she moved past the island, her gaze sliding briefly to Jeanie's bare legs beneath the robe.
"Good morning," Jeanie replied, shifting her weight slightly. She wasn't used to being seen like this.
"Sleep well?" Carmen asked, pulling a bottle of water from the fridge and twisted the cap off.
"I did," Jeanie said. "Thank you."
Carmen took a sip, then leaned against the counter, watching her for a moment.
"The first few nights can be strange in a new space. And this view doesn't exactly help you forget how far up you are," she commented with a glance towards one of the large windows.
"It takes getting used to," Carmen continued. "You'll start to adjust as you find your routines. Or adjust to the lack of them, in your case, I suppose."
Jeanie lowered her eyes to her glass. "I don't mind routines."
"No," Carmen said lightly. "I imagine you don't."
She crossed to the small fruit bowl on the counter and selected a banana, peeling it slowly. "James mentioned you might want to explore the building today. Get familiar."
"Oh. That would be nice," Jeanie answered, looking up. Carmen's watchful eyes continued to make her feel like she was being appraised or evaluated.
"I'll be around," Carmen said. "You'll find it's a small world up here. But a particular one."
Jeanie nodded, unsure what she meant.
Carmen didn't elaborate. She broke off a piece of the banana and ate it, then set the rest on a small cutting board like she might return to it later.
"There's a community lounge on the sixth floor. You'll need your key card, if you ever get bored." She paused seeing a look of confusion on Jeanie's face.
"There's a full fitness center, private spa access, a heated rooftop pool, lap lanes only during peak hours. Dry sauna. Theater room if you ever feel like watching something without the distractions of a real cinema. Concierge handles reservations and deliveries, though I imagine most of that will go through me," she continued.
Jeanie nodded slowly, trying to absorb it all.
"There's also a small library, though no one really uses it," Carmen added, plucking a paper-thin slice of lemon from a bowl and dropping it into her water. "The elevators are key-controlled between floors, so don't be surprised if they don't let you off everywhere. It's for privacy."
She said it all without looking at Jeanie, as if she were listing off amenities to someone out of obligation, more than a desire to actually educate her of where she lived.
"Okay," Jeanie said quietly.
Carmen studied her for a moment, then gave a nod that felt more final than reassuring. "When you're ready, I'll walk you through everything. The amenities, the keycard system, how deliveries are handled. Everything has a process here."
Her eyes dipped, briefly, to Jeanie's bare legs again, causing her to become suddenly aware of the slight stubble on her shins. She hadn't shaved in a couple of days, and the robe hit just high enough to leave her skin exposed. She resisted the urge to shift or tug at it.
"I'm sure none of this exists where you're from," Carmen added smoothly.
"No, I guess not," she answered with a swallow.
"Like I said, everything takes getting used to." Carmen's smile returned, just a faint curve.
The words weren't cruel. But the way she said them left Jeanie feeling oddly visible, like her inexperience had been marked and noted.
Jeanie took another sip of her orange juice, letting the cold, tart taste pull her attention away from the tight feeling in her chest. Distracting her from the way Carmen's gaze had lingered on her legs, or the way her words seemed kind without ever feeling warm.
"You'll want to freshen up before lunch. There's a lunch tomorrow on the terrace, by the way. It's informal, mostly women." Carmen eventually continued, as she turned to rinse her hands at the sink.
Jeanie looked at her. "Here?"
"Not here in the penthouse, no. Another unit in the building is hosting it. I'll make sure you're invited."
"Oh," Jeanie said. "Should I wear something specific?"
"Wear something that doesn't look like it came from a church consignment table," came her answer, drying her hands with a cloth.
The remark was said softly, but Jeanie felt it all the same. Her grip tightened slightly on the glass of orange juice.
"That was a joke," Carmen said, when she glanced at her and smiled again, as if to disarm the sting.
Jeanie gave a nod. "Of course."
There was a moment of quiet, then Carmen turned to leave, lifting the unfinished banana as she passed.
"I'll be in the office if you need anything," Carmen finished.
"Thank you."
And then she was gone.
Jeanie remained in the kitchen, holding her juice, facing the window again but no longer seeing the view.
By late morning, Jeanie had showered again and changed into the outfit Carmen had laid out for her. The dress was soft and sleeveless, pale blue, with a fitted waist and a hem that felt slightly too short when she sat. She wasn't sure if it was meant to be casual or dressy, because it was nicer than anything she'd worn back home, but it seemed simple compared to what Carmen had provided her with during the honeymoon.
At a few minutes past eleven, Carmen appeared at the bedroom door without knocking. She didn't enter, just stood in the hallway with a phone in one hand and a pair of sunglasses in the other.
"Come on," she said. "You should see the rest of the building."
Jeanie followed her without question.
They took an elevator down to the sixth floor. Carmen moved briskly, barely glancing at the card readers as she tapped her way through secured areas. The hallway outside the elevator was lined with neutral artwork of washed tones and abstract shapes.
The first space they entered was the lounge. Floor-to-ceiling windows bathed the room in natural light, and a long bar stretched along one side. Sleek low chairs and velvet sectionals were arranged in conversational clusters, flanked by sculptural light fixtures and oversized planters. A fireplace sat dark and unused beneath a massive screen.
"Everything is for residents only," Carmen said, her tone somewhere between polite and distracted. "Drinks are self-serve most of the time. Staff handles cleanup. There's a private chef on call for events, but you should never need to worry about that."
Jeanie nodded, keeping close.
Carmen led her past a fitness center next with mirrored walls, mounted TVs, and rows of machines that looked expensive and intimidating. A woman ran on a treadmill near the far wall wearing earbuds and the shortest shorts Jeanie had ever seen. They were tight and cropped high, barely covering the bottom curve of her butt.
"You can schedule private training or spa services through the concierge," Carmen said. "It's all in the app."
"The app?"
"There's a resident portal. I'll show you later."
Jeanie offered a small, grateful smile.
The pool deck was next. Warm air greeted them as they stepped outside. The rooftop was framed in glass, with a long rectangular pool set in the center. Several women lounged along the edges on cushioned chaises, oversized sunglasses hiding their expressions. Music drifted from discreet speakers placed around the space.
Carmen didn't announce them. She only walked forward and stopped near the center seating area.
Three women glanced up from their conversation. One of them, a petite blonde in a floral cover-up, raised her sunglasses. They looked to be around Jeanie's age, maybe a few years older at most.
"Carmen," she said brightly. "I didn't expect to you see you around the pool today... or bringing a guest."
"I didn't plan to," Carmen replied, folding her arms loosely. "But she should start meeting people."
The blonde's eyes shifted to Jeanie and lit with curiosity. "You must be the new wife."
"I'm Jeanie," she swallowed and nodded.
"Aubrey," the woman said, lifting her sunglasses to her forehead. She had large eyes and an easy smile. "God, you're so young."
Jeanie wasn't sure if that was a compliment.
Beside her, a woman with darker skin and shoulder-length curls was half-reclined on her lounger, one leg bent casually. She wore a black bikini with gold hardware and didn't bother reaching for a cover-up.
"Talia," she said. "Heard about you."
Jeanie flushed. "Oh. Um... good things?"
Talia smiled without answering.
The third woman, seated more upright with her legs crossed at the ankle, gave a polite nod. Her black hair was twisted into a neat bun, and a soft linen wrap covered most of her swimsuit.
"Mina," she said simply.
Jeanie returned the nod, aware of how out of place she felt standing fully clothed while the others lounged with varying degrees of skin showing.
"How's married life treating you?" Aubrey asked, reaching for her iced drink.
"It's been... good," Jeanie said. "A lot to take in."
"I'll bet," Talia murmured.
Carmen remained quiet beside her, offering no lifeline.
"James doesn't usually go for quiet girls," Aubrey added, voice light. "At least not for long."
"Tactful," Mina said softly, but not disapprovingly.
Jeanie tried to smile.
"We're just passing through, ladies. She'll come up another time," Carmen said stepping forward.
The tone suggested the conversation was over.
"Bring her back with a swimsuit. We'll loosen her up," Aubrey replied leaning back, her attention already shifting.
Talia's grin widened.
Mina sipped from her glass, unreadable.
Jeanie followed Carmen without needing to be told.
Back in the elevator, neither of them spoke at first. The doors closed with a soft hush, and the glass cabin rose smoothly through the floors.
"She's forward," Jeanie said finally, unsure why she'd spoken.
"Who?" Carmen didn't look at her.
"Talia."
Carmen gave a slow nod. "She gets away with it."
"Because she's... confident?" Jeanie ventured.
"Because she knows how to... work people," Carmen said, elusively. "There's a difference."
Jeanie absorbed that in silence, her thoughts still lingering on the way the other women had looked at her.
A moment passed. Then, quietly, she asked, "How did they know I was married?"
"Because the building had to be informed you'd be moving in. Your name's on the resident registry," she replied barely acknowledging Jeanie, not even taking a moment to look over.
"Oh," Jeanie hesitated.
"Nothing stays private in a place like this," Carmen added. "You'll figure that out soon enough."
They reached the penthouse floor. Carmen stepped out first, her heels echoing against the marble.
"You'll want to be ready for the terrace lunch tomorrow," she said over her shoulder. "Something flattering, but tasteful. And please - shave."
Jeanie's face heated, but she didn't respond, as she listened to Carmen's footsteps grow more distant.
Jeanie moved between the drawers and cabinets, setting utensils and folded napkins on the table as carefully as she could. She wasn't sure what a proper setting was in this world, but tried to make it look similar to what she'd seen in movies.
Behind her, James unpacked the contents of several delivery bags, peeling back foil lids and transferring small containers to serving plates.
"I wasn't sure what you'd want," he said, looking up. "So I ordered a few things."
"I'm not picky," Jeanie replied as she moved closer to see the options.
"I know," James said. "That's not always a strength."
She wasn't sure what it meant, but his tone wasn't sharp. Just observational.
She sat across from him, pulling her plate closer. Roasted chicken, a small portion of wild rice, and slender green beans dusted with some sort of seasoning. The kind of meal that she'd made at home, but never looked as fancy as this.
James picked up his fork. "Carmen said she showed you around."
"She did," Jeanie said. "Everything's so... big. And clean. I never knew you lived in a place like this. I only ever heard about the house back home."
"What'd you think of the lounge?" he asked with a single nod, and returning to chewing.
"It's beautiful. I liked how elegant everything was."
"It's all meant to impress."
"It worked," she said, then hesitated. "She said I'll need a keycard for everything?"
"Already taken care of. It should be in the drawer in the entry table. I apologize, I meant to mention it, but didn't get a chance before I left this morning."
"She also mentioned a social gathering tomorrow. On the terrace?" Jeanie nodded taking a bite. The vegetables were lightly seasoned, soft at the center.
"You don't have to go," he offered.
"I want to," Jeanie said quickly. "I mean... if you're ok with it."
"I think it would be good for you. Just be aware of who's watching," he said ing back in his chair, studying her.
Before Jeanie could ask what he meant, the clicking of heels approached from the hallway. Carmen stepped into view, her blouse tucked into a high-waisted skirt, a glass of something amber-colored in hand. She paused when she saw them, but didn't back away.
"I didn't realize you two were eating in," she said.
"There's more in the kitchen," James offered. "If you're hungry."
"I'm fine," Carmen said, crossing to the sideboard but not taking a seat. She rested a hip against it instead, swirling the liquid in her glass.
Jeanie glanced at her, unsure if she should say anything. Carmen looked composed as always, like she belonged there without question.
"We were just talking about the terrace event," James said, turning his attention back to his plate. "Jeanie wants to attend."
Carmen's eyes flicked to her, then back to James.
"Good. She can make some little friends."
Jeanie felt a sting at the comment.
"I didn't realize you were going to be gone all day," Jeanie said after a moment, directing it toward James, in an effort to ignore the remark from Carmen.
"I wasn't planning to be. But something came up," he said, offering no real answer.
"Oh."
"I'm not used to checking in," he said, setting down his fork and meeting her gaze, "but I'll try to think of it going forward."
"I didn't mean it like that." Jeanie straightened slightly in her chair.
"I know," he said. "Still."
"It's an adjustment," Carmen said lightly, sipping her drink as she glanced between them. "This place. The pace. Everything. I told her it takes time."
"She's adaptable. That's why she's here." James's tone left no room for doubt.
"Well, I'll let you two finish." Carmen pushed away from the sideboard. "I was just grabbing something from the pantry."
James didn't respond, and Jeanie gave a small nod as Carmen disappeared into the pantry, then back down the hall.
"Do you think she likes me?" Jeanie asked after a stretch of silence, setting her fork down.
James looked over at her, but didn't answer right away.
"I mean, I'm trying to learn from her," Jeanie added. "How to carry myself here, and to fit in."
"She knows how things run," James said. "But you're not Carmen. You'll find your own way. It just takes time."
Jeanie nodded faintly and cut another piece of chicken.
The elevator opened to a broad terrace lined with planters and soft seating, high above the city. A breeze moved gently through tall grasses in rectangular stone beds, and the buzz of conversation seemed everywhere. A breeze from so high up stirred the warm air. Simple music played from hidden speakers only loud enough to break any potential silence. It was late morning, the sun already strong enough to feel the heat of the day setting in.
Jeanie stepped out slowly. Her dress was something Carmen had pulled from the closet that morning, and as expected from her, it clung a little more than she was used to. The fabric was light and silky, a soft ivory shade with faint gold detailing that caught the sun. Thin straps left her shoulders bare, and the hem stopped several inches above her knees, swaying as she walked. It felt more revealing than what seemed normal to her for a mid-day social, but she decided she had no actual frame of reference. She glanced down and adjusted it, trying to ignore the self-consciousness prickling up her back. Her legs were freshly shaved. She'd done it first thing, remembering Carmen's comment, and had taken her time, making sure she left no traces behind.


A small gathering had already formed near the far end of the terrace. Most of the women there were older, elegant, with sunglasses perched high and chatter that seemed to come from every angle. Jeanie knew none of them. A server walked by with a tray of fruit skewers and chilled champagne flutes. She shook her head when he paused, and he continued on.
It took her a moment to spot the younger women.
It didn't take long for Jeanie to spot the same three women from the pool. This time they were gathered under the shade of a large umbrella near the edge of the terrace, with drinks in hand. Aubrey was sprawled out on a cushioned bench, one leg tucked beneath her. Talia sat perched on her chair, long legs stretched out in front of her, while Mina leaned forward with her elbows on her knees, smiling faintly as she listened.
All three looked up when Jeanie approached.
"Well look who came back," Aubrey said in a sing-song voice as she pulled her sunglasses down to peer over the top. "You've been all the talk of the elevator rides all week."
Jeanie flushed. "I guess Carmen wasn't exaggerating."
"Not this time," Mina said, her tone kind. "But you're fine. You met us already. You passed the poolside test."
"Now we'll see how you handle gossip hour." Talia smirked, giving Jeanie a once-over, her dark eyes assessing. "That's quite the dress. Looks fantastic on you."
"Carmen got it for me, before I got here." Jeanie blinked at the attention.
"Of course she did," Aubrey muttered. "She has taste."
"Carmen mentioned something was happening today," Jeanie said with a nervous smile. "I didn't know if I'd be intruding."
"You're not," Mina said. "This whole thing is pretty casual. Come sit."
"It is," Talia said, offering a small wave to a chair, at Mina's invite to sit. "Every Friday," she continued between sips of her drink. "They call it a social, but it's really just an excuse to drink before noon."
Aubrey grinned. "Which we fully support."
"Plenty of women come through here thinking they'll fit in. Most don't last," Talia quipped.
"Talia," Mina chided gently.
She simply shrugged. "You know it's true."
"And we come," Mina added, "to be amused."
"It's more of a regular thing," Aubrey said. "A handful of the women here gather every Friday morning. Some of them play bridge. The rest come to compare jewelry."
Talia gestured again to the seat across from her. "Seriously, sit. We won't bite."
"Well, I appreciate the welcome." Jeanie stepped closer and held the back of her skirt as she sat. "I think I'm still just trying to understand how all of this works."
"You're married to James Addams," Aubrey said. "That's how it works."
"She means," Mina clarified, "that people pay attention more than they let on. That's why we all knew who you were before you even walked out here."
"You didn't Google yourself?" Talia asked.
"No," Jeanie said, surprised.
"Girl," Aubrey drawled, "someone already has. It was probably one of the HOA wives."
"They pretend they don't gossip, but they live for it," Talia mused.
"Most of them are watching us right now," Mina added.
Jeanie looked around at the women older than her mother sipping mimosas and adjusting wide-brimmed hats, their eyes bouncing from face to face.
A new tray passed nearby and Mina grabbed a cold cucumber water, offering another to Jeanie, who took it.
"Soooo," Aubrey said, dragging the word out, "how long have you known James?"
"As long as I can remember," Jeanie said. "We met through my father."
There was a pause.
"That's kind of romantic," Mina said.
"Is it?" Talia countered. Her tone sounded as though she were implying something, but she said it with a smirk, leaving Jeanie unsure of what she was implying.
"I don't know... I thought it was," Jeanie said quickly.
Talia tilted her head. "Relax. I'm just messing with you. I already knew the basics. I just wanted to see how you'd respond."
Mina gave her a look. "You're such a brat."
Talia laughed, and Aubrey giggled too. Jeanie tried to smile.
"So where are you from?" Mina asked, steering things more gently. "Not the city, right?"
"No," Jeanie said. "A small town, about 4 hours outside the city."
"Central Valley," Talia said. "That's farm country."
Jeanie nodded.
"Big change," Mina said.
Jeanie wasn't sure if she meant the place, the marriage, or both.
"It's been a lot to take in," she admitted. "Everything's different."
"I bet," Aubrey said. "I grew up here and it's still a lot."
"I didn't think buildings could be like this," Jeanie said softly. "The views, the pool... everything feels so expensive."
"That's because it is," Talia said.
"She's not wrong," Mina added with a grin.
"So you all live in the building?" Jeanie asked.
"We do, but I'm several stories down from you," Talia said. "Not all of us get the penthouse. James is special," she finished with a grin.
"Don't let Talia fool you. She..." Mina began.
"-gets spoiled," Talia finished for her giggling.
"I live two floors down," Mina offered. "My parents bought the unit years ago, but they're rarely here these days, so it's really just me."
"I'm still crashing in my parent's second bedroom," Aubrey said. They don't seem to mind. Yet," she added the last word with a laugh.
Talia leaned forward. "She blew through her college fund at USC, so now she's home on probation."
"Academic probation," Aubrey corrected. "Not, like, legal."
Mina shook her head with a smile.
Jeanie hesitated. "So... what do you do for work?"
"Define work," Talia said, sipping. "Some people call what I do a lifestyle, which requires maintenance."
Jeanie opened her mouth, then closed it again.
"It's okay if you don't know what to say." Mina leaned forward slightly. "That was her goal."
"We don't actually work," Aubrey clarified.
"I guess I just... assumed people would be busier."
"Some people are," Mina said.
"The rest of us... float," Aubrey added.
"And you?" Talia asked, her eyes narrowing slightly. "Do you float now too?"
Jeanie wasn't sure what she meant by float.
"I mean, you're married," Talia continued, not waiting for Jeanie to respond. "To someone who pays for everything. That's sort of... the definition."
"Oh my god! She's just met us," Mina said, looking at Talia. "Let her breathe."
Talia just shrugged and looked around at the older women.
"You'll figure it out," Aubrey said. "You seem pretty level-headed."
"Thanks."
"So, back to my earlier question, what's he like?" Aubrey asked, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear as she studied Jeanie.
"James?" Jeanie glanced up, her tone cautious, thinking of James's warning.
"No, your florist. Yes - James." Talia rolled her eyes, the corner of her mouth lifting.
"He's... focused. Confident." Jeanie's smile was small, more thoughtful than playful.
"That's a polite answer," Talia said.
"I don't think I'm supposed to gossip about my husband."
"No, but we're happy to," Talia said with a teasing smile.
"Respectfully," Mina added.
"Sure," Aubrey agreed. "Respectful gossip."
Jeanie laughed a little at that. The tension around her shoulders eased.
There was a lull while a server passed with a tray of fresh fruit and little parfaits. Jeanie took one politely, though her appetite hadn't quite caught up to her nerves.
"So," Talia said once they were alone again. "What's it like? Living with James?"
Jeanie hesitated. "It's... nice. Quiet, I guess. Structured," she finished trying to find an answer that didn't feel like she was speaking out of turn about James.
"You're careful with your words," Talia noted.
"She's being polite," Mina said. "Which is rare around here."
Aubrey leaned in. "I'd be careful too if I was sleeping in the same bed as someone who used to give board presentations to half the CEOs in this city."
Jeanie tilted her head. "You've seen him in meetings?"
"No," Talia said, amused. "But I've heard stories."
"James knows how to get what he wants," Mina said. "He's... good at reading people."
"Is that a nice way of saying ruthless?" Jeanie asked.
"Don't mind her, you're doing something right," Mina said softly. "I mean he married you, and from what I hear, it was pretty quick, considering no one knew who you were before it happened."
Jeanie didn't know how to make sense of what everyone was saying. Choosing to just focus on the first comment, she simply replied, "I'm trying."
"Do you play tennis?" Mina asked, shifting topics.
"I used to, in high school. But that was just because they made us for gym."
"There's a club not far from our building," Aubrey said. "Courts are usually empty in the mornings on certain days."
"We go once or twice a week," Mina said. "Sometimes more when it's hot, because it's fun to see who shows up in what."
"It's not about tennis," Talia said. "It's about outfits and the boys," she finished with a wistful sigh and a smile.
"And gossip," Aubrey added, after laughing at Talia.
"You should come," Mina said. "You'd fit in."
"I don't know if I even have anything to wear."
"We'll fix that," Talia said. "Trust me. I love dressing people."
"She does," Aubrey confirmed.
"Okay," Jeanie said slowly. "I'll come sometime."
"Good," Mina said, lifting her glass.
Jeanie returned the gesture with a small, cautious smile. It still felt unfamiliar, but she wasn't entirely outside of it all anymore.
The late morning flooded the room through the tall windows, warming the floor beneath Jeanie's bare feet. She stood in front of the closet, letting her eyes move across the long row of hangers. Dresses, skirts, blouses, some structured, some barely more than slips. All of them handpicked by Carmen.
Her fingers hesitated on a silky blue camisole before drifting past it. It was pretty, but thin, better suited for evening. Or seduction. She wasn't sure which Carmen had intended.
Jeanie glanced at her reflection in the floor-length mirror. Her hair hadn't fully dried, curling slightly at the ends. Wrapped only in the towel, she knew she should already be dressed. They were supposed to go out later, though she hadn't heard the plan yet.
The girls' styles had stood out during the terrace lunch. Breezy and playful, nothing like Carmen's polished styling. Jeanie didn't want to look like she was trying too hard. But she also didn't want to be the girl who didn't try at all.
She stepped back from the closet and reached for the smaller dresser instead. Inside the closet were a few pieces that Mina had lent her, that felt more familiar. Soft cotton shirts, ribbed tanks, denim with stretch. Jeanie chose a simple sleeveless top in white and a pair of high-waisted linen shorts, that still had a tag on them. They looked light and effortless. She hoped that counted for something.
The phone on her nightstand buzzed with a new message. She crossed the room and picked it up.
Mina: Fashion district this afternoon? Talia's calling it a "style rescue." Her words, not mine. You still in?
A few seconds later, another message followed.
Aubrey: We're not letting you spend the rest of the summer looking like Carmen's showroom mannequin.
Jeanie smiled, cheeks warm, and typed out a quick reply.
Jeanie: I'll meet you down there.
She paused before hitting send. Then added:
Jeanie: Thanks for inviting me.
She tapped the screen off and set the phone back down.
At the mirror again, she fastened a small necklace, nothing flashy, just a thin gold chain. One of the few pieces that had belonged to her mother. Her makeup stayed minimal. A touch of concealer. Tinted balm. A little color in her cheeks.
As she slid on her sandals, her eyes caught the view again of tall buildings, peppering long streets below, the sprawl of the city reaching far past what she could see through the smog that overtook it at times. There were times it still felt unreal. Like she'd slipped into someone else's life.
But today, she was invited. Not told, not led. Invited by... friends?
She took one last glance at her reflection, adjusted the top where it clung to her ribs, and reached for her bag.
Jeanie met the girls at a corner café just outside the main stretch of boutiques. Awnings shaded the sidewalks, and flower boxes overflowed with color beneath the windows. Talia and Aubrey were already seated, iced coffees in hand, while Mina stood near the curb waving her down.
"There she is," Aubrey called, slipping her sunglasses to the top of her head. "Right on time."
Jeanie gave a small wave as she approached. "I wasn't sure where exactly to meet."
Mina smiled. "You found us."
"Ready for a proper initiation to the fashion world?" Talia asked, rising from her chair and brushing imaginary lint from her white crop top. "Because we're not letting you spend the rest of the summer looking like Carmen's personal dress-up-doll."
Jeanie flushed. "Is it that bad?"
"No," Mina said quickly. "Just... a specific style."
"Like a furniture display," Aubrey said, grabbing her bag. "Expensive, impressive, but nobody actually lives there."
They walked together down the block, slipping into the first boutique that was a sunlit shop filled with hanging linens, pastels, and gold accents. Talia led the way, already flipping through a rack of sleeveless blouses.
"This one's a must," she said, holding up a cropped wrap top with a plunging neckline. "Soft but flirty. Very coastal girl."
"I don't know," Jeanie said, eyes on the hem. "It's short."
"You've got the waist for it," Mina offered. "And the legs."
Jeanie gave a small, uncertain laugh, but let them drape the top over her arm.
They moved from shop to shop, each one offering something a little different. Light knits, wide-legged trousers, simple tanks in soft colors. The girls moved easily, tossing options into Jeanie's hands, asking her opinion without pressure. She tried on breezy rompers, flirty skirts, dresses that clung in new ways. Some she put back immediately, too revealing. Others, she lingered over in the mirror longer than expected.
"You look so much more relaxed in these," Aubrey said at one point, eyeing a button-front sundress Jeanie had just stepped out of the fitting room in. "Like... like you breathe differently."
"I think I'm just not used to choosing," Jeanie murmured. "Most of my clothes growing up were picked by my mom. Then... well, Carmen."
The girls exchanged a quick look but didn't push.
"Let's find you something for the club," Talia said, already steering them toward the next block. "You can't just wear whatever's clean when it comes to tennis."
"They won't say anything," Mina added, "but they'll judge."
"Especially if you're with James," Aubrey said, her voice a little teasing.
They entered a brighter, shop that carried more athletic attire. It was filled with neon accents and exercise accessories. Jeanie wandered toward a wall of tennis skirts, picking one up in disbelief.
"This is so short."
"That's the point," Talia said, already matching it with a zip-up sleeveless top. "It's all about mobility. And distraction."
Jeanie blinked. "Distraction?"
"She's kidding," Mina said, though her smile suggested otherwise. "Sort of."
They pushed her into a fitting room with a few outfits that were sporty, flirty, and comfortable all at once. Jeanie tried each on slowly, self-conscious at first, but gradually loosening as the girls praised the outfits on her from outside the curtain.
"You're gonna end up being the one we all hate," Aubrey said when Jeanie stepped out in a pleated lilac skirt and a racerback top that hugged her midsection. "How do you look that sweet and that hot at the same time?"
Jeanie flushed, tugging the hem. "It's too short."
"No, it's perfect," Talia said flatly. "Trust me. This'll make half the women at the club want to trip you, and the other half wonder where you bought it."
That startled a laugh out of her, and she ducked quickly back into the stall.
By the time they finished at the tennis shop, Jeanie was carrying two bags of carefully folded clothes, along with a new pair of white court shoes. She tried not to think about the cost. The others had encouraged her not to worry.
"James will want you to have things that fit your life now, compared to the farm," Mina had said, and she believed them. Mostly.
Next came a small boutique tucked between a florist and a bookstore. The lighting was dimmer, the music lower. Silk and lace filled the racks in soft tones and deep jewel shades. The girls' pace slowed. Aubrey drifted toward a rack of bodysuits, while Mina picked through the slips.
Jeanie hesitated just inside the door.
"This is the part where we separate the church clothes from the bedroom clothes," Talia said, turning to her.
"I'm not sure how much I need here. I have--" Jeanie's smile was nervous.
"I'm sure you have practical things," Talia said, matter-of-fact. "That's fine. But lingerie isn't always about function. Sometimes it's about what it does to the person who sees it. And sometimes," she added, flipping through a rack of strappy bras and mesh panels, "what it does to you when you put it on."
"Carmen already made sure I have some." Jeanie's gaze drifted over the racks, as if comparing them to what waited back in the penthouse.
"Right. But do you really want your husband to see you in lingerie some other woman picked out for him?" Talia's smile curved slowly. "Or in something you chose yourself? Something that makes you feel sexy?"
That thought lingered longer than Jeanie expected. She didn't protest when Talia began handing her pieces. A slate blue set with embroidered edges. A sheer champagne slip with adjustable straps. A black bodysuit with a high cut and underwire.
Mina added a few simpler items, such as nude bras in different cuts, cotton lace for everyday wear. Jeanie felt her arms filling again.
"Let me help you in the fitting room," Talia said, already walking ahead.
"Help me?" Jeanie asked, following without quite thinking. The dressing room was large and softly lit, a bench in the corner, mirrors trimmed in rose gold. Talia shut the curtain behind them, tossed her bag onto the bench, and peeled off her shirt without hesitation.
"You're trying stuff on too?" Jeanie asked, surprised.
"Always," Talia said, unclipping her bra and shaking her dark waves back over her shoulders. "They just got new styles in and I've been waiting for some of these."
Jeanie blinked as Talia stepped into a lace set in burnt orange. It was tiny and elegant, and somehow commanding.
"How do they stay up like that?" Jeanie asked before she could stop herself. "Your breasts... they don't even move."
Talia gave her a slow smile. "Implants."
"Oh," Jeanie said, quietly. "I didn't know."
"They're new-ish," Talia added, adjusting one strap. "Rick paid for them."
Jeanie looked up questioningly. "Is that your boyfriend?"
"Not exactly," Talia said with a little laugh. "More like my sugar daddy."
"Sugar daddy?" she asked. She had heard the term, but wanted to make sure she understood it.
"Yeah." Talia didn't look up as she checked her side in the mirror. "He covers rent, shopping, travel. Sometimes more. It's not a secret."
Jeanie sat down slowly on the bench. "I've never met anyone who had one."
"You probably have," Talia said lightly. "You just didn't know what to look for."
"I don't think anyone in my town would be living there if they had one of those," she commented, half joking, half considering the truth of it.
Jeanie looked down at the pile of lingerie in her lap, fingers brushing a pale mauve bra with delicate mesh cups.


"So... you're with him because he gives you things?"
Talia shrugged, tugging her skirt up over her hips. "I'm with him because I like the setup. He gets a beautiful girl on his arm. I get to live how I want. He doesn't ask for more than that."
"And that's enough?"
"For him? Sure." She turned toward Jeanie and winked. "And for me, most of the time. I get bored easily."
Jeanie smiled, unsure if it was from nerves or fascination. "Is he older?"
"Of course," Talia said, stepping into heels she'd brought in with her. "It doesn't work if he's young and broke."
The words made Jeanie laugh before she could help it. Talia grinned.
"I know how it sounds," she added. "But you're married to James, aren't you?"
Jeanie nodded slowly.
"So you get it. Men want to feel powerful. Some of them pay with cash. Some with influence. James... he's the kind who makes you feel like you belong to him even when he hasn't said a word."
Jeanie swallowed, eyes lowering to the lace in her hands. She didn't argue. She wasn't sure she could.
"Come on," Talia said, gentler now. "Let's find out which of these make you blush."
They took turns trying on sets, trading comments and suggestions with easy candor. Talia adjusted a few straps for her, tugged gently at seams. Jeanie let her, although she felt strange and exposed, but not in danger. It felt surprisingly natural. Talia was comfortable in her skin, even topless, as she moved, chatting between changes, occasionally glancing over Jeanie's shoulder to adjust a clasp or tug a strap into place.
"You've got great shoulders," she said once, cinching a halter behind Jeanie's neck. "Let them show."
After a few rounds of trying on simpler sets, Talia pulled something darker from the items she'd set aside, a structured piece that consisted mostly of straps, with sheer mesh panels and a thin vertical bar of lace down the center. The fabric shimmered faintly under the lights, intricate and angular all at once.
"This one's special," she said, holding it out. "You'll want help with it, though the first time. It's like putting on a spell."
"It looks... complicated," Jeanie muttered with a soft laugh.
"That's why I'm here," Talia said, already stepping closer.
Jeanie discarded the last piece she was trying. She felt her skin tingle as she stepped into the bodysuit, the delicate fabric rising slowly up her thighs. Talia crouched to guide the tangle of straps and mesh panels over her hips, fingertips brushing just under the crease of her rear as she adjusted the high-cut leg. The contact made Jeanie freeze, but Talia's touch was brief as though nothing happened.
"You've got beautiful lines," she said, her voice lower now. "Let it hug them."
Jeanie kept still as Talia eased the underwire cups into place, gently lifting each breast before settling the straps over her shoulders. Her thumbs grazed the undersides lightly, smoothing the lace. Then her hands trailed along the outer curve of Jeanie's waist, adjusting one of the straps without rush.
It felt different from Carmen's touch when she was helping her with her wedding dress. Less like she was being shoved and tugged to sit in the bodice properly, and more like she was being placed neatly inside the delicate lingerie. It was almost an Intimate touch and felt like Talia wasn't just adjusting the piece, she admired what was in it.
Talia's hands moved with confidence, lifting one strap, then another. She adjusted the vertical bar that ran between the cups, letting her fingers trace between the fabric and her skin. She tugged the bodice straight at Jeanie's waist, and stepped back to study the fit. Jeanie could feel how the piece sat snug against her skin; in places she wasn't used to seeing reflected.
She looked at herself in the mirror. The item clung closely, the bands of material drawing attention to her trim stomach and the line between her breasts. The lace between the cups sat flat against her skin, while the underwire gave her chest a slight lift. The high cut exposed more of line of her hips than she was used to, as well as the curve of her mound, snug under the gusset but it didn't look obscene.
Her hands hovered over her stomach.
"Don't cover it," Talia said gently. She stepped beside her, their shoulders brushing. "You don't have to apologize for being shaped like a woman."
Jeanie exhaled slowly, lowering her arms.
"It's meant to reveal, not hide," Talia murmured, standing as she stood next to her. "Let it show you off."
"It makes me look..." she murmured, unsure how to finish.
"Like you belong in this world you live in now," Talia said. "And like someone would be lucky to take it off."
Jeanie didn't answer. But for the first time, she didn't want to look away from the mirror.
She turned slightly to see the back. The mesh framed her lower back, dipping into a narrow panel that ran neatly between her cheeks and disappeared under her. A slim elastic strap curved along the top of her cheeks, framing her rear, and hiding nothing.
"Damn," Talia said behind her. "You've got a great ass."
Before Jeanie could respond, she felt a quick pat to each of the round orbs.
She jumped, covering herself on instinct, her hands over her own butt as she turned, flustered.
Talia just smirked, already reaching for the next piece. "Relax. I'm only admiring the merchandise."
Jeanie shook her head, smiling in spite of herself as she reached for a hanger.
When she turned in a deep burgundy set with thin straps and sheer cups, Talia tilted her head.
"That one," she said simply. "If he sees you in that, he'll forget every other woman."
Jeanie blushed deep, changing again, while trying to not look at Talia after the unexpected contact. But the thrill stayed.
Back out in the boutique, the others had gathered at the register, comparing their finds and debating colors. Aubrey had selected a cherry red bodysuit, holding it up like a prize. Mina was more understated consisting of soft blushes, satin, and scalloped edges.
They paid, repacked bags, and drifted back toward the street. Jeanie stepped out into the warm air, arms full, and legs a little tired, but smiling. She hadn't realized how much time had passed.
"What do you think?" Mina asked as they slowed at the corner. "You survive your first shopping trip in the city?"
Jeanie nodded. "I think I needed it."
"Even the lace?" Talia teased.
"Even the lace," Jeanie said, cheeks still faintly pink.
They lingered outside the café where they'd first met, the afternoon sun causing the shadows to grow longer.
"We'll have to go again," Aubrey said, sliding her sunglasses back down. "I'm sure you'll need something new the second James decides to throw a party or drag you to some gala thing."
Jeanie tried to picture herself at James's side in a room full of important people, all of them watching her. She wasn't sure if the knot in her stomach was dread or something closer to anticipation.
"Do you go with him often?" Mina asked.
"No... not yet," Jeanie said, adjusting one of her bags. "But he does go to things. I'm just not usually told much."
Talia made a noise in her throat. "That'll change."
"Especially if you wear that burgundy set under a black dress," Aubrey said.
Jeanie smiled at the sidewalk.
They said their goodbyes with the casual affection of cheek kisses, gentle waves, plans to meet again soon. Jeanie crossed the plaza back toward the car James had sent for her, the driver stepping out to open the door. Her arms were full, but her thoughts fuller.
Back in the penthouse, she laid everything out carefully on the bed, before making sure the tops were folded, dresses hung, and lingerie separated, until everything was put away. Carmen had given her things meant to attract and flatter. But the girls had helped her choose things that made her feel something more fun, or even light, possibly pretty was the right word.
She held up the tennis skirt one more time and gave a quiet laugh. She couldn't picture herself running around in it yet, but she trusted her new friends' sincerity. Maybe some parts of this life would always feel like dress-up. At least now, she had a few pieces she'd chosen for herself.
And tucked near the bottom of one bag, too embarrassed to carry a bag with the boutique's logo advertising what she'd bought, beneath softer, safer options, was the burgundy set.
She didn't hang that one. Just placed it inside a drawer, closed it gently, and pressed her fingers to the edge for a moment before stepping away. There were other items in there, and many far more revealing, but all handpicked by Carmen. This one was her choice to purchase for James, even if Talia had influence with it.
The kitchen was quiet when Jeanie stepped in, other than the tapping of Carmen's nails against the screen of her phone. Carmen stood at the counter with a mug of coffee in one hand and her phone in the other.
She looked up as Jeanie entered, briefly looking over her.
"You went shopping," Carmen said. Not a question.
Jeanie nodded. "Yesterday. With the girls from the swimming pool when you showed me around."
Carmen set her phone down and took a slow sip from her mug. Her gaze moved from Jeanie's sandals to the loose wrap dress she wore, noting it was a light linen, pale blue sundress, and fitted at the waist.
"I see they had opinions, and you've gone back to basic linen sundresses."
Jeanie hesitated. "They were kind."
"They're also bored, impulsive, and louder than they need to be," Carmen said with a slight smile. "But they're useful, in their own way, I suppose."
Jeanie stepped toward the fridge, reaching for water more out of something to do than thirst. She unscrewed the cap and took a slow sip.
"They like you," Carmen continued. "It's good for you to have a life other than just James."
"I didn't say much," Jeanie offered. "Mostly just listened."
"And that's wise. You'll find people here will try to draw you out, especially about James. His business. His connections. Even his past. They'll ask about his habits, his schedule, who he sees. They'll couch it as casual curiosity, or friendly concern, but it's rarely either," Carmen said with a tone of seriousness.
Jeanie frowned, setting her water bottle down. "Why would they?"
"Information is currency here, Jeanie. And James's life, both personal and professional, is a very high-value account. You're privy to privileged access now. Be careful what you say, and with whom." Carmen straightened from the counter, her gaze sharp. "Loose lips have a way of sinking more than just ships in this city. They can sink reputations, deals, and sometimes, even people."
"I wouldn't betray him." Jeanie met her gaze, a new understanding dawning in her eyes.
"I know," Carmen said, her smile this time carrying a hint of genuine approval. "That's why I'm not worried about you and James. I'm worried about you."
Jeanie set the bottle down. "You don't think I should see them again?"
"I didn't say that." Carmen's tone shifted, holding its calm, but firmer now. "But this building has long hallways and thin walls. People notice what you wear. Who you're with. How often you go out. Especially since you're James's wife."
"I didn't mean to draw attention." She looked down at the countertop.
"You didn't," Carmen said. "But you're going to draw it anyway and you don't want gossip. Trust me."
"I understand." Jeanie gave a small nod after a pause.
"You're not entirely what I expected, you know." Carmen picked up her coffee again.
Jeanie looked up, unsure how to respond.
"I figured you'd need more babysitting," Carmen went on. "That I'd have to un-teach you everything your mother drilled into your skull. But you already know how to stay quiet. You already know how to listen. That's harder to get someone to prioritize."
Jeanie didn't answer at first. She wasn't sure it was a compliment.
"I was raised to think being quiet was the expectation, and how to be polite," she said softly. "I didn't realize it was useful."
"Polite is a waste of time," Carmen said, then paused. "But useful? Yes."
They stood in silence for a moment. Carmen moved back toward the window, sipping her coffee. Jeanie reached to tuck her hair behind her ear, fingers brushing the new earrings she'd let Talia talk her into.
"They talked about you a little," Jeanie said after a moment. "The girls. I think they're... curious."
"They've known me longer than you have, but they've never had the chance to get to know me." Carmen didn't turn around.
"I told them I admired you."
Now Carmen did look back, one brow raised.
"I meant it," Jeanie said.
For the first time that morning, Carmen's expression softened, just slightly.
"Don't admire people too easily," she said. "Especially not the ones who seem sure of everything."
Jeanie nodded. But she noticed Carmen didn't tell her to stop.
James was seated at a table near the windows of his study, his laptop open beside a leather-bound planner and a small stack of paper-clipped documents. He didn't look up when Jeanie entered, though she noticed his pen paused mid-marking.
She stepped in slowly, uncertain if she was interrupting.
"I didn't know if you'd be busy," she said.
"I am," James replied, without looking at her. "But that doesn't mean you can't speak."
Jeanie nodded, more to herself than to him. She moved toward the end of the table and set her phone down on the corner, careful not to disturb his papers.
"I spent time with the girls yesterday," she began. "Mina, Aubrey, Talia."
James made a mark in the margin of the page he was reviewing, then set the pen down and reached for his glass.
"They took me shopping," she continued. "Well, more like they took over. But it was fun. I didn't know what half of it was for, but they helped me pick out some new stuff."
He took a sip, still reading.
"They said I'd probably be going to events with you eventually," Jeanie added, watching him. "That I should be prepared."
At that, James glanced up. "They're not wrong."
"They said you'd want me to look a certain way."
"I do."
She nodded again. "I think I'm starting to understand what that means."
He set the glass down. "And what do you think it means?"
Jeanie hesitated. "That you don't like anything too loud. Or too plain. That you notice the difference between looking polished and looking expensive."
That brought the faintest lift to the corner of his mouth. "They're teaching you."
"They're trying."
James returned to his tablet, tapping something in quickly. "And what do you think of them?"
"I like them. They're very different from each other. Talia says whatever she thinks. Aubrey tries to make everything a joke. Mina's quieter, but I think she watches everything."
"And you?"
"I mostly just listened. They didn't seem to mind."
He gave a small nod.
"They asked me what you're like," Jeanie said as she stepped to the side of the table, her fingers grazing the edge. "I didn't know how to explain it."
"That's fair," James said, looking up again, this time fully.
There was a silence that wasn't uncomfortable, but often present with James.
"I put everything away when I got back," she said softly. "The dresses, the shoes. I even picked something out in case you ever bring me to something... formal."
James made a small mark in the margin of his page having looked back down.
"I'll try not to disappoint you," she added, her voice lower now.
His eyes lifted just briefly, then returned to the page.
"I know," he said.
Jeanie waited, unsure if that was the end of it. But then she heard the shift in his tone that seemed a little less distant. A thread of something that sounded like approval.
"You'll be fine here," he said.
She smiled to herself.
"I just want to do it right," she said.
He didn't look up again. But his voice, when it came, was warmer.
"You're doing fine," he repeated
Jeanie waited to see if there was more. "I spoke with Carmen earlier," Jeanie said after a moment.
At that, James's pen paused.
"She mentioned the girls," Jeanie said, "and me spending time with them. Said I was more discreet than she expected."
"Then she was testing you," James said with a small nod, eyes dropping back to his notes.
"She didn't seem unkind," Jeanie said, tilting her head.
"She usually isn't," he said. "But she watches everything."
"I think she meant it as a compliment."
"She did."
A pause.
"I was thinking I'd see them again," Jeanie said quietly. "Maybe one morning soon. They invited me to the tennis club."
James didn't react strongly, only shifted his pen aside and turned the next page.
"I'm glad you're making friends," he said. "It's good for you."
She lingered a second longer, then stepped back.
"I'll let you work."
"Don't let them decide who you're supposed to be," he said as she moved toward the hallway.
"I won't." Jeanie glanced back, her hand on the doorframe.
Then she left him to his work, disappearing through the open doorway.
Jeanie arrived with Mina just after nine, the morning sun was already bright but tolerable. The tennis club was only a few blocks from their building, and it was a well-landscaped facility tucked behind a wrought iron gate and rows of low hedges. The courts were spread across a wide-open space, bordered by shaded walkways and a small building that housed lockers, a juice bar, and a lounge with fans spinning overhead.
They checked in at the front desk and stepped through the side gate, where Aubrey waved from a court already in use.
"You made it!" she called, adjusting the visor on her head. "Warm up first, or just dive in?"
Talia was with her, leaning against the back fence with her racket resting across her shoulders, sunglasses low on her nose. She wore a black skirt that barely covered her rear, contrasted by a fitted white top that clung to her chest.
Mina lifted a hand in greeting and nudged Jeanie forward.
Her own outfit felt more revealing than she remembered. A short, pleated tennis skirt in lilac and a ribbed tank with a built-in bra. The outfit was one of the pieces the girls had helped her pick. She'd hesitated about wearing it this morning, but standing there now, seeing other women in similar or shorter outfits, she didn't feel out of place. And it helped that Mina, the more conservative of the three, hadn't blinked once at what she wore.
The court was surrounded by a low hedge and privacy netting, giving it the feel of a private garden more than a club. Birds chirped somewhere overhead. The continuous pop of a racket carried faintly from neighboring courts.
Talia gave Jeanie a once-over as they reached the gate. "Look at you," she said. "You look like you've been coming here for years."
Jeanie flushed but smiled. "I just wore what you helped me pick."
"That's the first step," Talia said, pulling her sunglasses up onto her head. "Eventually, you'll know what makes you look good without asking."
They took turns rotating in and out, rallying balls with playful competitiveness. Aubrey talked the most, swearing with dramatic flair every time she missed. Mina was consistent and quiet, her form graceful even when her shots went wide. Talia hit hard and low, making the others scramble.
Jeanie wasn't good, but she wasn't terrible either. Her skirt rode up a few times as she chased a ball, but the others didn't comment. No one laughed or stared. She found herself relaxing, smiling more, laughing when she hit one too far or missed a soft lob from Mina entirely.
At one point, while waiting off-court, Talia checked her phone, then looked toward the building.
"I'll be back in a few," she said. "Bathroom or a man, I'll let you guess which," she said with a grin.


"Call me if it's the latter," Aubrey snorted as she stepped up to serve.
Talia waved a lazy hand and disappeared through the shaded path leading to the locker area. The other girls kept playing, and Jeanie stayed on the sideline, catching her breath and wiping her forehead with a towel Mina had tossed her earlier.
Jeanie's chest continued to rise and fall from the last volley. It was more than just the exertion though, it was the sun, the activity, the adrenaline of fitting in with girls her age. She reached for the cooler near the corner of the court but found it empty. Only melted ice and one half-smashed lime.
"I'm going to grab more water," she called, and Mina gave her a nod mid-serve.
Jeanie stepped off the court and onto the paved path that led toward the clubhouse. The walkway was shaded by low trees and the occasional trellis. It was quiet except for the hum of insects and the soft thwack of distant tennis balls. She passed the outdoor lounge, then slowed, curiosity tugging at her more than thirst. The grounds stretched a bit farther than she realized beyond the main building, a short hedge-wrapped loop veered off the path. A few benches lined the perimeter, half-shaded and tucked into the curve of landscaping.
She drifted that way without much thought. It was quiet in this area, more of a garden than anything else. The path narrowed as it curved, just enough to feel removed from the rest of the club.
And that's when she saw her.
Talia was seated on a low bench tucked behind the hedge. From where Jeanie stood, it looked like she was just cooling off, legs slightly apart, one hand braced behind her. Her head was tilted back lazily, hair spilling over the edge of the bench.
Jeanie almost called out. She took another step, then stopped. Talia wasn't alone.
The movement was subtle, but unmistakable. A shift between Talia's thighs, the way her hips rolled slightly forward, then stilled. Her hand didn't move to adjust her skirt or check her phone. It slid into the hair of someone Jeanie hadn't seen at first.
A man. He was kneeling on the ground between Talia's legs mostly hidden, the view of him blocked by her tennis skirt and the cover of her thighs. His head was buried beneath the fabric, hands gripping her hips.
Jeanie blinked, stepping back slightly behind the hedging. She obviously hadn't meant to see them, but now her feet wouldn't move.
She watched Talia's face, angled toward the trees above, mouth slightly open, lips parted around shallow breaths. One of her hands moved up her own torso, fingers grazing the curve of her chest before dropping back to the bench.
"God, your tongue feels good," Jeanie barely heard Talia murmur. "Don't stop. Right there."
The man didn't lift his head. Jeanie saw the faint twitch of his shoulders as he adjusted, the pace of his movement shifting, then steadying again.
Jeanie's heart thudded. Her legs felt strangely heavy. I should leave, she thought. And she did try.
She inched back half a step, then stopped when a low voice came from the man beneath her.
"I want you to suck me after," he said, voice muffled. "It's only fair. I went down on you."
Talia laughed. "That's not how this works," she said, continuing to run a hand through his hair. "You begged to taste me. I didn't ask you."
"I want to be in your mouth," he said, more insistent now. "Please. Just for a second-"
"You don't tell me what to do," Talia interrupted, calm and almost bored. "You finish how I say."
Her legs shifted slightly, knees parting further.
Jeanie's breath caught. She couldn't see everything, but she could hear. The wet sounds, the gasp from the man, the way Talia's hips pushed once, then settled again.
Behind her, Jeanie suddenly heard footsteps. Startled, she turned sharply, but Mina and Aubrey were already there standing just behind the hedge with amused expressions. Neither spoke. Mina's eyes flicked from the bench to Jeanie, then back. Aubrey bit her lip, trying not to laugh, though her shoulders shook with silent delight, before bringing her finger to her mouth to silently "shush" Jeanie.
They didn't tease her. Didn't drag her away. Just stood beside her, watching.
Talia hadn't noticed them.
The man lifted his head slightly, face flushed, mouth slick. He moved to stand, clearly expecting something in return. But Talia pulled him back with a hand tugging at his shirt.
"Not yet," she murmured, her voice a low purr of command. His shoulders slumped for a fraction of a second, but then, under the pressure of the look she gave him, his head disappeared once more beneath the hem of her skirt. The movement beneath the fabric became more intense, a rapid, focused rhythm. Jeanie, Mina, and Aubrey watched, a silent tableau of voyeurs.
Talia's breathing quickened, no longer just shallow gasps, but sharper intakes of air. Her fingers, which had been resting on the bench, curled into tight fists. Her hips began to twitch more, looking almost as uncontrollable, as it quickened in frequency and force. A soft moan, barely audible, escaped her lips, muffled from her efforts, but clear from where they stood nonetheless.
Her eyes squeezed shut, and her head tilted further back, her throat exposed as she surrendered to the building climax. The man's movements became a blur, his hidden face working with a furious dedication now.
Then, with a sudden, full-body shudder, Talia's back arched sharply off the bench, a guttural gasp tearing from her. Her nails dug into the wood, leaving faint crescent marks, and her whole body went rigid, then trembled violently, in her effort to stay quiet, as she rode the wave. It was over almost as quickly as it began, leaving her limp, her breathing ragged, before she slowly settled back onto the bench, flush and glistening.
The man shifted beneath her, rising from his knees with unsteady hands. As he stood, he leaned in, one hand on her thigh, the other fumbling at his waistband.
"Let me fuck your mouth," he panted. "Just for a second, I'm so fucking close."
"You think you earned that?" Talia's eyes flicked down, amused.
"Come on, I made you come. You were shaking," he pressed forward.
"You wanted to eat me," she said flatly. "That wasn't a trade."
"Please?" he pushed. "It's only fair," he tried again
"Cute. You think that buys you something?" Talia said, laughing dismissively as she ran a thumb over his lips, wiping her taste from them. "I let you because you wanted it, an indulgence, even a little pity because you looked so cute and sad asking." She slid her thumb into his mouth, slow, making the point.
She reached for him then, her fingers moving with practiced ease, tugging the shorts he'd already undone down just enough to free him. He was hard, twitching in her hand, and already leaking. She wrapped her fingers around him without ceremony.
"This is all you get." Her grip tightened as she began to stroke him. "You finish in my hand," she added, firmly. "And you try not to whine about it."
The man let out a breathless sound, hips twitching forward. "Come on, just let me. Please, let me feel your-"
Talia's hand hesitated.
"What did I say?" she asked, with no amusement left in her tone, "I said not to whine, didn't I? Do it again and you get nothing."
That shut him up.
She released a soft breath, sliding off the bench, she sank to her knees in front of him. Moving him some so she could get room from the bench, she turned them sideways. Her short skirt rode up, exposing the curve of her thighs as she settled into position. From this angle, her hand moved with greater control, allowing fluid strokes along the length of his shaft, just firm enough to keep him gasping.
"Now be quiet and be grateful for what you're given," she said.
Talia looked at the cock she was working with, expression unreadable for a moment. Then her eyes lifted to look up at him, but noticing a slight movement out of the corner of her eye, seeing her three friends crouching behind a hedge. Never making it up to his face, her eyes stopped on Jeanie instead.
She didn't flinch. Her mouth curved slowly into a smile, without missing a beat. Just a salacious grin as she held her gaze on Jeanie's face.
"Are you watching closely?" she asked. "The way my hand looks wrapped around it?"
Jeanie didn't know if she was speaking to him or her. Her legs pressed together without thinking. Her thighs squeezed instinctively, the fabric of her skirt swaying slightly where it hung.
"Look at it," Talia continued, her eyes still fixed on Jeanie, a challenge in their depths. "So desperate. Like it might explode at any moment."
Talia's hand moved faster. The man's breathing turned ragged, and his eyes squeezed shut. Mina shifted beside Jeanie, her shoulder brushing lightly. Aubrey was grinning now, eyes on Jeanie more than the scene in front of them.
Talia leaned her face closer to him, until the head was brushing her cheek as her hand jerked it around, but still, she kept her eyes on Jeanie.
"You want to cum, don't you?" she moaned, her voice a silken thread. "Right here in the open, where anyone can see you."
Jeanie couldn't move. Her hands stayed loose at her sides, but her breath was coming faster now, shallow and confused.
The man's eyes squeezed tighter as he started to swell a little more in her hand. Talia's voice dropped to a purr. "You want to let anyone that might be watching see how good it feels to lose control."
Jeanie felt something twist low in her belly. The throbbing pulsed through her. She hadn't moved, but her whole body was responding. Her thighs were tight, her breath uneven, her lips slightly parted. The shame hadn't come yet, only the pulse that increased, with no coaxing from her own touch, beyond the automatic flexing of her thighs and balling of her fists.
His body began to tremble, a low, guttural sound building in his throat. Talia's grip tightened, and her strokes became shorter as she focused on the sensitive ridge of his head. She tilted her head back slightly, eyes holding on Jeanie, a knowing, wicked gleam in their depths, the other girls could see where they squatted behind the hedge. "Yes," she murmured, a soft, encouraging sound. "Right here. Cum for me, baby."
Hearing her words, he came with a choked cry, his body jerking forward violently, squirting hot, thick cum across her face. Talia held him steady, her hand not stopping its efforts until there was nothing left coming out. His semen streaking her cheek, her forehead, even catching in her eyelashes. She closed her eyes for a breathless second, a small, satisfied moan escaping her lips, before slowly opening them again, finally looking up at him.
She let go, her cum-streaked fingers finally releasing his cock. Then, with a deliberate slowness that broadcast her intentions to the other girls, she reached inside the leg of his shorts, and used them to wipe her fingers, while pulling them to her face, to clean her cheek and forehead. His eyes, already wide, snapped fully open.
"What the fuck, Talia?!" he hissed, trying to pull back unsuccessfully, as she held him in place with her hand gripping from inside the leg. His voice was furious, even through the muffled whisper. "I've still got to work in these!"
Talia merely arched a brow, a trace of semen still glistening on her eyelashes. Her expression remained cool, dismissing his protests. "Your problem, darling," she purred, the quiet amusement in her tone cutting him deeper than any shout. "What? You thought I was just going to walk around like this until I found a bathroom?" She wiped the last bit from her eyes with her hand, and wiped it on his shirt before he could back away.
Aubrey broke the silence first, letting out a slow exhale. "Holy shit."
Mina didn't speak, but her mouth twitched at the corners.
Jeanie couldn't move. Her cheeks were burning, her breath was shaky, and her legs were locked at the knees. She suddenly became aware of how tightly her thighs were pressed tightly together - so tight it almost hurt, but it had happened anyway.
A slow, pulsing release that caught her off guard. It was small, but undeniable. Her stomach had clenched, her skin tingled, and the wave had passed through her before she had time to realize it was happening.
She hadn't touched herself. Hadn't moved at all, but her body had answered to Talia regardless.
Aubrey leaned closer to her ear, lowering her voice to a hushed, teasing whisper. "You should see your face."
Jeanie looked down sharply, brushing at her skirt like she could wipe away any trace that may give her away. Her heart was thudding.
Then Aubrey tilted her head, nose scrunching just a little, eyes squinting a little.
"Hmmm," she hummed. "Is it just me, or do these shrubs smell like sex?" she asked, unable to contain the smile spreading across her face.
Jeanie froze. Her ears, her neck, everywhere suddenly burning as she blushed. She didn't respond, couldn't. Her eyes stayed fixed on the ground.
Aubrey gave a soft delighted giggle.
She leaned in and pressed a light kiss to Jeanie's cheek. "Cute."
Before Jeanie could say anything, Mina touched her arm.
"Come on," she said quietly. "Before he sees us, or someone else walks by."
Together, they pulled her gently away from the hedged path, leaving the scene behind, where Talia was kneeling, and the man now slumped against the bench.
They walked in silence for a stretch along the path curving back toward the courts, until she could hear the sounds of casual play, laughter, and the thwack of tennis balls slowly came back as if from another world. It wasn't until they rounded the corner that Jeanie realized how far they'd wandered.
Her legs felt shaky. Her underwear was damp, clinging in a way she couldn't fix without drawing attention and every breath felt strained.
Aubrey and Mina didn't say much. The air between them was light. It was like they were familiar with this kind of tension, as if they'd seen it before.
They didn't mock her, or even offer words of comfort. It just seemed like there was an understanding with them.
By the time they returned to the court, a different group had taken over. Mina waved a brief apology to someone she recognized, grabbed their cooler, then steered them toward the shaded patio by the juice bar.
"Coconut water or something with a bit of a kick?" Aubrey asked, already reaching for the menu.
"Water's fine," Jeanie murmured.
They sat at a small table tucked near the edge. Aubrey ordered for all three of them, chatting for a moment with the girl behind the counter, while Jeanie pressed her thighs together under the table and tried not to fidget.
The low hum of conversation filled the air. No one here, outside of the three of them, had any idea what she'd just seen. What she'd felt. What she'd stayed to watch.
When the drinks came, Mina slid hers toward her and didn't press her to speak. Aubrey sipped slowly from her straw, one leg crossed over the other, her skirt brushing her thigh.
"You okay?" Aubrey asked at last.
Jeanie nodded as she focused on her glass.
"Oddly, it gets a little less crazy with time," Aubrey offered with a little shrug.
"What does?" Jeanie asked.
"Seeing these types of things," she said, smiling faintly. "You know, from Talia. I'd say it normally gets a little old actually, but she seemed to put on a special show for you today."
Jeanie didn't answer, unsure of how you respond to a comment like that, after watching what she did.
Mina took a slow sip from her drink, then spoke without looking up. "It's ok. You weren't the only one getting off on it."
The table went quiet for a second. Then Aubrey burst out laughing.
"Mina!" she said, delighted. "Who are you today?"
Mina gave a tiny shrug, but her ears were pink, then turned to look at Jeanie.
"For what it's worth, you took it in stride. Better than I did the first time I saw something like that," she said smiling sheepishly to Jeanie.
Talia reappeared fifteen minutes later, completely unbothered, her skirt and tank appearing like nothing had happened. Her hair was pulled back into a smooth ponytail, and she looked like her makeup was freshly done.
She slid into the chair beside Mina and grabbed a sip of someone's water without asking.
"Miss me?" she asked, stretching her arms over her head.
Aubrey grinned. "Jeanie definitely did."
Jeanie flushed again, but didn't protest.
"You'll get used to it," Talia said looking at her, and her lips twitching. "This city doesn't reward innocence."
"I don't think I'm to innocent," Jeanie said quietly. "Not as innocent as I was a couple of weeks ago," she added, instantly blushing.
"Good," Talia responded with a smile, after several long moments studying Jeanie, and considering her words.
They stayed another half hour, talking about nothing. Club gossip, someone's dog, a charity event Talia was pretending not to attend. Jeanie listened more than she spoke, sipping water and nodding when the conversation turned toward her.
It was easier than she expected, as the conversation tended to stay lighter, nothing to deep.
Eventually, the girls began gathering their things. Aubrey had plans. Mina had to meet her sister. Talia offered to split a car before they decided to walk, but peeled off halfway to meet someone at a gallery.
That left Jeanie walking the last block home alone.
The streets were familiar now. The building was just ahead, and she knew the way the elevator smelled and how the sunlight would hit the floor in the penthouse by early afternoon. She also questioned, with sudden clarity, if anything about today had been accidental. What she saw, how it made her feel, how the others let her watch without shame.
By the time she stepped into the building lobby, her cheeks had cooled. Her pace was steady, and something in her had shifted - small, but noticeable.
Jeanie changed out of her tennis clothes as soon as she got back, dropping them in the hamper in her closet. She took a long, cool shower and stood under the water longer than she needed, hoping it would clear her thoughts. It didn't.
Later, she wandered through the penthouse aimlessly. The day had been a blur of flirtation, sun, sweat, and an excitement she never would've expected. Her mind kept circling back to Talia kneeling on the grass with her hand wrapped around the man, his climax smeared across her face. But even before that, he'd gone down on her, his head buried beneath her tennis skirt while she casually sat in the open area, and let him. Jeanie hadn't moved during any of it. She'd just stared, breath caught, thighs pressed tight. No one had ever done that to her. James had kissed so closely to it, right near right where the inside of her thigh met her groin, on their wedding night, but never truly there.
And Talia hadn't flinched. She hadn't looked ashamed or exposed. Even on her knees, she remained in control, like it was her decision from start to finish. She'd looked up, met Jeanie's gaze, and smiled like it had all been for her.
Jeanie didn't know if the man was someone Talia knew, or just someone she met that day. Either way, he didn't seem like he mattered to her.
She found herself outside the living room. James was seated in one of the chairs, legs crossed, a muted news broadcast playing on the large screen across from him. He glanced over when she entered.
Jeanie paused. "Am I interrupting?"
"Of course not," he said. "Come in."
She stepped inside and settled onto the edge of the couch. For a while, she just watched the screen. Some local story was playing.
"You're quiet," James said after a minute, continuing to watch the television.
"Just tired," Jeanie replied, smoothing the fabric of her lightweight pants over her knee. "Had a bit of a day."


He turned his head slightly, studying her. He watched her for a moment, as though he were waiting for her to finish her thought. Then his attention drifted back to the screen.
"Carmen said you've been getting along with the girls," he said. "I'm glad you're making friends."
Jeanie nodded, then hesitated. Something in his tone told her he wasn't just making conversation. He'd noticed something. He always did.
"There was something today," she said quietly.
James didn't react. He didn't even glance her way, but the air between them felt thicker. She could feel his attention, even if it wasn't visible.
"I saw Talia..." she went on. "...with one of the tennis pros. It was... sexual."
Still, he said nothing.
"She didn't know I was watching at first," Jeanie continued. "But then she did. And she didn't stop." She folded her hands in her lap. "I didn't mean to spy, but I didn't walk away either."
James's eyes flicked to her then. Briefly. Calmly. He said nothing, so she kept going. His silence had a way of making her feel like she needed to tell clarify more.
"I didn't expect to feel anything," she admitted. "But I did. I don't even know what it was. I just... felt something. I thought I should tell you."
He let the silence linger. Then finally, he said, "I'll always want to hear the truth, rather than be flattered with lies."
Jeanie looked down, a mix of relief and uncertainty settling in her chest. Relieved that she was right to be honest, yet she felt unsure of what he may think of her confession.
After a moment, James glanced her way. "There's a rooftop party in a few nights. It's at another building downtown, that a colleague invited us to."
Jeanie perked up. "A rooftop party?"
He nodded, eyes returning to the screen. "If you'd like to go, I'll let him know."
Her lips parted in a small smile. "Yes. I'd like that." There was a pause as she watched him. "What kind of thing is it?"
"Casual," he said. "As I mentioned, it's on the roof, and late evening. Likely means it'll be mostly drinks and hors d'oeuvres."
It was as though he could sense her uncertainty, when he turned to look at her and clarified. "Appetizers, or small dishes. Nothing heavy, so we'll have dinner before."
Jeanie nodded, a flicker of curiosity warming her chest. She pictured the view, the lights of the city around them. Something about the idea felt exciting and different from anything she'd ever known. She was also excited to get to attend her first real party in the city.
Her thoughts drifted to the closet upstairs. Between what she'd picked out and what Carmen had left for her; there had to be something that would work. She didn't like the idea of spending more of his money than she already had. Any one item of what she'd already purchased, probably cost as much as most of her wardrobe back home.
James didn't look up again, but there was a subtle ease to his voice when he added, "It might even be fun. Another new experience for you."
The TV continued to inform her of everything going on locally, as Jeanie stayed where she was, her mind now to preoccupied to hear what they were saying. She leaned gently against the couch cushion. The idea of the party lingered in her mind, rooftop views, city lights, something new to see and feel. It lifted her mood slightly, gave her something to imagine.
Still, her thoughts circled back. She wasn't sure if their conversation was finished or just paused. James hadn't said much about what she'd told him. He said he appreciated her honesty, but he hadn't shared what he thought about what she saw, or how it had made her feel. There was a small twinge of worry beneath the excitement, but he hadn't turned her away, or corrected her, and that had to count for something.
Music Talia had selected filled the room, as Jeanie stood near the foot of the bed in a towel, the ends tucked tightly above her breasts, still warm from her shower. Her hair was slightly damp at the tips, falling over her shoulders as she looked toward the closet. The mix of clothing hanging inside was telling: Carmen's sleek, polished sensuality lined up against Talia's flirty, bolder finds.
Talia stood inside the closet, her back to Jeanie, flipping through hangers. "Carmen has good taste," she said over her shoulder. "But it's not exactly everyday wear for normal people." She gave a quiet laugh, pulling out a strappy black dress. "Alright," she said, turning. "Let's get you started. Lose the towel."
Jeanie hesitated for half a second.
Talia glanced back, brow arched. "We've already been in a dressing room together, let's go girl, we've got outfits to try on!" she said with a wink and a smile, as she shook the dress she was holding.
Jeanie reached up to untuck the towel. It slipped away easily, falling to the floor beside the bed in a soft heap. A shiver traced a path down Jeanie's spine, leaving her feeling utterly exposed. She stepped into the closet, arms loose at her sides, trying to seem confident in front of her friend. Talia didn't comment; she just watched her with an approving glance, her gaze taking in every inch of Jeanie's bare form, before holding up the dress.
"There we go," Talia said, stepping closer. She held the dress against Jeanie's body, adjusting it so the neckline rested just under her collarbones. Her fingers skimmed lightly down Jeanie's waist, smoothing the fabric with deliberate warmth against Jeanie's bare skin. "Not this one," she decided aloud, her voice a low murmur. "The fit's good, but the length's all wrong."
She let the hanger drop onto the center island's surface, already reaching for something else. "We'll find it," she said, half to herself. "There's something in here that'll make his jaw drop."
The next few minutes became a blur of cloth against skin, a tactile exploration orchestrated by Talia. There was satin, silk, lace, and mesh. Dresses that clung, gowns that flowed, slacks that promised sleek lines, and skirts that flared. Followed by crop tops that dared to bare, wraps that hinted, asymmetric and one-shoulder pieces that revealed and concealed, bodysuits that sculpted, and corsets that promised to cinch.
Talia held up tops and dresses, her fingers often brushing Jeanie's skin as she positioned them. She'd sweep a swatch of shimmering satin across Jeanie's bare arm, letting the cool, smooth fabric glide over her goosebumps. "Feel that?" Talia would murmur, her voice close. "It just wants to melt onto you." Jeanie would nod, a flush rising on her cheeks from Talia's attention.
A sheer lace bodysuit was held up, Talia's fingers tracing the delicate pattern. "This one leaves little to the imagination," she commented, her gaze dropping to Jeanie's breasts, then back to her eyes. "But sometimes, that's exactly the point." Jeanie felt a prickle of arousal across her nipples, a response she tried to suppress.
Talia would ask Jeanie to turn, her hands occasionally brushing along a hem, or, more often, sweeping over Jeanie's hip to gauge how the fabric would hang, her touch lingering just a fraction too long, sending a warmth pooling low in Jeanie's stomach. Once, as she held up a particularly daring, almost transparent wrap top, her fingertips grazed the sensitive skin of Jeanie's breasts as she adjusted the material. Jeanie stiffened, a silent gasp catching in her throat, but Talia's expression remained perfectly neutral, her eyes focused on the drape of the fabric.
Nothing about Talia's touch felt clinical. It was casual, fluid, like she was sculpting her vision from Jeanie's form and enjoying the process. And Jeanie, despite the internal fluster and undeniable stirrings of arousal, chose not to acknowledge it. She simply stood, breathed, and allowed herself to be maneuvered, a silent participant in Talia's sensual choreography.
Finally, Talia pulled out a pairing: a deep purple, long-sleeved sheer top with delicate black floral embroidery, cropped just short enough that her navel might peek out with certain movements, and a sleek, form-fitting black mini-dress designed to hug every curve, especially accentuating her butt. She held the top up, letting the translucent fabric shimmer.
"Now, this," she said, her smile widening, her eyes glinting with a mischievous light as she looked from the top to Jeanie, then back. "This is a real snake charmer. Imagine James's face when you walk in wearing this. Or, more accurately," she lowered her voice conspiratorially, her gaze dropping pointedly, "what it'll do to him." She winked and let her eyes drop towards Jeanie's pelvis, the implication clear, before turning to sift through more.
"You know," Talia said, now holding up a pale lavender halter with a plunging neckline, "if we go with that last one, which I love, you're going to need stickies."
Jeanie blinked. "Stickies?"
Talia smirked. "Adhesive covers. Keep things from peeking, but still let you wear something like that. The built in bandeau, will keep you covered, but it's not going to do a thing for hiding if you're cold." She tossed the halter aside on the island. "Hang on. This I've been dying to try on."
"Bandeau?" Jeanie questioned, feeling even more confused.
Talia glanced over with a sympathetic smile. "Sorry, the tube top looking piece that covers those lovely tits, so you can wear something sheer like that," she clarified, pulling a sheer cream blouse from the rack.
Turning back to what she was doing, Talia tugged her own shirt off in one smooth motion, revealing tanned skin and a taut stomach. She slipped the blouse on without a bra. Jeanie didn't mean to stare, but her eyes caught the outline of Talia's breasts. She couldn't stop noticing how firm they looked beneath the fabric, sitting full and round.
"God," Talia said, smoothing the hem. "I love how this tops fall." She turned toward the mirror, then back to Jeanie. "You keep looking. Wanna touch?"
Jeanie flushed. "No. I mean... they just look so perfect."
Talia tilted her head. "They should. I paid enough for them. Thirty-two double D."
Jeanie stared a second longer, then looked away. "I've never seen any up close before."
Talia grinned and lifted the shirt. "Now's your chance. Go ahead."
Jeanie held her place.
"Don't be lame," Talia teased. "You were staring a second ago, when I wasn't looking. You were practically as bad as a guy," she laughed, teasing Jeanie with no malice in her voice.
Still, Jeanie didn't move.
Talia stepped closer and took Jeanie's wrists, gently guiding her hands up and pressing them to the firm weight of her breasts. "There," she said. "See?"
Jeanie blinked, cheeks burning. The sensation was warm, beneath her palms. The skin felt impossibly smooth, stretched taut over a fullness that was undeniably firm and almost springy to the touch, but slightly arousing. She could feel the subtle, almost imperceptible give of high-quality implants, nothing like the natural weight of her own breasts that she could already see beginning to soften and drop with time. These were sculpted, resilient.
"Ever thought about them?" Talia asked, her voice casual, but her eyes sharp, watching Jeanie's reaction. Jeanie shook her head slowly, trying to process the sensation. "No," she murmured, the word barely audible. "Never, really."
"Hmm." Talia tilted her head, a knowing glint in her eyes. "Well, I bet Carmen's must look absolutely amazing, considering what she probably spent."
Jeanie looked up at her face, brow lifting in surprise. "Carmen? Her... her breasts aren't natural?"
Talia let out a soft, amused scoff. "Please. There's no way those tits are as old as she is, no offense to her."
As Talia spoke, Jeanie's hands, still cupping the perfectly sculpted weight, moved absently, her fingers lightly tracing the taut skin while her mind grappled with the unexpected revelation about Carmen. Then, as Talia finished speaking, a sudden, searing heat shot through Jeanie's palms. Her thumbs had brushed against something distinct, a tight, unmistakable peak. Talia's nipples were hard beneath her touch, pushing against her skin.
Jeanie snatched her hands back, a strangled "Oh! Sorry!" escaping her lips, her cheeks burning.
"Don't be ridiculous, darling. Happens to the best of us," Talia said, and merely offered a dismissive wave, a faint, knowing smirk playing on her lips.
"Now let's find something that'll make James trip over his own feet," she said, turning as she scanned the shelves of shoes. "Heels, obviously. How about you get dressed while I hunt down the perfect pair? Go on, put them on," Talia said, handing Jeanie the deep purple top, then the black mini-dress, her eyes bright with anticipation. "Let's see the magic happen."
Jeanie, still flushed from the earlier interaction, took the clothes feeling a little clumsy from her distraction. She slipped the sheer top over her head, the delicate silk tickling her skin. As it settled, she adjusted the stretchy built-in bandeau that lay beneath the sheer fabric, pulling it carefully over her breasts. The snug, but thin material did little to hide the shape of her nipples, already sensitive, and visibly peaked. They created subtle, defined points evident beneath the outer sheer outer layer. She felt a fresh wave of heat rise to her face. She glanced at Talia, who merely offered an approving nod, her gaze lingering pointedly on Jeanie's chest.
"Oh, well hello there," Talia drawled softly, her eyes glinting. She stepped closer, reaching out to lightly brush a finger over one of Jeanie's visible nipples. "No stickies?"
"Uh, no," Jeanie mumbled, her eyes wide at the unexpected touch, causing her to gasp a breath. "I... I don't have any."
"No worries honey," Talia said with an unconcerned grin and a wink. "I guess some people might get a little show tonight, huh? Trust me, this city's seen worse. And you can't actually see yours. Just rock it."
Talia took a step back, to take in the top from another angle.
"Perfect." She stepped closer again, her fingers adjusting the hem of the top until it sat just right above Jeanie's waist. "See? It's stunning, and it's great for a rooftop party. You look incredible."
Next, Jeanie stepped into the black mini-dress, thankful to finally cover herself. The material was thick yet stretchy, molding instantly to her figure. It hugged her waist and hips, coming down just short of mid-thigh. The fabric created a taut, appealing line that undeniably accentuated her butt. She felt the snugness of it, and the way it defined her curves with an almost aggressive confidence.
"Oh, yes," Talia breathed, her eyes lighting up as she circled Jeanie, her hands instinctively going to Jeanie's hips, to adjust the fabric. "That's it. That's the one. He won't know what hit him."
Talia stepped back, her gaze sweeping over the rows of high heels lining the closet shelves. Her eyes quickly pinpointed a pair, and she crouched, pulling out jet-black satin stilettos, their pointed toes gave them a sharp sleek look. What made them distinctive, however, were the multiple, ultra-fine straps that wrapped and wound their way elegantly up the calves, creating a delicate, cage-like effect. The heel was needle-thin, a perfect stiletto.
"These will make your legs go on for days," she said, tossing them lightly onto the ottoman. "And they'll tighten your ass. Not that you need it, I mean, good god, girl."
Jeanie couldn't help feeling flattered, having never received so many compliments before. Intimidated by the intricate choice of shoes, she reached for the heels slowly, her fingers trembling slightly.
Talia glanced over her shoulder as she remained crouched, extending the shoes toward Jeanie's reaching hand. "You okay?" she asked, with a hint of momentary concern.
Jeanie nodded, brushing her hair behind one ear. "Just... getting used to all this."
"Good." Talia stood. "By the way, where do you keep your lingerie, love?" she asked, her eyes sweeping the organized space.
Jeanie, still a little flustered, pointed a shaky finger toward the dresser. "Uh, top drawer... on the left."
"Perfect." Talia crossed to the dresser near the far wall of the closet, pulling open the drawer.
As Talia rummaged, Jeanie moved to the ottoman where the shoes had been tossed. Talia pulled out a single pair of sleek, jet-black cheekies, cut low on the hip and designed to perfectly cup and flatter the curve of the butt. She walked back to Jeanie, handing them over.
"Try them on. Trust me, what's underneath can shift your whole attitude, even if no one sees it."
Jeanie took the panties, warmth lingering in her cheeks. With a quick glance at Talia, she carefully lifted the hem of the mini-dress, just enough to slip the enticing panties up her legs and settle it over her hips, lifting the skirt as need. The lacey, material slid into place, hugging her mound with a subtle, confident embrace. She pulled the dress back down, feeling the discreet, yet powerful, presence of the new underwear.
Then, with a deep breath, Jeanie reached for the towering black stilettos. She slid her foot into the first one, the delicate straps a challenge to secure. Talia, who had been watching with an amused patience, knelt down, her fingers deftly doing up the tiny buckles on the intricate ankle straps.
"They get easier to do up, once you get used to them," she explained.
As she worked on the second shoe, Talia's eyes, quick and discreet, flickered upwards, catching a satisfying glimpse beneath the hem of Jeanie's skirt. A faint, smirk touched her lips at her own indiscretion, regardless that she'd just seen her nude.
Jeanie, now fully dressed and standing tall in the stilettos, took a deep breath and walked toward the full-length mirror, her eyes taking in her reflection. She turned slowly, admiring the way the skirt hugged her figure, the delicate straps of the heels climbing her calves, and the sheer top doing little to hide the skin beneath, baring the tease of her lightly veiled belly button.
It reminded her of the first night she had initiated things with James. How exposed she'd felt offering herself visually and vocally for him, heart pounding with her stomach trying to knot. That same voice had whispered to her then, sharp and certain: This isn't right. This isn't what good girls do. And now, as she stood in heels with her stomach bare under the sheer top clinging to her chest, that voice was back. Too much, Jeanie. You're showing off. You look like you want the attention.
It nagged at her, like it always did when she stepped too far from the lines she'd been raised to stay inside. For a moment, she wanted to strip it all off, grab something soft and oversized and familiar. Something safe.
But even though the voice pricked at her, threatening to unravel the fragile threads of confidence Talia had painstakingly woven into her, she didn't retreat inside herself.
Because James had seen her that night, and hadn't turned away. He'd wanted her like that, even when she'd barely known how to want herself. And now, here she was again, feeling that same charge under her skin, only stronger. Talia had pulled it forward, piece by piece, but it was becoming hers now.
Maybe no one else would ever see this version of her. Maybe it wouldn't leave the closet. But it still counted to her. Still held significance. She stood a little straighter, mustering her resolve.
Talia came up behind her, shorter than her normally, but even more so now, with Jeanie in heels. She peeked around Jeanie's arm and gave an approving nod. "That's working."
Jeanie turned slightly, her eyes looking over her reflection. Her breasts moved differently with the heels shifting her posture, and she noticed herself noticing them. How they curved, how they sat, how the sheer top showed everything that wasn't hidden by the narrow band. Just thick enough to cover her breasts, save the uppermost swells and the cleavage it offered.


"Don't overthink it. They're beautiful." Talia murmured, as she caught where Jeanie was focused. She could see the scrutiny in her eyes as she looked at herself. Watching Jeanie's expression closely, she added, "If you ever did decide to have them done, I'd guess you're a C now? A full D would be perfect on your frame. Maybe even a DD. Either way would look very nice and natural on you."
Jeanie looked at her sideways, half embarrassed, half curious. "You think so?" she asked, feeling like Talia could read her insecurities. Insecurities she'd never had before coming to the city for that matter.
"I know so," Talia said, her voice low and certain. "But only if you want it. You don't need anything to be sexy, because sweetie, trust me, you are, even if no one ever told you that before. Just means you'd have options. Or if you ever decide you need a pick-me-up when you get older."
She stepped back, arms crossed, studying her creation like a designer fine-tuning the final look. "I'm serious, though. With that dress and those heels? You walk into that rooftop party tonight, and every head is going to turn. But his? He won't be able to look anywhere else."
Jeanie bit her lip, unsure whether the flutter in her stomach was anxiety or anticipation. Probably both.
Talia moved to the bench at the foot of the bed and perched on the edge, patting the spot beside her. "Come sit a second. Let your feet rest, before you spend the rest of the night on them. I'll paint your toenails for you."
"You don't have to-"
"Jeanie," Talia interrupted gently, meeting her eyes. "Tonight's not just about looking good. It's about knowing you belong there. Trust me, you do. You just need a little help getting all the way there."
Jeanie walked over and sat down, legs tucked together modestly. Talia opened a small cosmetics bag and pulled out a deep burgundy polish. As she unscrewed the cap, she slipped to the floor and began brushing color onto Jeanie's toes, the music continued to hum in the background. Neither said anything for a moment.
"So... what do you want him to think when he sees you tonight?" Talia asked, not looking up.
"That he chose well," Jeanie said quietly, as she absently looked at the far wall.
"He already knows that, honey. Let's show him how right he was." Talia smiled. "And maybe, if you're lucky, he'll show you what that kind of approval feels like," she added dipping the brush in the tiny bottle again, to carefully paint the next toe.
Jeanie exhaled slowly, her heart beating a little harder as she watched the little brush transform the look of her toes.
The black car eased up to the curb, headlights cutting briefly across the entrance to the building where James said he'd meet her. Jeanie felt the nervous flicker in her stomach return as the car rolled to a stop. A moment later, the door opened, thanks to James himself. He stood there waiting, dressed in one of his usual charcoal suits, no tie tonight, with the top two buttons of his shirt undone.
He seemed relaxed as he held the door open for her, his eyes moving to meet hers as she looked up. He stood there in silence, his gaze didn't sweep over her, he didn't leer or linger, but it held steady, unreadable. It flicked once from her face to the hem of her dress, then back again.
Jeanie stepped out carefully, one hand taking the hand he offered, the other catching the small clutch at her side. The satin straps of her stilettos tightened slightly with each step as she straightened, aware of every inch of exposed skin under his watchful silence.
Jeanie's heart stuttered.
"Hi," she greeted him, standing close as she exited the car.
"That's quite the look," James said, his eyes moving down then back to her face.
"Too much?" she asked, the feelings of insecurity trying to creep back in.
"Not if you're comfortable," he said, the corner of his mouth barely shifting. "Just more revealing than I expected."
"I wasn't sure what kind of party it would be," Jeanie said, shifting the clutch in her hand. "A friend helped me pick something. Considering the clothes selected for me previously, it felt ok."
"It's fine," he said with a small nod. "But in the future, you can always ask, if you're ever unsure of something. Just so you know, the parties I go to tend to be a little more upscale. Perhaps more so than what your friend may be used to."
There was no sharpness in his voice, but the words still felt like he was implying something important. Jeanie gave a small nod, unsure if she should apologize or not. She followed him as he turned toward the building, stepping into the elevator next him, her arm draped on his, and looking at the reflection glancing back at her in the mirrored interior.
The rooftop was already humming when they arrived. Warm pools of light lit the terrace, and lush greenery lined the edges in manicured planters, and the city skyline lit up beyond the glass barrier. People clustered near the bar, by the railing, around small standing tables. Most held drinks. Laughter was frequent, mixed with the sound of background music pulsing just below the level of conversation.
James greeted a few people with subtle nods and soft remarks. Jeanie stayed close at first, unsure if she should speak or wait to be introduced. She scanned the space, taking in the other women. Every one of them elegant in a way she hadn't anticipated.
There were sheer tops, yes, but paired with high-waisted pants or sleek, tailored layers. Short dresses, yet with draped necklines or sculpted shoulders. Skin, when shown, was balanced by silhouettes that seemed to feel held back. No one looked covered up, but none looked quite as bare as she did either. Her dress hugged every line, her top nearly transparent, her legs bare save for the shoes that wound up her calves.
A woman in a satin jumpsuit passed by with a smile. Another in a sleeveless silk blouse and long skirt gave her a glance that might have meant nothing, but felt pointed to Jeanie.
She took a sip of a drink being offered from a tray, not even sure what it was, something sweet and fruity. She felt the alcohol hit her slowly, warming her chest and softening the frayed edges of her nerves.
She stood with James for a while, watching him speak with a man who apparently owned properties further north. Eventually, he brushed his hand along the curve of her lower back and murmured, "I'll be right back," before slipping away into a small cluster of guests.
Jeanie stayed put, fingers gently curled around her glass She tried to remain poised, aware of every way the dress clung to her, how the bandeau held her breasts tight enough that the floral embroidery across the sheer silk curved with her breathing.
A man approached. He looked to be early thirties, hair neatly styled, voice smooth. "That's a hell of a dress," he said with a half-smile. "Gotta love a woman with confidence."
"It was picked for me," Jeanie blinked, caught between politeness and discomfort.
"Well, they've got an eye." His smile didn't quite feel lewd, but it lingered. "What's your name?"
"I'm... Jeanie."
"Jeanie." He repeated it easily. "You here with someone?"
"Yes. My husband." She tried to say it naturally, but the word felt foreign all the same.
"Lucky guy," he said, tipping his glass before walking on.
She exhaled, feeling the tension at the base of her spine.
Two more men came and went, each one flirtatious in his own way. Jeanie didn't encourage them, but she didn't know how to shut them down without sounding rude. Her smile grew tighter, as the blush never left her cheeks. She wasn't used to this kind of attention, and certainly not in a setting like this, even though it wasn't completely foreign either.
On their honeymoon, her outfits had grown more revealing by the day. Carmen had packed every piece, and James had rejected the idea of going to buy anything new in town. Instead, he'd told her to stand straighter, to stop hiding behind her hair, to not worry about what others may think. She remembered the way he walked up from the ocean that afternoon with his arousal visible through his shorts, seemingly unbothered. He hadn't tried to cover it. Even when she hinted at it, he shirked any concern for others.
When she tried to mimic his confidence, he implied she liked the attention, even then, so new to being looked at. And maybe he was right. Maybe the novelty of not having to hide in her room if her clothes were even the slightest bit damp, had brought her an unexpected feeling of excitement. Of being desired. A latent pleasure engrained from years of repression.
Even the sex had quickly changed to become more daring, more exposed. The outdoor shower. The rooftop in that quiet town. They hadn't been reckless, but they hadn't exactly shown much discretion either. At least one person had walked by close enough to hear them in the shower outside. Another time, she'd looked down and watched people at a bar below, unaware, as she narrated to James what was happening, what she'd do if they were to have sex where she could see them. The thrill of it had stuck with her.
So now, standing here with unfamiliar men glancing her way, Jeanie wasn't entirely shocked by the small pulse of heat that stirred under her skin. She could feel their eyes on her, the unspoken curiosity.
Part of her wanted to shrink, to pull at her dress and step behind James. But another part, one she hadn't fully embraced yet, liked it. The power of being looked at. The knowledge that for a moment, she held someone's full attention.
The only question that remained was how James felt seeing them notice her.
A shoulder bumped into her from the side, jolting her from her thoughts. It happened too quick to catch herself. She stumbled half a step and braced instinctively, her hand landing against the firm chest of another guest, younger, smiling.
"Oh!- sorry," she said quickly.
"No worries," he said with a grin. "Worth it."
She pulled her hand back as if it burned. And then she saw James.
He was across the terrace, standing with a couple that appeared to be older than he was. Maybe even her parents age, if time and aging had been kind to them. He stood with his drink in hand, and his gaze fixed on her. He hadn't moved, but he'd seen the brief exchange. There was no outward sign of a reaction either good or bad.
Jeanie's stomach tightened.
She cut through the crowd with careful steps, walking back toward him, head low but pace measured. When she reached him, James said nothing. He only looked at her for a long second, then leaned in close enough for no one else to hear.
"Wait here."
The words dropped between them like a stone. Jeanie nodded once, unsure of what to think of James's sudden dismissal only a moment after she rejoined his side. James had turned away before she could respond, his presence leaving a sudden hollowness beside her.
Jeanie shifted slightly, aware of the couple in front of her that James had been speaking with. They were older than her, but didn't look like they could be older than her mom. The man's salt-and-pepper hair was neatly styled, and his jaw was clean-shaven, wearing a navy jacket tailored to perfection. The woman beside him wore a black dress that shimmered faintly as she moved and it caught the lights, her hair swept up to show the graceful slope of her neck.
The man offered a kind smile. "I don't believe we've met. I'm Richard, and this is my wife, Evelyn," he said, motioning his drink to her.
She offered a polite smile, suddenly more aware of the hemline of her dress and the pull of her top as it shifted slightly with each breath. The idea of James possibly being upsetting sinking into her stomach.
"Jeanie. It's nice to meet you," she answered, trying to not show the way she felt inside.
"So, you're James's wife," Evelyn said, the slur of her words evident through her bright smile. "You're beautiful," she finished almost wistfully, looking at Jeanie.
Jeanie murmured a thank you, her fingers tightening slightly around her clutch. She felt Evelyn's eyes linger on more than just on her face. It was the look of appreciation, as she slowly looked her over. The man, too, glanced over her without apology, though his expression stayed polite.
"You're drawing quite a bit of attention," Richard added, his tone friendly. "Not many women here could pull off a look like that."
Jeanie's stomach fluttered. "I wasn't sure what to wear. It's my first time to a party here."
Evelyn leaned in slightly, the scent of her perfume rich and smoky. Her hand came to rest on Jeanie's arm as she laughed, sounding indulgent. "You can wear whatever you want when you look like that, child," she said, her fingers staying where they'd landed. "You should've seen what some of us tried to get away with at your age."
Jeanie tried to smile, but the warmth of the woman's hand on her skin, made it hard to focus. Evelyn wasn't being inappropriate, but in light of what had happened right before she came over and James barely acknowledging her, she'd have preferred a little more distance. But yet, it rested there like they were old friends, like Jeanie belonged to the evening now, not just James.
They continued chatting, mostly small talk: how long had she and James known each other, what did she think of the city, how was she adjusting? Jeanie answered politely, trying to stay graceful, though her heart hadn't quite found its normal beat. The woman's hand continued to linger on her forearm, her thumb brushing in small, absent circles.
Then, after what felt like several long minutes, James returned with a fresh drink for the both of them.
His hand came to rest at the small of Jeanie's back as he stepped beside her. "Thank you for keeping her company," he said with a friendly tone.
Evelyn smiled at him with something like amusement. "She's quite the presence."
James's hand didn't leave Jeanie's back as they said their goodbyes and moved on. The next guests they met were younger, a couple who seemed more impressed by James than interested in conversation. He introduced Jeanie with nothing more than a simple, "My wife," and it seemed like people reacted to the statement. Either a look of envy, or happy to meet her.
As they made their way through the crowd, Jeanie felt eyes on her. Some curious. Some appreciative. Some, especially from other women, more measuring.
James paused to greet a man in a steel-gray suit. While they spoke, Jeanie stood beside him, and for a moment, she caught the eyes of two women near the bar. One of them leaned in and whispered something. Both laughed softly, then looked away.
"Let them talk," James murmured, turning slightly toward her. "They're going to, whether you're with me or not, and regardless of what you wore."
"Do you know what they're saying?" She glanced at him.
"That you're beautiful. And with me," he answered without another look.
Later in the evening, after another brief introduction to someone in investment banking, James's arm slipped casually around her waist. The movement was natural, but the effect was immediate. Jeanie stood a little taller, drawn into the press of his side.
One woman, older and polished in a cream blouse and pearl earrings, passed close enough to catch her eye. She didn't smile. Just gave a brief, assessing glance, and continued to move on.
"That dress has the room buzzing," someone said as they passed, clearly a bit tipsy from the sound of her.
"I think it's her," someone else replied. "The way she wears it."
Jeanie wasn't sure how to react, so she said nothing. But she heard it, and the tingle beneath her skin returned, this time a little more distracting. It was thrilling, sure, but also disorienting, because for the first time tonight, she wasn't entirely sure who she was supposed to be.
At James's side, she was safe. The role of being his wife was clear and without question now as he held her. But on her own, even just for a moment, she wasn't sure if people saw her as a guest, a wife, or a dressed-up girl who'd stumbled into the wrong party, dressed the way she was.
Still, James didn't let go, and when they reached the far side of the terrace, a space framed by soft lights and low couches, he turned her slightly and leaned close to her ear.
"You're doing well."
Jeanie looked up at him, surprised. "I feel like I'm faking it."
"You're not, who you are is coming out, you just don't recognize who that person is yet."
"But even if you were," he added, "no one here would know." His eyes stayed on hers, calm and steady.
She nodded, unsure what he meant about who she is, only trusting he saw what she didn't.
The party had thinned slightly by the time James decided it was time to take their leave. He didn't announce it, and there was no cue of his intent on leaving. One moment he was speaking with someone about market shifts, and the next his hand slid to the curve of her hip, with a firm grip.
"We're going," he said simply.
She followed without hesitation, as they exited the rooftop and stepped into the elevator. James pressed the button for the ground floor and said nothing more. The silence in the elevator was thick, as she considered if there was something that caused their sudden departure.
James didn't speak again until they were in the car. When the door shut, his hand came to rest on her bare thigh. She felt the warmth of it as it held her.
"I saw the way you looked when that woman touched you," he said calmly, eyes forward.
Jeanie's breath caught. "I wasn't sure if I should move away," she said quietly, hoping the driver wouldn't hear them.
"You didn't though, did you?" he replied. "You let her keep touching you. Just like you let those men flirt with you."
She opened her mouth, then closed it.
James turned to look at her with an unreadable stillness. "Did you like it?"
The air felt thick in her chest. "I... I don't know."
"You do," he said. "You need to learn to be honest with yourself."
Jeanie didn't argue.
James's hand slid just slightly higher, his thumb brushing where the hem of her dress met the top of her thigh. "You're not in trouble," he said. "But I need to know which parts of tonight excited you. That matters."
She nodded slowly, a warmth creeping up her neck.
He gave her leg a soft pat. "Good."
The penthouse was silent when they entered. The sound of the door closing behind them seemed to signal the shutting out of the world. It left her feeling as though she were trapped in her confusion of what James was thinking.
She turned toward the hall, but the sound of James's steps heading in the other direction stopped her. She adjusted course, following him, assuming he may be expecting to talk after his comments in the car.
The lights were already on in the living room, and it felt unusually bright after the dark evening on the roof top, the dim lights of the elevators and the car ride. No shadows to hide behind, just the full overhead wash, catching every reflection in the tall windows, every inch of skin visible beneath the sheer purple top.
James walked deeper into the room and sat down in one of the high-backed chairs. He didn't undo another button. Didn't take off his shoes. Just sat, legs apart, resting back like this was any other night. Except his eyes didn't move from her.
"Come here."
She started to turn toward one of the nearby chairs, instinct pulling her toward where she thought he might want her to sit.
"No," James said evenly, lifting a hand and pointing to the floor just in front of him. "There."
Jeanie stopped mid-step, looking to see where he was pointing, and then moved to where he'd indicated, now standing directly in front of him. Her dress was tight against her hips, the embroidery of her top, hiding only small patches of skin outside the narrow band of material covering her chest. Under the full lighting there was no hiding every curve, every line of her body on display, fueling her sudden insecurity.


She adjusted half a step, nerves rising again, not knowing what to expect.
James looked at her for a long moment.
"Are you wearing panties under that skirt?" he asked.
Jeanie hesitated, then gave the faintest nod.
"Show me." His tone was firmer than normal, almost commanding.
Her fingers moved slowly to the hem of the black dress. She lifted it just enough to reveal the soft sheen of the jet-black cheekies beneath, now exposed under the rumple of her skirt where it now bunched, perfectly framing the curves where they held snug against her. Here, under the full brightness of the living room, they felt more exposed from his current demeanor.
"Turn."
She turned slowly, her back to him now, the dress lifted. The panties hugged her like they'd been made for her, the smooth, dark fabric disappearing between the fullness of her cheeks then rising back out to sweep over the tops of them. The soft material rest clean against her skin. He said nothing for a moment.
"Take them off," he finally managed, after what seemed like forever of looking.
She froze, feeling a tremor rush through her. It was a mixture of him wanting her to expose herself, combined with the firmer tone he used bordering on triggering past memories.
That was when James spoke again. "Since you like people looking at you... let me look."
Her body prickled with anticipation. Slowly, she reached behind herself, thumbs hooking under the waistband. The fabric peeled away, rolling over the firm curve of her backside, gliding down the backs of her thighs. She bent slightly to slide them past her knees, careful with the heels, then stepped out of them and straightened again, panties in hand.
James let her stand there like that, skirt hiked up, bare beneath it, waiting.
"Bring them to me," James said, nodding toward the panties in her hand.
Jeanie glanced down, then took a breath and stepped forward. As she walked, she tugged the hem of her dress back into place instinctively, the fabric pulling snuggly over her hips once more. The sensation of it seemed to increase the sensitivity of her skin, knowing she held the panties that had been covering her only moments ago. About to hand them over to James, leaving her that much more exposed. The knowledge made her hyperaware of every inch of contact. She reached James and held out the panties.
He took them without a word, holding them loosely in his palm as he studied her. Then, with the faintest tilt of his chin, he said, "Back up."
She did as he asked, returning to the spot she had been, the heels making her hips roll slightly with each step, as she cautiously backed away.
"Show me your tits."
Her hands moved without thought, lifting the bandeau portion of the top, the only opaque layer beneath the sheer embroidery. Her breasts came free, full and bare, nipples already drawn tight under the pressure of his direction.
She held the sheer silk up along with it, assuming he wanted a clear view.
"Lower your arms," James said.
She obeyed, letting the fabric fall gently back into place. The sheer material settled over her breasts doing nothing to hide them, only softening the definition. The dark embroidery followed the natural slope of her body, but the peaks and firm swells beneath were clear, unmistakable.
James sat silently for a moment, the black satin panties resting in his lap. His fingers began to absently move over the material, slowly, like he was barely conscious of the motion.
"Better," he said. "Is this what you wanted all night? To have an opportunity to show off your body?"
Jeanie's lips quivered, as she tried to figure out the answer to his question. She looked down, fumbling for something safe to say.
James didn't rush her, he only watched.
"You know how I feel about honesty," he reminded her. "There must be a reason you chose to wear that outfit to a party full of people I have to do business with.
She swallowed, her voice barely audible. "I... I like it. When you look at me."
His thumb pressed along one edge of the satin fabric, and he paused. Seeing him take a moment as if considering something, then shifted his hand slightly.
There was a damp patch beneath his thumb, the slickness of it coating the pad. His eyes dropped to it, then lifted again. Slowly, deliberately, he held the panties up between two fingers, showing her the faint, glistening mark.
Jeanie's cheeks flushed, her body stiffening as heat rushed across her chest. Her hands twitched at her sides, but she didn't move, attempting to not make a sound. In her head she wanted to run, to hide from the lewd truth she'd left behind on her panties, but she stayed still, just as James expected.
"Is this from letting everyone at the party see you?" he questioned after, holding her gaze for a long second before speaking again.
"No-" she quickly answered, her eyes wide, voice thin and small. She shook her head, once, then again. "It's not that. It's not them."
James waited, offering her no reprieve.
"It's you," Jeanie's voice dropped to almost a whisper.
She took a breath, trying to steady herself.
"I show off for you. That's what you said... on the honeymoon. Letting other people see what you have and they don't." She swallowed hard. "That's all it was."
James continued to remain silent for a moment, the damp satin hanging from his fingers between them. He looked back at them once more, his thumb moving slowly over the shiny area in the gusset, spreading the viscous sheen with an apparent deliberateness now.
"I don't think this is all from me, Jeanie," he said. "I think you enjoy it more than you're ready to admit to yourself."
She couldn't look away.
There was something arresting in the way his thumb moved, rubbing what she'd left behind against the tip of his finger as though studying it. The embarrassment was continued to linger, but it was laced now with something else. Something warmer. She felt her legs press together slightly under her dress, as if her body was trying to shield itself from the truth he'd spoken aloud. But he was right and part of her knew it.
Maybe she did like being seen. Maybe she liked it more than she should, but she only liked it when it was his with his permission.
She watched his hand for another second before his voice broke the silence.
"Now lift your skirt," he said.
Her fingers curled around the hem without hesitation. She drew it upward, the fabric gliding over her thighs. Cool air kissed the wetness gathered at her center, heightening her awareness of every exposed inch, with nothing shielding her at all now.
"Higher."
She raised it further, until the dress was bunched at her waist, leaving her bare and open in front of him.
James sat perfectly still, the panties now set off to the side, but his thumb gliding thoughtfully over the residue she'd left behind. His attention was divided between the shine on his thumb and the sight of her standing fully exposed, where he told her to.
"Hold it there. Let me look."
She kept her eyes down.
"Do you remember what you told me on our honeymoon?" James asked, his voice low as he slowly rose from the chair. "About belonging to me?"
Jeanie nodded faintly. "Yes... I said I belong to you, and you asked me what it meant. So, I told you what it meant to me."
He stepped out of his shoes without ever looking away.
"You said that was more than just belonging to you," she continued.
She stood completely still, dress bunched at her waist, breasts barely veiled by the sheer embroidered silk, and the thicker material snug above her breasts. Her breathing was shallow.
"That hasn't changed," James said as he unfastened his belt. "But tonight, you gave them a glimpse of what's mine."
As the words left his mouth, he pushed his pants down his hips, letting them fall to the floor. He stepped out of them cleanly, standing now in just his shirt and boxers, his arousal already evident beneath the fabric.
Jeanie swallowed, her grip on the dress tightening.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to," she whispered. "I figured it was more than I wore on the honeymoon at-"
"Touch your tits," he said suddenly, cutting her off.
Her hands moved slowly, cupping herself. Her fingers brushed the firm flesh of her breasts. The sensation was becoming more familiar, but under these lights, with James now half-naked and watching, it felt more performative. Her nipples responded instantly to her touch, hardening against her palms.
James didn't speak. He reached for the waistband of his boxers and pushed them down, stepping out of them with the same determination he did with the pants, leaving his erection now fully exposed.
He picked up her panties from the armrest, turning them once in his hand, then sat back into the chair, completely naked from the waist down.
Grabbing her panties from the armrest, he wrapped the soft, damp gusset around the base of his shaft. He stroked himself with slow, deliberate movements, the black material clinging to his hand, each pass gliding with the slick residue she'd left behind. Jeanie's eyes dropped to it, caught unexpectedly by the act. She felt her stomach tighten, the walls of her vagina throb in response to the sight of him touching himself openly.
Her legs trembled slightly, and with her focus on him, she didn't notice the small drop that slowly began to drip from her, eventually breaking away and hitting the floor between her heels.
James noticed, but he didn't say a word. His eyes lingered on it for a moment, then drifted back up to her face, the same focused expression never leaving him.
"Pinch your nipples."
She winced at the sensitivity but obeyed.
"Again."
Her breath hitched as she obeyed once more, fingers tightening at the peaks of her breasts. The motion made her shift her stance slightly just enough for the angle of her hips to change, and for gravity to act.
Another strand of her fluids, already dripping between her thighs, shifted with the movement and swung gently against the inside of her leg. The touch was sudden. Cold from the air.
Jeanie flinched, her eyes widening. The sensation cut through everything - her nerves, her embarrassment, even the building ache inside her. It was undeniable how wet she was. How visible it must be.
"Take off the top," he said.
She hesitated, his words taking a moment to absorb and her mind to process them. She reached for the bandeau that was already lifted, bunched just above her breasts. She grabbed the rest of the sheer piece, pulling it over her head in one smooth motion. The silk clung slightly as it passed over her skin, catching briefly around her shoulders before slipping free.
This time, she didn't fold it or look for a place to set it down, she simply tossed it aside. It landed somewhere behind her, forgotten, in a surprisingly careless act for her, but something in her chest fluttered at the recklessness of it. At how deeply she wanted him to keep watching.
She stood fully bare from the waist up, her skin flushed, her chest rising and falling with uneven breath, and James continued to casually stroke himself as he looked at her.
James leaned tilted his head slightly as he took in the now unobstructed view of her tits, his hand continuing to move. It was steady, and the black satin dark against his skin, was now coated in more than just her juices. The motion felt almost obscene by its patience.
"Now the skirt."
Jeanie's hands moved to her waist without wasting a moment. She gripped the material bunched around her, fingers trembling slightly, and slid the fabric down over her hips. It dropped in a soft sweep to the floor, pooling around her ankles. She stepped out of it slowly, one heel at a time, and kicked it to the side as well. She finally stood before him in nothing but the stilettos winding their way up her calves.
James didn't speak for a long moment.
His eyes dragged over her body without rushing. His grip on himself slowed, by the motion seemed longer as it glided along the length of his cock, before twisting at the tip.
"Turn around," he instructed, but his voice seemed a bit quieter.
Jeanie turned, his eyes watching her as she moved. The narrow waist, the curve of it leading to firm, bare breasts and the gentle flex of her full ass with each step. Her legs were long and shapely, the definition in her thighs and calves from years of work, tapered the lower they got, accentuated by the heels she still wore, each step lifting her hips as she turned.
She stood a few steps ahead of him, heels planted, spine straight.
"Sit," James said quietly.
She looked back, seeing he was referring to his lap. Slowly she backed up, cautious, until she felt the edge of the chair behind her. Her breath hitched as she lowered herself onto him. She felt her bare skin meeting his thighs, her body settling against his, until her bare butt was flush to his groin.
She felt him immediately.
His cock pressing between the two orbs of her ass, the thick length sliding into the natural crease between them, hugging him. Her breath caught. He was hot and hard to the point she could feel it twitch where it separated her. When she shifted slightly, she felt the head graze higher, nudging the top of her cleft.
James didn't speak at first. His hands came to her hips, guiding her in a slow roll.
"Just like that," he murmured.
She ground back against him gently, the movement dragging his shaft along the divide again. With each pass, the pressure at the top increased until she felt a subtle warmth, accompanying a growing slippery sensation.
Precum. He was leaking onto her. Her eyes fluttered at the sensation. It smeared across the sensitive skin that was growing more sensitive to everything that touched it.
James pulled her back against his chest, breath against her ear. "Feel that?"
She nodded wordlessly, her hands resting lightly on his knees now, trying to stay balanced as the head of his cock rocked against her again.
"That's what you do to me," he said, barely more than a whisper. "Watching you all night, navigate all of those people. And then here, doing what I say as you stripped down."
One of his hands slid up from her hip, grazing her stomach before cupping one of her breasts. His thumb rolled her nipple slowly, then pulled it with a light pinch, coaxing a soft gasp from her lips. The other hand moved lower, between her thighs.
Her legs instinctively parted as his fingers dipped between them.
"Already soaked," he said, voice full of quiet approval. "Good girl."
She moaned softly at his approval, as he ran two fingers along the swollen folds, then parted them. Her entire body shivered.
"Now take me."
Jeanie lifted herself slightly, keeping her weight pressed back against his chest as she let him come free from between her cheeks. Her hand reached between her legs, blindly finding the base of his cock. His fingers holding her open as she guided the head to her entrance.
Her body trembled as she lowered herself slowly, the stretch familiar now, but still enough to make her gasp as she took inch after inch of him.
When she sank fully onto him, she exhaled like she'd been holding the breath for minutes.
James groaned deeply behind her.
He didn't move, letting her adjust, his hands sliding up to her waist, then her ribs, then back down again.
"You take me so well now," he said, pressing a kiss to her shoulder. "Easier than before, like your body's adapting just for me."
She nodded, unable to speak.
"Move."
Jeanie rocked her hips forward, then back. The sensation of his cock buried in her was overwhelming, stirring and pressing deep with each motion. Her legs trembled again as she found a rhythm that felt right, and James's hands continued their path. He was cupping her breasts again, rolling her nipples between his thumbs, one hand drifting to her clit as she moved.
"More," he said again, with a light slap against the top of her slit when she paused at his touch.
Hissing, she arched, pressing back into him harder. The motion shifted the angle, pushing him deeper and making her moan sharply.
Then she did it again, arching hard, her head falling back against his shoulder, her spine curving to press him into the deepest part of her.
That was when James's hands left where they had been holding her.
He reached down and grabbed the insides of her thighs, lifting and guiding her legs to either side of the outside of his own. She groaned, as he stole her ability to set the pace. He spread his legs, taking hers with them, pulling her further open.
James looked over to see her face scrunched as he pressed inside, now in control of the tempo as he moved his own hips now.
"Open your eyes and look at the window," he told her.
Jeanie forced her lashes apart, her breathing shallow as she did what he said. At first, all she saw was darkness beyond the glass, but then, slowly, the reflection came into focus. Lit from behind by the stark interior lights, she saw herself astride him, her body perched in full exposure atop his lap.
Her legs were pulled wide over his, completely spread. Her back arched. Her breasts moving, as she leaned back him, flushed. Every movement he made rolled her hips forward, pressing her open and taking him deeper. She looked sculpted in his hands, like something obscenely positioned to be displayed. She couldn't look away.
His hands were on her again, with one sliding up to her waist, the other brushing between her breasts, circling one nipple before dragging down over her stomach. The contrast of his skin against hers, the ownership in his touch, only sharpened the image in the glass. He was everywhere - beneath her, inside her, wrapped around her.
Jeanie shifted slightly, trying to see more, to catch sight of him entering her, but the angle of her hips, curved back toward him, made it impossible. All she could see was the motion, the tension in her legs, the subtle bounce of her breasts as his hips rolled beneath her.
She let out a shaky breath, part frustration, part awe.
"Now tell me honestly, do you like watching yourself?" James asked, low against her shoulder.
She nodded without hesitation. "Yesss!" It came out quietly like a hiss, completely of its own volition.
"Good," he said, his voice calm. "Because I like watching you too."
They stayed like that for several long minutes. Him rolling upward as his hands provided constantly shifting stimulation. She was held wide and open by his legs, every soft noise she made seemed loud with no other noises to drown it out. Her muscles began to shake from how close she already was to reaching her orgasm. The mental stimulation of him pushing her, driving it forward.
James's hands slid down to her thighs again. "Put your feet flat," he said, guiding her upright slightly. "Legs together."
She shifted with a soft, shaky breath, lifting just enough to see between them. Her gaze dropped. His cock, slick and thick, disappeared into her - her folds stretched around him, glistening. One hand drifted down, fingertips lightly tracing over where their bodies met, feeling the damp heat, the motion, the impossibility of it all. A faint shiver ran through her as she pulled her hand away.
Pulling herself back to the moment, she followed what he said, her body trembling as he repositioned her, drawing her legs in so they rested between his own now, her knees brought inward, thighs together.
"Hands on your knees."
She placed them there without hesitation, arms angled, spine tense with arousal, causing her back to arch. James leaned in slightly, his hands wrapping around her again, palms gliding over her hips, over her belly, up to her breasts. The new position, pinching her down around him, only made her wetter.
She began to move on her own in slow, cautious motions. With her legs together, every shift of her hips took effort, and her thighs trembled under the strain. The tension in her thighs made it hard to find a rhythm.


"My legs are tired," she admitted quietly after a few minutes, her voice breathy with exertion.
"Use mine for leverage," James directed.
She adjusted, moving her hands from her own knees to his thighs, using them for leverage. It helped. Her motion finding its rhythm, still slow, still demanding, but she could raise and lower herself now a little more easily, guided more by the feel of him inside her than by strength alone. Each drop down onto him brought a quiet sound from her.
"Look in the window," James said. "Tell me what you see."
Her eyes lifted again, returning to the glass. The reflection hadn't changed, only her position. Her body, straddling him upright, as his hands stayed on her. Her flushed skin, the bounce of her breasts with every movement, the repeating tension in her thighs. How she took him, hidden below her pinched legs. The straps of the heels winding their way up her calves, bringing a visual appeal she'd never expected from shoes.
"I see..." Her voice wavered.
"Say it," James said quietly.
"I see... myself. I look-" She swallowed. "I look like I'm being used. But I'm the one moving. I'm..." Her lips parted again, breath catching. "I'm still showing off my body." And with that, she ground her hips against him, exaggerating the arch of her back as pressed her ass back at him. Drawing his focus, before she started moving again.
James's pushed a hand between her thighs, one finger brushing the wetness where they joined.
"For me," he said.
"For you," she nodded quickly.
"Do you remember the couple outside the bar?" he asked, his hand resting just beneath her navel, the other continuing to focus on her clit.
"Our honeymoon. You told me to watch them," she groaned, nodding again, slower this time.
"And you did."
"I couldn't stop."
"And at the tennis club. Talia." James shifted, sitting a bit taller beneath her. His voice was calm.
Her breath hitched. "I saw her. With the man. I thought I should look away. I tried to. But I didn't. I couldn't once Aubrey and Mina joined watching."
"You liked watching her, didn't you?" He questioned as his hand glided slowly up over her stomach.
"Yes," she managed, an increasing ache in her belly pulling at her focus.
"Say it."
"I liked watching her."
"Almost as much as you like being watched," he accused, his palm circling her breast, and the pad of his thumb brushing her nipple.
"I like both. But only when I'm with you," she said, looking at where his wrist disappeared between her thighs. "I want you to see me. I want to be near you while I'm looking."
"I wasn't with you when you came watching Talia," he said, his voice low, the hand between her legs picking up its pace, fingers slipping through the wetness there. "You watched her, and came without being touched."
"I- I wasn't expecting it," Jeanie said, her breath catching. "I'd never seen anything like that before. It shocked me. But I couldn't stop watching."
"Then show me exactly what she did." James tilted his head; his eyes fixed the side of her face.
She hesitated for just a breath, then slowly lifted herself off of him. Her legs shook from exhaustion as she moved, the glisten of their joining still visible between her thighs. She stepped back and knelt in front of him, looking up at him as he rose from the chair to stand.
The reflection in the window caught her eye as she settled into place. She could see herself kneeling in nothing but her shoes, mouth slightly parted from her exertions, and her body displayed for him. Her knees pressed into the floor, thighs parted. The visual added a strange electricity to the act, as if she were watching Talia in the grass once again, only this time it was her. And she was Talia, watching herself.
Her hand found his cock, still slick and heavy, and she wrapped her fingers around the base, holding it upright. Her other hand worked lower down her body, fingers parting herself, sliding into the wet tunnel trying to replace the feel of him inside. Her shoulders rolled back as she began to stroke him, slow and steady, guiding the head higher but never letting it touch her.
James stood still above her, watching, his hands loose at his sides but his attention sharp. "Tell me exactly what she did."
Jeanie's hips twitched once, and her breath caught, but her strokes didn't falter.
"She... she used her hand. She jerked him off. But she didn't look at him, she looked at me, the whole time."
"Good," James said, his voice low. "Then do the same, while you watch yourself in the window."
She shifted her focus toward the window, and her reflection. One hand was wrapped around his cock, and the other buried between her own legs. It was stark and filthy and mesmerizing. Her hand worked faster, his shaft was slippery from having been inside her, and her eyes stayed focused on the reflection. She moaned softly, the sound escaping her lips unexpectedly.
She leaned in slightly, drawing closer to his erection. Her hand moved in tight, focused strokes, angled to keep the tip just above her face. Her other hand rubbed insistently against her clit as she rocked with both motions, her reflection holding her in place more than his words.
James stepped in slightly, and he reached up with one hand, grabbing a handful of her hair and pulling her head back, tilting her chin up towards him.
"Keep watching."
Jeanie nodded, eyes remaining fixed on her image in the window, but the angle he put her in making it harder to focus. She saw it all, the flush in her cheeks, the way her mouth hung open, the shimmer of arousal coating her thighs, the thick length in her hand.
"Don't look away," he said, his voice a low command that resonated through her.
She didn't. She held herself there, mouth parted as she gasped for breaths, eyes unblinking.
His body tensed. A grunt followed, and then she saw it first in the glass. The distinct, wet splatter streaking across her reflection before the heat struck her skin. Thick lines painted her cheek, her chin, the bridge of her nose. One strand landed across her lips.
Her mouth closed instinctively, lips drawing tight, but her eyes stayed on the image in the window. She looked stunned, flushed and frozen, her own hand wrapped around him, the other working between her legs.
A voice inside her stirred - This isn't okay. This isn't what good girls do.
But her body didn't stop. She saw her own hips jerk, fingers digging harder against herself, and the reflection moaned with her. Every time the voice came, it seemed weaker, more easily pushed aside.
She came like that, watching herself, with his cum streaked across her face.
Her hand kept moving, easing him through the last of his orgasm while her other hand lingered between her legs, still coaxing tremors from her thighs. Her chest lifted and fell in uneven pulls, and she kept her gaze fixed on the woman in the glass: her lips pressed tight, her wet skin, her wide eyes.
The image stayed with her. She didn't look away even when it was over.
James crouched beside her, brushing her damp hair gently back from her face.
"Always with me," he murmured.
She nodded, still watching the reflection. "Always."
"Good girl," he finished.
His praise finally breaking the hold of her reflection. She looked up at him and smiled, with a "Thank you."
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"Everything okay?" Matt asked, propped against the pillows, and watched her as she came back into the room.
"Yeah. I think I should head home though. She's worried about her son, and I told her I'd call her back," she replied with a small nod, grabbing her clutch from the floor.
"Her son... is that the one living with you?" His brow lifted as he leaned a little further onto one elbow.
"Yeah, Aiden. He's going to college out here, so it just worked out," she answered as she did the strap of her heel, not wanting to look directly at him.
"That's kind of a big thing to take on, isn't it? Letting someone's son move in?"
"It's temporary, and he's a good kid. Easy enough to live with." She straightened, checking her dress to make sure she'd tied it back in place properly and that nothing was showing that shouldn't.
"You're a better friend than most. I don't think I could do that." He gave a faint shake of his head, watching her closely.
"Well, Lisa's done a lot for me over the years. It was the least I could do in return," she said, having made her way over to grab her other heel.
"Well, she's lucky to have you. Sounds like he is too."
Natalie paused, fastening the strap carefully before glancing back at him. "It's not really like that. It's just... life. People help each other out."
"Still," Matt said with a small shrug, "doesn't change the fact that you're the one who sounds like you let a near stranger move in with her to help him and a friend out."
"You make it sound like more than it is," she said, trying to downplay the situation and running a hand through her hair to tame it. "Trust me, it's not. It's just conflicting schedules and a crowded apartment."
"Well, if she's calling this late, it must matter to her. You should call her back."
Natalie gripped her phone and adjusted her clutch under her arm. She caught the way he was looking at her with an air of what could've been understanding, and for a moment it caused a wave of guilt to wash through her.
Matt swung his legs over the side of the bed. "Let me walk you out."
"You don't have to," she said quickly, tucking her phone into her clutch. "I'm parked just outside. You don't need to get dressed for that."
He stood anyway, unconcerned about his nudity as he followed her through the room. "That's not the point. I'd feel better if I at least walked you to the door."
Natalie gave a small smile, shaking her head as she wiggled her feet in her heels, trying to get them into a comfortable spot. "You're too sweet."
"Well, I'm not going to argue a compliment," he smirked, reaching to squeeze her hand as she passed him in the doorway.
She let him weave his fingers into hers for the short walk down the hall and toward the front of the house. At the door, she stopped, turning back to face him.
"Really," she said softly, "thank you for tonight."
Matt's expression eased, his other hand coming up to brush a thumb over her cheek. "You sure you're all right?"
"Yeah," she whispered, forcing another smile.
He kissed her gently, not drawing it out, then pulled the door open for her. The cool night air rushed in, brushing across her legs before she even stepped outside.
Her heels bit into the gravel as she crossed to her car. She glanced back once to find him still standing nude in the doorway, watching her go without an ounce of self-consciousness. She gave him a small wave before lowering herself into the driver's seat.
The door stayed cracked open at her side with one leg hanging out. Having retrieved her phone from, she set the clutch in her lap, and sat like that for a moment, staring at the steering wheel. With a deep sigh, she tapped Lisa's name.
The phone barely rang before she picked up.
"Hey," Lisa's voice came through, sounding worried. "Sorry again to bug you. I just... I can always tell when something's going on."
"No, I get it," Natalie said, leaning back into the seat. Her head rested against the cushion, closing her eyes for a second. "He's good, I promise. I think he's just in his head a little. Probably midterms, and I'm sure living outside the dorms is still weird. It's the first time he's away from most of the friends he's made. And I'd think he's probably missing home, too."
"I don't know," Lisa sighed. "He said everything was fine, but I could hear it. He doesn't always talk, but he's never been good at hiding things from me."
"He's been great, honestly," Natalie said, keeping her voice even. "The only thing I've noticed is that he's been a little quieter than usual the last few days. But we've both had a lot going on."
"I don't know what I'd do without you," Lisa said after a pause. "I don't know anyone else I'd trust with him like this."
Her grip on the wheel grew tighter as she thumped at it, thinking to herself, You shouldn't trust me at all.
"I'll keep an eye on him," she managed, trying to stay as calm sounding as she could.
"Thank you," Lisa murmured. "I think that's all I needed to hear."
Natalie nodded, even though Lisa couldn't see it. "I'll call you if anything comes up."
"Okay. Get some rest. I'm sorry again for bothering you."
"You're never bothering me."
Ending the call, she sat in the car in silence, collecting herself. Natalie dropped the phone into her lap, staring straight ahead at the dim glow of the streetlamps in Matt's neighborhood. Her butt still stung where his hands came down on it. When she'd cum, she wasn't even sure she could say it was from him.
She leaned back in the seat, taking a second to gather her thoughts. Matt had been good to her throughout dinner. The way he listened to her, and even the way he looked at her, seemingly should've been enough.
Natalie let out a sigh, resting her head against the headrest. She knew she needed to start the car, head home, and just crawl into bed, but why couldn't she just get moving? She rubbed at her temples as though she could make all of her recent thoughts go away. Taking a second to try to relax, she set her hands on the wheel once more. The sensation snapped her back, reminding her she was still sitting in his driveway, where he could be watching her from the window, seeing her have a mini breakdown.
With a flick of her hand, she tossed the phone onto the passenger seat, where it landed with a muted thud. Her clutch followed after it, also tossed aside without care. Natalie turned the key, and eased out of the driveway. The street opened ahead of her, with familiar turns carrying her back toward home.
Aiden sat on the edge of his bed, staring at his phone. He'd scrolled past her name three times before finally pressing it. The ring seemed to go on forever before Lisa's voice answered, sounding a little surprised to see him calling.
"Hey, honey. How are you doing?"
"I'm good," he said quickly, lying back. "I just figured I hadn't talked to you for a few, so I thought I'd check in."
There was a pause, then a lift in her tone. "Well that's a nice surprise. What's up?"
"Nothing really. Just... how are you?"
"I'm good. Busy. The usual. How's it going out there? Everything going good living with Natalie these days?"
He hesitated, scratching lightly at his leg. "Fine. She's... she's been cool about everything. Why? Have you talked to her much lately?
"Here and there," Lisa said. "Something going on?"
"No. No reason," he replied, shifting nervously and tugging at the blanket that was bunched near his hip. "Just wondering if she's mentioned anything. You know... about me being around."
Lisa's voice changed a little, carrying an edge of uncertainty. "Not really. She said she was glad to have the company. Is there anything you're not telling me? Did something happen?"
"No," he said quickly, before trying to recover and start over. "I mean," he cleared his throat, "I don't think so. She hasn't said anything to me, and if she hasn't said anything to you, then I guess everything's still fine, right?"
"Aiden, are you sure you're okay?" she asked after listening to the silence for a few seconds.
"Yeah," he said through a forced chuckle. "Totally. I just wanted to hear your voice, that's it."
He could tell his mom wasn't convinced, but she didn't push it any further. "All right. Well, I'm glad you called. You know you can tell me if something's wrong, right?"
"Yeah. I know."
"Good," she said softly. "Then I'll let you go. We'll talk soon, okay?"
"Okay. Love you, Mom."
"Love you too, honey."
They hung up, and he set the phone on his chest, staring up at the ceiling. At least now he knew Natalie hadn't been so freaked out she'd run to tell his mom. Hopefully that's a good sign, he thought. He reached over to set his phone on the nightstand, lying in the silence.
Natalie turned her car into the parking lot and pulled into her space. She sat there watching the darkened stairwell, not particularly wanting to rush inside. Her eyes drifted upward, tracing the row of windows until she found the one that would be his bedroom. Based on the light coming through the blinds, it appeared he was still awake.
She couldn't help that it wasn't Matt on her mind, but the sound she'd heard from across the hall, and the image of Aiden on the couch that she couldn't shake even while she was in Matt's bed. The fact that he was awake now, between her room and the front door, made the walk to the apartment seem impossible. She wasn't ready to face him yet with all of that still in her head.
She reached for her phone in the passenger seat and slipped it into her clutch before placing it under her arm, gripping the strap in her fingers for something to hold onto. When she finally pushed the door open, she locked the car behind her and started toward the stairs.
She climbed them, dreading each step as she approached the front door. She couldn't help but wonder why he wasn't asleep already. At the top landing, she slipped out of her heels and hooked two fingers through the straps, holding them loosely at her side in the hopes of making as little noise as possible when she entered. The cool concrete under her bare feet helped to ground her as she crossed to the door.
The apartment was quiet when she unlocked it and slipped inside. Even though his bedroom light was on, the hum of the fridge was the only sound that greeted her.
Natalie closed the door gently behind her and paused in the entryway, giving her eyes a second to adjust. A faint line of light glowed at the base of Aiden's door, stretching out across the hall floor. She stared at it for a moment without realizing it, trying to evade her own thoughts. Gripping her keys tightly so they didn't jingle as she walked, she finally approached his door, sneaking past toward her own room.
Inside, she let the heels drop with a muted thud beside the dresser. The clutch followed, landing flat on the wood. She slipped out of her dress and sat at the edge of the bed, placing her elbows on her knees, her mind swirled around the idea that she just snuck into her own apartment, like some kid sneaking into her parents' house after curfew.
Across the hall, Aiden sat at his desk with an open textbook in front of him, idly spinning a pen in his hand. He'd been staring at the same page for half an hour, unable to focus on the blurring words every time his mind drifted back to the phone call, the couch, or especially to her. He leaned back, rubbing his eyes, and that's when he thought he heard the faint scrape of a key in the lock.
He lifted his head, and for a moment, he just listened. Maybe he heard the sound of the door closing, but it seemed too quiet to be Natalie. Silence. He pushed his chair back, half-ready to step into the hall if he could only figure out what to say once he got there.
But the follow-up never came. There was no hard click of her heels on the floor, and no sounds to indicate that she was crossing to her room. After several seconds of listening, he exhaled and shook his head. Must've been one of the neighbors coming home and making noise.
He pulled the book a little back in front of him and tried to study yet again, though he wasn't absorbing a word of it.
Natalie woke with a dull ache behind her eyes from too little sleep and too many thoughts running through her head. She could tell by the light coming through the blinds that it was later than she usually slept, but continued to lie there for a few minutes before finally getting out of bed.
The apartment was quiet, with no sounds of Aiden bustling around this morning. Getting up, she pulled her robe around her, walked into the kitchen, and slipped a pod into the machine, pressing the button. She leaned against the counter while it worked, feeling her head pound with more than just the lasting effects of the wine or the sex, but from everything that had gone on in her thoughts last night. Matt had kept her busy, but even at the height of it, her thoughts had strayed to places she had been resisting, and knew she shouldn't be thinking about.
She reached for her mug as the stream of coffee poured, the scent of it helping bring her thoughts into focus, when Aiden's door opened. He stepped out already dressed for the day, with his backpack slung over a shoulder, and phone in hand.
"Morning," he said carefully, like he wasn't sure she was going to acknowledge him.
"Morning," Natalie replied, giving him a small nod and stirring cream into her cup.
He hovered near the edge of the counter, testing how much she was willing to engage with him this morning, and nervously shifting his phone from one hand to the other. "Feels good out," he said, nodding toward the blinds. "Seems like we've got a break from the cold for a few days according to my weather app."
She glanced at the sliver of daylight sneaking through the closed blinds, but her eyes caught on him instead, and the way he filled out his stretched T-shirt. Every time she looked at him, it was like a reminder of everything she couldn't get out of her head. She cinched the robe tighter around her waist. "Yeah. I saw that too."
Aiden studied her for a second, then tilted his head. "You sleep all right?"
For whatever reason, the question caught her off guard, and she let out a quick snort, though she looked back down at her mug. "Not really. Too much on my mind, I suppose."
He nodded, understanding what she meant because he felt the same way. "Well, hope today takes it easy on you."
She forced a smile, grateful he wasn't pressing further. "Thanks. Have a good class."
Not knowing what else to say, he made his way to the front door. "See you later."
The door closed behind him, leaving Natalie with the apartment to herself. She wrapped both hands around the mug and took a sip, feeling it burn her tongue. At the same time, her phone buzzed, and she set the too-hot coffee on the counter.
Opening her phone, she saw a text from Matt.
Matt: Really wanna see you again soon.
She flipped it face down, not wanting to think about the night before. Her eyes drifted instead toward the door Aiden had just walked through.
Aiden adjusted the strap of his bag as his phone buzzed. His mom's contact filled the screen. He groaned for a second before answering.
"Hey, Mom."
"Hey, honey." Even though her tone was warm enough, he could already hear there was something under it. "How's your morning?"
"Fine, just heading to class," he replied, trying to keep it casual. "What's up?"
"Nothing urgent. I was just thinking... it's been too long since I've seen you." There was the slightest pause before she added, "I want to come up this weekend."
Aiden frowned, and his head dropped to stare at the ground as he walked. He could hear the tone in her voice, and considering what he now felt was a dumb choice to call her the night before, he knew she was worried about him now.
"You don't have to do that, Mom. I'm good."
"I know you say that," Lisa replied gently, "but after our call last night, I don't know. You didn't sound like yourself, and I'd just feel better seeing you."
He shifted the phone to his other ear and hooked his thumb under the strap of his backpack, hiking it up higher on his shoulder. "Mom, I'm fine, really. You don't need to make the trip just because I called you yesterday."
"Well, I want to," she said, sounding as if it were simply a friendly visit, but he knew his mom well enough to hear the finality of her concern. "We'll get some groceries, have a home-cooked meal, and just catch up. It doesn't have to be a big thing. I just wanna see my baby boy."
"All right, sure. That sounds nice," he replied, knowing she wasn't going to let it go. "But, I, uh- I've already got plans Friday night."
"Then I'll see you after or something. I'm not coming to mess up your weekend, honey. I just miss you."
His mouth pursed and twisted to one side, knowing that her missing him was also probably true, and her being an empty nester was still hitting harder than she wanted to admit. "All right. If that's what you want."
"It is," Lisa said with a little more pep. "And it'll be good to see Natalie too. We can catch up a little. Now that you've actually been there for a bit, I should probably thank her again for letting you stay. She's been a real blessing."
Aiden swallowed, tightening his grip on the strap of his bag. "Yeah. She has."
"You know," Lisa added after a pause, "I miss having both of you living here. It feels like forever between actually getting to sit down with her."
"Yeah," Aiden said. "I'm sure she'll like getting to see you, too."
He could hear that she already sounded happier as she continued. "I think so too. We always say we'll make plans and then never do, because it's just so far. But now that you live there too, I get to see both of you."
"Right," he murmured, wishing he hadn't called her.
"Anyway, I'll be up Friday. We'll have dinner, maybe the three of us if you've got time before your plans. Sound good?" Lisa said, though there was still that undercurrent in her voice.
"Yeah," Aiden said quietly. "Sounds good."
"Okay then," she said sweetly, as if she could feel his unease. "We'll talk more soon. Love you, honey."
"Love you too, Mom."
Aiden slipped the phone back into his pocket and looked out across campus, but his focus was now cluttered by the conversation with his mom as well. Now, not only did he have the awkwardness with Natalie, but his mom was also going to come up, and bear witness to it all.
Finally reaching his class, Aiden slid into his usual seat near the back of the lecture hall, opening the notebook in front of him and balancing a pen between his fingers. The professor's voice carried from the front, but it may as well have been white noise. He wrote a few lines, half a sentence of notes, then stopped, staring at the unfinished words until the letters blurred into each other.
His mind kept circling back to his mom coming Friday, wanting to have dinner with Natalie. He wished he could feel as casually about it as she did, like it was no big deal. For her, maybe it wasn't, even though they were having a secret affair, or whatever they would call it, that he wasn't supposed to know about. But for him, it felt like a deadline he couldn't outrun, and would have to perform a show to look normal.
The couch, the phone call, the silence across the hall all replayed in his mind. He'd been telling himself maybe it was nothing. That if Natalie hadn't said anything to his mom yet, maybe she never would. But his mom showing up, wanting to see both of them, talk to both of them... it felt like secrets were being forced closer to the surface. Secrets he didn't know how to face.
He shifted in his chair, rubbing his face, and repeatedly checked the clock. Only twenty minutes had passed.
By the end of class, his notebook held little more than half-scribbled phrases, none of which translated to legible notes. He stuffed it into his bag and headed out, weaving through the crowded hallway.


Friday. Dinner. The three of them sitting at the table, while his mom asked questions, and would probably never lose her effervescent expression, as she looked between him and Natalie. He could picture it too clearly.
Aiden hunched over his desk and the mess of open books and half-finished notes. His eyes skimmed the same paragraph for the third time, but like the night before, nothing stuck. The page stayed blank while his fingers drummed the edge of the desk, and his mind drifted miles from the work in front of him.
There was no doubt Natalie had been dodging him since that night, and there was no ignoring it at this point. He'd replayed every second of it in his head, starting with the moment she'd pulled back her legs when he was rubbing her feet, to the look she gave him before disappearing down the hall, and then... his stupid decision to stay sitting on the couch. God. He scrubbed a hand down his face, pretty sure she'd seen him. She had to have, and if she had, then no wonder she didn't want to be around him.
Now his mom was coming on Friday, to see both of them, using the fact that it had been too long as part of her excuse... Maybe she'd already told Natalie, but she could be scatterbrained about things like that, always assuming people had filled in the gaps for her. So, it wasn't unreasonable to think that she'd just assumed he'd tell Natalie himself.
He couldn't risk it. If Natalie didn't know, and Mom just showed up with her usual hugs and questions, it could get weird fast.
Aiden stood, pacing once around his room, chewing at the inside of his cheek. He thought about waiting until he caught her in the kitchen, or the living room, some neutral spot, but she'd been avoiding those lately, too. If he wanted to make sure he saw her, he'd have to be the one to go to her.
It felt different walking the few feet to her door with the intent of knocking. He realized he'd never just gone and knocked on her door before now. He stopped outside her room, raised his hand, and then hesitated. What if she opened the door and just looked at him like she had in the kitchen the other morning? What if she shut it in his face? Or if she just called through the door and didn't even open it?
Gathering himself, he finally knocked. Just two short raps, and then he let his hand fall to his side, waiting to see how she'd respond.
Natalie sat cross-legged in her bed, with her laptop on a stand in front of her. There was a half-finished presentation pulled up on her screen, for a client project she hadn't wrapped up at the office, and a yellow pad with scrawled notes rested beside her. She was working, or at least trying to, hoping that staying focused on a project would keep her occupied.
The knock at her door brought her to a stop mid-sentence. She stared in its direction, then back at the blinking cursor. He never knocked. Passing in the hall or bumping into each other in the kitchen had always been the standard. She wasn't sure she was ready for whatever reason he might be at her door.
Setting the laptop aside, she brushed any wrinkles out of the comforter, stalling against the sudden lump in her throat. Maybe he was finally coming to confront her. The thought made her insides do somersaults. She hadn't just stumbled onto him that night and scurried away. She'd stayed and watched, hidden in the shadow of the hall when she should have turned away. And then her foot, that stupid slip against the floor, had given her away.
Now every time she thought of it, she couldn't decide which was worse, that she'd been caught intruding on something private, or that she hadn't wanted to look away from what she was seeing.
She stood and adjusted her tank top, as if that did anything to prepare her, then reached for the knob. For a moment her hand hovered, unready to remove the wooden barrier that had been protecting her from facing him. Finally, she turned it and pulled the door open.
Aiden was standing just a step back, with his hands shoved into the pockets of his sweats. His hair was slightly mussed, a look he got when he ran his hands through it too many times, and his eyes darted past her shoulder before coming back to her face.
"Hey," he said, carefully.
She leaned against the edge of the door, one arm wrapped loosely over her stomach. "Hey."
For a second, both of them stood in the awkward pause. She almost asked what he wanted, but the way he shifted from foot to foot made it obvious he was working up to something.
"Did my mom call you today?" he asked finally.
Natalie blinked, caught off guard. "Yeah... she did."
He nodded, tensing his jaw, like he was bracing for her to say more. "She, uh... told me she's coming up this weekend."
"Me too," Natalie replied, tilting her head as if studying him. "She mentioned it when we talked." Of course this was what he wanted to talk about, she thought to herself.
"Right." He exhaled, looking down at the floor between them, then back at her. "I just wanted to make sure she actually told you. Sometimes she leaves that kind of thing for me to mention, and I didn't want her to show up unexpectedly."
The way he said it came across as earnest, almost apologetic, and made something in her chest pinch. She'd expected more tension, maybe even some vague reference to the other night, but instead he was standing there worrying about logistics, about her.
"Thanks for letting me know," she said after a moment, the softness in her own voice surprising her.
He nodded, shifting his weight again as though he wasn't sure if that was his cue to leave.
Natalie's eyes skimmed over him, and the shadows under his appeared deeper than usual. Before she even thought about it, she heard herself asking, "You don't look so great. Have you eaten?"
"Uh... not really. I was gonna grab something later," he answered, glancing up in surprise.
She pursed her lips together, torn between ending it there and the instincts that came with years of being the dutiful wife. Finally, she sighed, pushing off from the door frame. "I'll make something quick. I'll let you know when it's ready."
"You don't have to do that," he said quickly, shaking his head. "I don't want to impose."
"You're not," she replied. "I need to make something for myself anyway, so it's no bother."
He hesitated, like he wanted to argue but couldn't quite find the words. "All right, if you're sure."
"I'm sure." She gave him a small nod before pulling the door the rest of the way open and brushed past him toward the kitchen.
Aiden turned slightly as she passed, watching her cross the short hall, then rubbed the back of his neck, caught between relief and the nerves he was still feeling.
"I'll get you in a few," she added, giving him a pointed look when she saw he hadn't moved.
"Right," he said, moving a step toward his own door. "Yeah, okay."
She turned toward the kitchen, and heard his door shut. The solitude gave her a moment to gather herself, as she pulled a pan from the cabinet and started working.
When she eventually called him out, they sat across from each other at the small table. Conversation stayed in the realm of small talk, discussing school, work, and a debate about the weather getting colder again. None of it reached past surface level, but in some ways it reminded her of the first weeks after he moved in, when they'd still been figuring out the dynamics of living together.
It wasn't comfortable by any stretch, but it was also a sign that they could still be in the same room. A step toward talking before Lisa arrived and she'd have to pretend like everything was completely normal.
When Natalie stepped into the kitchen Wednesday morning, tugging at her robe around her waist, it didn't carry the same sense of dread that it had the day before. The hum of the single-serve machine filled the kitchen when she slid a pod into place and set her mug beneath the spout.
Aiden came in a moment later, phone in one hand and a granola bar in the other. He gave her a small nod as he crossed to the fridge.
"Morning," he said over the wrapper he was tearing open.
"Morning," she returned, keeping her eyes on the stream of coffee filling her mug.
For a few seconds there was only the sound of the machine, and the rustle of the granola bar. Then he stepped back, leaned against the counter, and glanced over. "Got a busy day today?"
"Not really," she said, reaching for the creamer. "Just trying to get ahead on a few things."
"Yeah," he said, biting into the bar. "Same."
The pleasantries may have been limited, barely more than passing acknowledgments, but it was an improvement on the strained silence of the last few days. By the time she stirred her coffee and he headed toward the door, it almost felt like the mornings they'd had before. It was ordinary in how unremarkable it was, and a bit more natural feeling than either had expected.
Natalie let herself in that evening, setting her bag down by the door and slipping off her shoes. The faint sounds of an animated battle drifted from the living room, loud enough that she didn't have to guess what he was watching.
Aiden was stretched across the couch in his sweats, snacking from a half-empty bag of chips that was balanced on the armrest. He sat up a little when she appeared. "Hey."
"Hey," she said, glancing toward the TV. "Back to your shows, huh?"
He gave a small shrug as if he'd been caught. "Yeah. I haven't watched any in a while."
She set her keys on the counter and leaned a hip against it, watching a colorful blur flash across the screen. "Is this the one with the giant robots, or the one with the swords?"
He smirked. "Swords. But technically there's magic too."
"Of course there is," she replied, turning toward the kitchen, shaking her head and pulling a bottle of water from the fridge.
By the time she came back over, he had scooted to the far side of the couch, leaving enough space for her. "If you wanna sit," he said, not quite looking at her, "you can. I can put something else on if it's annoying."
Natalie hesitated. The offer was more than they'd managed in days. She uncapped the bottle and took a sip, then gave him a small nod. "Maybe in a bit."
He nodded too, going back to watching the TV, though his attention wasn't really on it anymore.
Natalie lingered a few minutes longer, quickly finishing her water before moving into the kitchen. She opened the fridge, and pulled out ingredients to make both of them dinner, assuming he wouldn't object. She plated two portions when it was ready, setting one on the counter near the couch as she passed. "Eat before it gets cold," she said simply.
Aiden blinked at the unexpected command, then pushed himself upright. "Thanks."
She gave a small nod, carrying her own plate down the hall. The TV played behind her as she shut her door, hearing the muted over-the-top dialogue through the walls.
Natalie came out of her room a little after seven. Aiden was at the counter with a glass of orange juice, scrolling on his phone. He looked up when he noticed her heading to make her morning coffee.
"Want me to start one?" he asked, pointing to a pod he'd already set out.
Her brow lifted faintly. "You were gonna make my coffee?"
"I figured it's the least I can do for all of the food you made me," he said with a small shrug. "I know it's usually the first thing you do when you get up."
She slid the pod into place herself, pressing the button. "Thanks, but I can handle it."
"I know, but thought I'd offer," he said with a hint of a grin before he turned back to his glass.
The machine hummed, filling the pause between them. Natalie poured in her creamer when her coffee was ready. "You've got class today?"
"Yeah. Two of them. Then I'm free for the afternoon." He leaned an elbow on the counter, watching her. "What about you?"
"I've got a meeting this afternoon." She took a sip, and then set the mug down. "Mostly catch-up stuff before the weekend."
He nodded, tracing a finger along the rim of his glass. "So... not a terrible day, then."
"No, not terrible," she agreed.
"Well, here's hoping it actually stays that way," Aiden said, then set his own glass down.
Natalie glanced over, and for the quickest moment, so fast it could've been nothing, she was pretty sure she saw his eyes flick over her legs before going back to his phone. The look was fleeting, maybe even involuntary, but the warmth that rose in her cheeks was harder to brush off.
She picked her mug back up, clearing her throat. "I should get ready for my shower," she said, stepping back from the counter.
"Didn't you already take one?" Aiden asked, glancing at her damp hair.
Natalie cleared her throat. "Right. I just meant I need to finish getting ready for work. You know what I mean," she finished, hoping he hadn't noticed her blushing.
He lifted his glass, trying not to smirk. "Sure."
As she crossed the kitchen, he told himself he'd only looked up at her because she'd spoken. It was the polite thing to do. Yet he couldn't pull his eyes off the sway of her robe, or the way the fabric shifted below the cinched belt, until she disappeared around the corner to the hall.
When Natalie sat down at the dining table to finish a project with her laptop, she could hear some show Aiden had been watching. She tucked her hair behind one ear and tried to focus on the screen, scrolling through a client's draft. Work had been busier than expected the last few days, so she hadn't managed to finish the project at the office.
From the couch, Aiden flipped through a few channels with the remote before landing on one of her shows. He leaned back like it was nothing, switching his attention to his phone instead of the TV.
Natalie caught the sound of the familiar theme and glanced up. Her brows lifted, though she didn't say anything. Instead, she refocused on her laptop, trying to ignore the clear gesture he was making.
He didn't comment either. Just let the show play as he messed around on his phone, though he could've retreated to his room. Natalie's fingers tapped out a few more notes, her gaze sliding once toward the TV, and then back again.
"That's sweet of you to put my show on," Natalie said after a few minutes, trying to stay focused on her project. "But I've got work to do, so you can watch whatever you'd like."
Aiden turned to look at her from the couch, lowering his phone. "Nah, it's fine. I figured you'd prefer to listen to this in the background than one of my shows."
She smiled faintly, though she kept typing. "You don't even like this one."
"Sure I do," he said, almost managing to sound convincing. "I mean, not enough to binge it, but..." He let the sentence trail with a small shrug. "I've picked up plenty just from hearing it."
Natalie glanced over at him, cocking her head at him. "From hearing it?"
"Yeah," he said with a crooked grin. "You've had it on enough times, so it's hard not to pick things up."
She watched him with a small smile. "Well, thanks for the consideration."
"No problem," he murmured, going back to his phone.
Natalie was bustling about when Aiden stepped out of his room. She had a rag in one hand and a spray bottle in the other as she worked her way along the counters, wiping them down. The cleaner she was using left a faint citrus smell in the air.
"You're up early," he said, scratching at his back as he came toward the kitchen.
"Yeah, I didn't sleep much," she admitted, leaning to wipe down the backsplash. "And since your mom's going to be here tonight, I was hoping to get the place cleaned yesterday, but the work I brought home took longer than I expected."
He leaned against the corner of the wall, watching her scrub at whatever surfaces she could find. "You don't have to go crazy. She's not coming here to inspect the place."
Natalie shot him a look over her shoulder. "It makes me feel better to know the place is clean before company comes."
"Then I guess I should help," he said, stepping closer.
"I don't want you to be late for class." She turned back to the counter, scrubbing at a mark that only she seemed to notice.
"I've got time," he said casually, pulling the rag from her hand before she could argue again. "Besides, it'll go faster if we both do it."
Her lips parted like she wanted to object, but instead she set the spray bottle down on the counter between them. "Fine. But if you miss some quiz because you were cleaning, I'm not taking the blame."
He smirked faintly. "Fair enough."
Grabbing another rag from beneath the sink, they worked in silence for a few minutes, in a rhythm that felt more normal than it had in days. Eventually, as Aiden bent toward the sink to rinse out the rag, Natalie straightened from the drawer she'd just closed.
"I was thinking," she said, wiping her hands on her shorts, "about making something for dinner tonight. Thought it might be nice when your mom gets in."
He glanced over, listening as she continued.
She shrugged, as if downplaying it. "If you want, you could help. I think it'll make her feel better to see that you're learning to take care of yourself."
Aiden leaned on the counter and grinned slightly. "So, is this really about you scoring points with her, or me?" he teased.
"Maybe a little of both," she admitted, tilting her head. "You'll get credit for helping, and I don't look like I've let you starve. Win-win."
He let out a quick snort, shaking the water from his hands. "I guess that seems fair."
"Good," she said, picking up the spray bottle again. "Then it's settled."
They got back to work and Natalie bent to spray and wipe a streak on the lower cabinet door. "I'll stop at the store on my way home," she said, scrubbing vigorously. "Pick up whatever I need for tonight."
"K. Anything you need me to do?" he asked.
She shook her head. "No, I've got it. Just get any work for school done, so you can visit with your mom while she's here."
Aiden nodded, though his attention strayed. She had shifted to the next cabinet which caused her T-shirt to tug across her back as she leaned into the scrubbing. He wasn't sure if she was wearing a bra, but her breasts visibly swayed with each stroke, pulling his attention to the outlines moving under the thin cotton. The loose sweats she wore also clung and shifted as she put effort into cleaning, so that her hips were making her ass move with each push of her arm.
There was nothing intentionally sexy about what she was doing, but he watched her anyway, the sight of her causing his attraction for her to resurface after trying too hard to keep it buried over the past week. He caught himself and turned back to the sink, reaching up to wipe at one of the upper cabinets.
Natalie didn't seem to notice his attention, humming faintly under her breath as she kept working. She shifted down a cabinet, crouching down to reach the lower front edge. Beside her, Aiden turned slightly as he moved to the next cabinet. The change angled his hips toward her. Without meaning to, her eyes flicked in his direction, catching on the noticeable swell beneath his sweats. The fabric was pushed forward enough to make her pause, and her hand fumbled mid-swipe before she dragged it across the wood again, trying to cover the stutter.
The image quickly lodged itself in her brain, bringing her attention to the fact that she hadn't worn a bra under her t-shirt. The steady sway of her breasts as she scrubbed was something she hadn't thought twice about before he came out, but now she suddenly felt exposed in light of her realization that she may be unintentionally contributing to his current state.
Not wanting to draw any attention, or risk him catching her looking, Natalie pushed up to her feet and moved into the living room. She crouched to swipe at the edge of the coffee table, then leaned across to buff out a streak. Aiden trailed in a moment later, moving toward the windows to dust the blinds.


They continued to work for a while, each tending to different corners of the room, mostly silent except for the muffled squeak of her rag when she scrubbed too hard and the soft clap of blinds as he cleaned them, then the windows and patio door. It wasn't quite easy, but it wasn't tense either. By the time she went to the kitchen and tossed the rag into the sink, the apartment looked cleaner than it had in some time.
The day crawled by in fits and starts. Natalie kept her focus pinned to her screen, but the numbers and campaign notes blurred together more than once, as her mind circled back to that morning. To Aiden. To Lisa.
By late morning, she caught herself staring out the office window instead of finishing the copy she needed to send. She could hear the echo of Lisa's voice the night before letting her know when she expected to be there, and how she always sounded so bright and cheerful, paired with the memory of Aiden's groin near her in the kitchen. He'd been close enough that she couldn't help but notice his reaction to her, or how it left her pulse ramping up. She'd promised Lisa she'd look after him. Instead, she felt like she was unraveling every time the two of them were in the same room.
"Rough night?" Melissa asked from the next desk over leaning back in her chair with a smirk.
Natalie blinked, trying to gather herself. "Oh, uh, just a deadline. I need to get this wrapped up by the afternoon, and I was just thinking about ideas."
Melissa hummed as if she didn't quite believe her but turned back to her own monitor. Natalie bit her lip and forced her fingers to get back to work on the keyboard, determined to push through. She needed the distraction, and something besides the swirl of thoughts waiting for her at home.
Natalie buried herself in the work, pushing through the afternoon with only a short break to grab a coffee. The pace helped, and by the time she shut down her computer, she'd managed to claw her way back on top of things. Leaving the office a little earlier than usual felt like its own small victory after so many evenings working at home.
She slid behind the wheel and headed toward the store, mentally running through a checklist of what she'd need for dinner that night. Lisa's visit pressed at the back of her mind, so that every decision was tinged with the thought of how things would look, and whether the visit would feel normal enough to convince her friend that everything was fine.
By the time she pulled into her parking space, the backseat held two bags of groceries containing the simple staples she'd decided on for dinner. She'd shot Aiden a text from the checkout line, asking him to set out a few things she would need, so he could get started with some simple prep.
When she stepped inside the apartment, the counters showed signs of his effort, with a cutting board out, a bundle of vegetables stacked to one side, a pot and a pan on the stove, and a few spices pulled from their racks. Aiden was leaning against the counter, staring at his phone, but set it down quickly when she came in.
"Got everything?" he asked.
She set the bags down beside him, brushing the hair back from her face. "Yeah, thanks for getting started. Okay, here's what I need. Go ahead and pound the chicken a bit thinner; the mallet's in the drawer by the stove. Then get the pot of water going for the pasta, and put the skillet on medium so it's hot by the time I'm back. I just need to change, so I'll be quick."
Aiden blinked, processing, then pulled the drawer open. "Do I need to cover it before I start, or just go at it?"
"Cover it with plastic wrap," she said, turning toward the hall. "It'll keep it from making a mess. I don't want my clean kitchen covered in chicken juice."
He nodded, quirking his mouth. "Guess that's why you're in charge," he muttered.
"I heard that. And you are correct," she tossed back with a tease in her voice, before disappearing down the hall.
Left alone, he filled the pot he'd set aside, turning on the stove to get the water going before moving on. He set the skillet on the other side to warm up, then turned to the cutting board. Laying the chicken flat, he covered it with plastic wrap and lifted the mallet with a mix of caution and determination.
The loud thwacks carried through the kitchen. By the time Natalie reemerged in jeans and a blouse, the pot was beginning to steam, the skillet was hot, and the chicken lay in even pieces, ready for her next step.
"Looks good," Natalie said as she came back in. "Why don't you go ahead and season those, so we can get them in the pan once it's hot enough."
Aiden reached for the spices she'd had him pull out. "You think she's really gonna want a full dinner after the drive up?" he asked, shaking a light coat over the chicken.
"Of course," Natalie replied, pulling open the fridge to grab a couple of ingredients, "that's how she is. She'll want to sit down, talk, make a night of it. Which means you're sticking around long enough for dinner before you head out."
"Yeah, I know," he said with a small shrug, watching what she was doing. "I was already planning on it. I don't want her thinking I'm avoiding her."
"Good. I'm sure she's been looking forward to seeing you." Natalie slid past him to set the ingredients on the counter, then nodded toward the dining area. "You can make yourself useful and set the table before she gets here, while I finish this up." She slid the cutting board aside and reached for another pan, getting into her groove.
Aiden grumbled something under his breath but did as he was told, collecting plates and silverware. By the time he'd finished laying out glasses and napkins, the smell of garlic and herbs filled the apartment.
A knock sounded at the door just as Aiden set the last glass in place.
"That'll be her," Natalie called over the hiss of the pan she was tending to.
Aiden crossed the room and pulled the door open. Lisa stood there with her small suitcase at her side, and broke into a broad smile the moment she saw him.
"There you are," Lisa said, stepping forward and pulling Aiden into her arms. He only stiffened for a second before relaxing into the familiar warmth of her hug. "I've missed you, baby."
"Missed you too," he said politely, wrapping his arms around her for a squeeze before he let go.
Lisa's hand lingered on his shoulder a moment longer, happily inspecting him, before she turned toward the kitchen. Natalie had stepped away from the stove to meet her halfway. The two women wrapped each other in a tight embrace.
"It's so good to see you," Lisa said against her hair.
"You too," Natalie replied, hugging her before stepping back. She glanced at the stove, then toward Aiden. "Can you stir that and check the water? It should be boiling by now," she directed.
Aiden nodded, grabbing the spoon she held out and heading over to the pan.
Natalie bent to grab Lisa's suitcase handle. "I'll take this to my room for you."
"Nonsense," Lisa said quickly, resting a hand over hers. "I can manage. Just come with me."
Natalie let go with a little smile and fell in beside her, making their way down the hall. Behind them, Aiden stirred the pan like he'd been told. "Don't worry, I've got this," he called out, joking, and heard his mom respond before they made it to Natalie's room.
"You've even got him cooking?" Lisa's laugh floated back, teasingly.
Natalie's reply was muffled, and then the bedroom took them out of earshot.
In the room, Lisa parked her suitcase by the dresser and straightened up to face Natalie. "So," she said, lowering her voice, "how are things really going? When I talked to him on the phone, he just... I don't know, he just sounded off. It's possible he was tired, but he didn't quite sound like himself. Like he was overly stressed or something."
Natalie leaned a shoulder against the doorframe, folding her arms loosely. "It seems like he's been fine here. Honestly. He's been good the last few days. Helping out, joking around... I think, maybe you just caught him on a bad day."
Lisa tilted her head, unconvinced. "Maybe. He didn't say anything to you? You know me. I worry about him."
Natalie gave her a reassuring smile. "If he said something, I'd tell you. Really, he hasn't mentioned anything wrong to me. He's settling in."
It was true, he hadn't said anything. But that didn't stop Natalie from remembering the brief looks, or the tension that seemed to hang between them since that night. And what was she supposed to say anyway? It's been weird since I watched him masturbate? No biggie...
Lisa gave her arm a squeeze, and forced a smile. "Okay. I'll take your word for it."
"Come on," Natalie said, stepping back toward the door. "Before dinner's a lost cause."
They walked back down the hall together and into the kitchen where Aiden still stood at the stove. Natalie felt a faint flush warm her cheeks, seeing him and the echo of what had flashed through her head while talking with Lisa, rushing through her mind's eye. She forced it down, going back to making small talk with Lisa, as she pulled out a chair.
Dinner came together quickly after that. Plating the whole grain pasta and chicken onto plates, Aiden carried them to the table. The three of them ate as small talk filled the conversation, while Lisa asked about classes and work, then caught Natalie up on a few things she'd missed. Aiden kept mostly quiet, only answering when prompted.
Halfway through the meal, he interrupted the conversation during a lull. "Hey, just a reminder, I've got plans tonight. I'll probably be out pretty late," he said, shrugging and glancing at Lisa. "Sorry, Mom. I made them before I knew you were coming."
"Don't worry about it," Lisa replied, waving her hand dismissively. "I've got you both the whole weekend." Then Lisa set her fork down with a sudden gasp, her eyes sparkling as she looked at Natalie. "Oh! You'll never guess who came into the ER the other night."
Natalie raised a brow, already intrigued, just based on how excited Lisa was. "Who?"
"Tracy from yoga!" Lisa leaned in, dropping her voice conspiratorially. "And I wasn't even her nurse, but you know how it goes. Stuff like this doesn't stay quiet, and the whole hospital ends up hearing about it in no time. But... I saw the X-rays myself."
Natalie covered her mouth, already laughing from where the story sounded like it was headed. "Oh no."
"Oh yes," Lisa said, nodding excitedly. "She had to have a-" she lowered her voice even more, "-candle holder extracted from her ass."
Natalie's laughter broke out, completely unrestrained, and dropping her head into her hand. "You're lying."
"I swear to God! And the excuse she gave about how it got there..." Lisa shook her head, still laughing. "Let's just say it was not a convincing story."
Across the table, Aiden pushed his chair back, shaking his head with a crooked grin. "Yeah, I think that's my cue to go get ready."
Lisa swatted at him playfully. "Fine, fine. Go. Leave the grown-up talk to us."
Aiden disappeared down the hall, swinging his door shut to get ready to head out. By the time he emerged again with his shoes on and a jacket slung over one arm, the table was mostly cleared. He pecked a quick kiss on his mom's cheek, muttered, "it's good to see you," and slipped out with a wave. The apartment door closed behind him, leaving the two women alone at the table.
Lisa leaned back in her chair with a content sigh, swirling the last of her water. "That was delicious. But after that drive, I could use a soak." Her eyes drifted toward the window, where the courtyard lights glowed faintly through the blinds. "You have a hot tub here, don't you?"
Natalie scoffed at the idea. "Pfft. We do, but it's a little chilly out for me, and you just got in. Are you sure you don't just want to relax here and catch up?"
"That's what the hot tub is for. The cold doesn't matter," Lisa said, perking up at the idea. "Come on, Nat. Don't make me go by myself."
Natalie hesitated, catching herself fidgeting with the edge of the table. In all the time she'd lived here, she'd never actually gone out to the hot tub at night.
Lisa smirked, reading her pause. "Come on, it's just us. I guarantee you'll be thanking me when you're dropping into that hot water." She stood and reached across the table to tug lightly at Natalie's wrist. "Grab your suit."
Natalie sighed, but smiled slightly despite herself. "Fine, but only because I love you."
"That's my girl," Lisa teased, heading for her suitcase as they entered the bedroom. She tossed a mischievous glance over her shoulder. "And honestly, it's been way too long since I've seen you in a bikini."
Natalie barked out a quick "Ha," shaking her head. "You're terrible."
Lisa crouched by her suitcase, clearly looking pleased with herself. She pulled out a hibiscus-print tie-side bottom and held it by the strings, appraising it with a wicked little grin. "I love this one."
They changed with the comfort that came with being old friends, moving in and out of each other's space. Natalie slipped into a black triangle top and the string bottoms she reserved for days she felt brave. The fabric sat well below her waistline, in a neat V that lengthened her torso, and the thin side strings rode high on her hips. There were also small, decorative beads at each tie that clicked softly when she adjusted the knots. The back was cheeky, not for the timid, and made her legs seem longer than they actually were.
She checked the mirror, feeling the confidence she needed to be comfortable in it. The black set off her waist and the curve of her hips. Her stomach was flat and tight from years of yoga and a fairly regular gym routine.
Lisa stepped next to her a second later in her hibiscus print bikini. The ties were pulled snug and high on her petite frame. The print was bold on the black field, while the cut of the bottoms were narrower than Natalie's, with a back that left very little to the imagination.
Natalie's confidence held, but seeing the way Lisa's showed her off almost made her feel shy. The comparison wasn't unflattering, far from it. Next to Lisa, she looked fuller and stronger through the thighs and hips, appearing more athletic rather than delicate. Lisa, in contrast, looked small and unabashed, with softer lines and clearly comfortable in her own skin.
Lisa caught her looking and smiled like she'd been waiting for the verdict. "Well?" she asked, teasing more with her eyes than her voice.
"You look good," Natalie said, and meant it.
"I feel good," Lisa replied, giving the ties one last tug, then turning, satisfied. "Come on, before you change my mind and decide you're not going."
"I still might," Natalie chuckled, grabbing a pair of towels and handing one over.
They slid into sandals, gathered their water bottles, and headed for the door. When they stepped outside, the night air was cool enough to raise goosebumps on Natalie's arms, making the thought of the hot tub instantly more appealing. Lisa hugged her towel around her as they walked down the path toward the pool gate. "I think it's a perfect night for this. Nothing better than a hot tub when it's cold out."
Natalie smiled at her, opening the gate. The pool area was mostly empty, save for the bubbling glow of the hot tub, and two men who were stretched out inside, with the steam rising around them. Both had sports bottles propped on the ledge, and their amusement carried across the pool area as they turned to notice the women stepping in.
Lisa leaned closer with a playful tone as she whispered, "Well, this got more interesting."
"Hey there," one of the guys called as they approached.
"Evening," Lisa responded with a grin, unwrapping her towel from under her arms and draping it neatly over the rail.
Natalie laid hers beside it and quickly slipped into the water with a subtle hiss. "It's hot," she muttered under her breath, sitting on the submerged bench.
Lisa cast a quick glance at the two men before stepping in after her. "Yeah," she said with a teasing smirk, easing down until the water lapped at her chest. "Can't argue that," she finished, looking at one of the two guys.
The man she was staring at smiled, while letting his gaze rove over her, and the corners of Lisa's mouth curved a little higher, leaning back against the bubbling jets, feeling a little charged from the fact she could still get attention from guys so much younger.
"Not a bad night for it," one of the men said, lifting his sports bottle with a grin, clearly checking the two ladies out. "The water's perfect."
"Looks like you two had the same idea," Lisa replied, leaning back against the jets.
"It's the best spot on the property," the other chimed in.
The conversation quickly picked up. Lisa carried it easily, tossing back spirited remarks. She leaned forward, engaging each of them individually as she talked, glancing from one man to the other as though she couldn't decide which one amused her more.
Natalie answered when someone spoke directly to her, but let Lisa carry the conversation. She wasn't unpleasant, simply more reserved, and when they asked where they lived in the complex, and whether they used the hot tub often, Natalie gave a vague description, pointing in the general direction of the bulk of the buildings.
"Not nearly enough," Lisa chimed in, regarding using the hot tub. "If this was at my place, I'd be out here every night."
One of the men smirked. "Well then, I'm glad we happened to catch you while you're out here."
Lisa giggled, soaking up their flirting attention. "Guess I'm lucky to have something to look at while I'm here." She glanced sideways at Natalie, amusement sparking in her eyes. "And we're all lucky I got to drag her with me."
Natalie shook her head, feeling the blood rush to her cheeks. "I'm just here for the soak."
"Nothing wrong with that," the other man said, leaning an elbow along the ledge. He kept his eyes on her a little longer than what was strictly polite, and Natalie was suddenly a little more grateful for the bubbles obscuring her.
They sat there chatting for several minutes, and Lisa was happy to flirt and bask in the attention. The men asked them if they worked nearby, and made a couple of jokes about how unfair it was that women like them had been "hiding out" and failing to utilize the hot tub. Lisa volleyed back every time, snickering, while Natalie mostly let her sit in the spotlight, offering nods and shrugs, and short answers when their questions were aimed at her.
One of the guys tipped his bottle up for another drink, and Lisa caught the expression on his face when he swallowed. When he caught her watching, he grinned and held the bottle out across the bubbling water. "Want some?"
Lisa squinted at it, then him, with a playful expression crossing her face. "What is it? Because you didn't look like you were drinking water. Is it some kind of protein thing?" Her eyes dropped briefly to his chest and shoulders that were nicely sculpted, before she smirked. "You look like the type."
He shook his head, grinning. "Trust me, it's a lot better than that."
Lisa arched a brow as her curiosity spiked. Giving it a skeptical look, she contemplated it for a second, then reached out. "I don't know..." she teased, stopping short of the bottle. "My mother told me not to take drinks from strangers."
"Good thing I'm not a stranger anymore," he shot back cheekily. "Come on, one sip. You'll thank me after."
Lisa shook her head before finally curling her fingers around the bottle. "If I keel over, she's pressing charges," she said, turning her head in Natalie's direction, then tipped it up for a cautious sip. It caused her to jerk back almost immediately, coughing once as her eyes widened.


"Oh my God," she said, wincing as she swallowed hard. "That's certainly not water, or a protein drink."
The burn stuck with her, and she licked her lips, staring at the bottle with mock-accusation before handing it back. "You could've at least warned me of how strong it is."
Natalie had leaned in, a little concerned, but stopped short at the sound of Lisa's voice.
"I thought apartments didn't allow alcohol at the pool," Lisa said, and settled back against the edge.
"They don't. So it'll have to be our little secret," the man said, taking his bottle back with a crooked smile.
"We're good at keeping secrets," his friend added, lifting his own bottle as his eyes slid toward Natalie.
"Why doesn't it surprise me to hear that?" Natalie said, shaking her head at his not-so-subtle comment.
The man just tilted his bottle toward her in a silent offer.
"Go on. I survived," Lisa urged, nudging Natalie lightly with an elbow.
"Fine," Natalie sighed, reaching out. "But if I spit it back out, I'm spitting it on you."
"Good to know you're a spitter," the guy shot back with a cocky tone.
Natalie paused with the bottle halfway to her mouth, giving him a deadpan look. "Really?" she said, then shook her head disbelievingly. "I can't believe I'm about to drink something when I don't even know what it is, out of a bottle from a guy I just met, who's already making really bad jokes," she muttered.
Both men laughed, and Lisa leaned against her shoulder with a smirk. "That's my girl."
Natalie rolled her eyes, tipped the bottle back, and swallowed. The sharp burn hit instantly, making her cough into the back of her hand as her eyes watered.
"God- yeah," she managed, shaking her head as the taste lingered. "That's definitely not water."
The men raised their bottles in a "cheers." Lisa joined in the encouragement, brushing Natalie's arm.
"See?" the guy said, happily taking the bottle back. "It's not so bad once it's down."
Lisa bumped Natalie's shoulder with her own. "You doing OK?"
Natalie gave her a sideways look but nodded.
The men kept the banter rolling, leaning into the chance to entertain the ladies. Compliments were slipped into their jokes of how the two of them had brightened up the night. Then complaints of how it wasn't fair for the best-looking women in the complex to never take the time to come down to the hot tub.
Lisa soaked it up, tossing frisky remarks right back at them. She leaned forward when one of them made a crack about his gym routine, letting her eyes blatantly travel down his chest before she winked at him.
Natalie didn't join in, but she didn't shut it down either. She shook her head when Lisa teased her about being too quiet, and even let herself take another sip when one of the bottles was offered in her direction. The burn wasn't as jarring now that she knew what to expect, and left her feeling a little bit looser with each heavy swig.
A few more rounds passed between the guys and the girls, sending the bottles changing hands. Lisa's cheeks had taken on a faint flush, and her giggles sounded a little more sultry as she flicked water at one of the two guys across from her, who happily splashed her back.
"You two are trouble," she teased, shaking water from her face.
"Maybe, but we're the good kind," one of them shot back. His friend leaned forward on his elbows, openly scanning what he could see. "Seriously though, you don't look like you belong out here with us. You look like you belong in Vegas or something. You're too good for this place."
"Vegas, huh? That's a new one," Lisa gawffed.
"I'm not kidding," he said, giving her an appreciative once-over. "You're gorgeous. Both of you are. Best thing that's wandered into this hot tub since I've lived here."
Lisa tipped her head at the flattery. Then she gave them a mock-suspicious look, but kept her voice light. "You realize you're laying it on pretty thick for a couple of guys who look like they could be my son's age."
That made them both whistle. "No way," one protested, quickly shaking his head. "There's no chance you have a son that old."
"Yeah," the other chimed in, grinning. "If you're telling me you have a twenty-two-year-old kid, I'll never believe it."
She raised an eyebrow with a pleased expression. "Yup," she replied, tossing her hair over one shoulder. The wet tips whipped out from where they'd been trailing in the water, spraying across Natalie's face.
Natalie let out a startled gasp, blinking fast as the drops stung her eyes. "Oh, God- Lisa!"
She half-stood, laughing, and turned without thinking. She knelt with her knees on the built-in bench, and reached for the towel hanging on the rail that wasn't far from her. Water streamed off her skin as she bent over the edge. The movement had the added effect of lifting her butt up out of the bubbling surface, pulling the black bikini bottom so it was drawn taut across her curves, and the thin strings dug into where they sat.
Her fingers found the towel, and she brought it to her face as she rubbed at her eyes. Behind her, the sounds from the men became a little more hushed. Then a sudden smack landed square across her ass with a loud crack over the sound of the jets. Natalie dropped the towel with a yelp, lurching forward and bumping into the edge of the hot tub. She could instantly feel the color rush to her face and neck.
Lisa's laugh burst out immediately at Natalie's reaction. "Would you look at that," she said, turning toward the men. "She's been hiding the best part all night."
The men whooped, one letting out a low whistle and the other grunting his agreement. "It's an amazing view, for sure," one said, grinning broadly.
Clutching the towel, Natalie turned to Lisa with her mouth hanging open, half shocked that her best friend just did that in front of these two strangers. "Oh my god, Lisa!" she said, but there was no bite in her tone.
Lisa simply grinned mischievously. "What? You should just take the compliment."
Natalie pressed the towel to her face again, trying to hide the blush while she composed herself. But the words and the attention, along with the way Lisa had so shamelessly offered her up, all buzzed through her. After years of marriage, she still wasn't quite used to being looked at so openly, not without guilt trailing behind it.
Yet here she was, every part of her aware of the way the men were likely taking every opportunity to check her out. The drinks, the steam, the attention, it was all going to her head in a way that she knew could quickly become reckless and dangerous. She draped the towel back over the rail and slid down into the water again.
"You'll survive," Lisa teased, bumping her shoulder lightly as if she knew exactly what was running through her head. Natalie responded with a shake of her head, feeling her pulse race from the mix of everything going on.
"Survive?" one of the men echoed. "We'll be the ones lucky to survive, because that view we just had? That was a view to die for."
His friend scooted a bit close to Natalie. "Yeah, your friend here's been holding out on us. It's like they say: it's always the quiet ones."
Natalie shook her head, trying to brush off the attention, though she was well aware of the effects it was having on her. "Don't start with me."
"Too late," the first guy said, lifting his bottle toward her in a mock toast. "There's no going back after that. You're gorgeous, and it's not fair we've been paying so much attention to just Lisa."
Natalie ran her hands over her hair, wetting it slightly, and pulling it over one shoulder. The motion lifted her chest just enough to show thin triangles of her bikini shift as her breasts moved with her arms. She smirked at their stares as she settled back into the water, not calling them on it. The two traded a quick glance, clearly pleased with themselves and their luck, while beside her Lisa nudged her leg under the water, conspiratorially.
"See? She's been holding out on us," Lisa declared.
The one who had scooted forward readjusted so that his knee was brushing lightly against her leg under the water. There was nothing casual about the gesture, and the expression he had only served to confirm that.
Before Natalie could react, Lisa slid in and brushed the man's leg away.
"Uh-huh," Lisa huffed. "Easy there. She's mine, buddy."
The man chuckled, grabbing his bottle and holding it up in surrender before taking another swig. "All right, all right. I'm not trying to step on any toes here."
"It's a damn shame, though," the other added with a smirk.
Lisa tilted her head as she watched them, as if she'd just won the round, and Natalie shook her head in amusement at it all. Lisa reached toward the ledge to grab the bottle of the young man closest to her, but when she did, her hand accidentally hit it. The bottle tipped and clattered onto the deck, rolling away across the pool deck.
"Ah, damn it," she giggled, and quickly pushed herself up and out of the water. She crawled after it on hands and knees, chasing down the bottle. The innocent act had her backside pointed squarely toward the hot tub, where the hibiscus-print bikini was creeping further between her petite cheeks. If not for the dim light and dark material, her mound would be on full display under the wet, clinging fabric, as she scrambled.
Natalie burst into laughter, calling after her. "Lisa! You look ridiculous!"
Snatching up the bottle, Lisa froze for a beat, suddenly aware of how she must look. She glanced back over her shoulder at the two men openly leering at her, then stood with a squeal, covering her butt with her free hand, trying to regain some modesty. "Yeah, yeah, I hope you enjoyed the show."
She quickly shuffled back toward the tub, dangling the bottle in her hand, and made no move to cover the front view that was now on display. The steam wrapped back around her as she approached and all three of the others tracked her journey from the moment she'd gotten out, until she made her way back. They got a chance to appreciate more of her than they'd had when the women first joined them.
Natalie was shaking her head at Lisa, as she stood at the edge of the water. "You're hopeless," Natalie teased.
"Hopelessly entertaining," Lisa corrected.
"I don't know about hopeless," one of the guys said, "but this is the most entertainment I can remember having out here."
"Yeah," his friend added, lifting his bottle. "That was worth the price of admission right there."
Lisa waved them both off, unbothered, and unscrewed the cap of the bottle she'd chased down. "Glad I could make your night." She tipped the bottle back for a longer swig, and they could see her throat swallow a couple of times.
Natalie arched a brow. "You're braver than me."
Lisa stood at the edge for a beat longer, aware of the water that was streaming down her as she lowered the bottle. She looked down at Natalie with a smirk, then slid back into the hot water, but this time sinking down directly into Natalie's lap.
Caught off guard, Natalie's hands braced instinctively at Lisa's hips. "Lisa-"
Ignoring her, Lisa pressed her cheek against Natalie's, turning to smile toward the men.
"What? She's here to protect me." Her voice was playful and teasing, but the way her body was pressed close against her friend left no mistaking the point she was making. "Apparently we can't trust you two not to get handsy," she finished, looking at the one who had placed his leg against Natalie's only moments earlier.
The men offered no objections, clearly enjoying every second.
"Good lord," Natalie proclaimed at Lisa's over-the-top flirting, but even she couldn't suppress her smile in response.
Hearing her, Lisa deliberately adjusted herself so her petite frame was pressed as close against Natalie as she could get, making herself comfortable. The feel of Lisa's body left Natalie all too aware of every inch of contact.
"All right, maybe I believe she's yours," one of the guys said. "But if so, you two should be a package deal, for sure, though."
The words made Natalie chuckle to herself, though she felt Lisa squirm in her lap a little bit more.
"Facts," his friend agreed. "Man, I feel like we stumbled into a show, and it's one I'd be happy to come watch every night."
"I think they're expecting us to take requests," Lisa giggled, as she turned her face toward Natalie, and brought it a little closer.
Natalie rolled her eyes, internally questioning just what Lisa was up to with her little performance.
"Hey, no pressure," the first man said, lifting his hands as if to wave it off, though his expression told another story. "Not that either of us would complain if you wanted to, you know... prove you're together."
"Yeah, come on," the other jumped in. "One kiss. You can't leave us hanging after all this teasing."
Lisa tilted her head as she looked at Natalie, raising an eyebrow conspiratorially. "What do you think?"
Lisa refused to take her eyes off Natalie, leaving the question hanging in Natalie's court. She eventually met her eyes, contemplating if she was up to playing Lisa's game for the benefit of these two guys, barely older than Aiden.
"Come on," one of them coaxed. "After all this build-up, one kiss won't kill you."
Lisa giggled on Natalie's lap, and brought her face an inch closer. "What do you say?" she asked, mischievously.
Natalie hesitated another second, and then leaned in. A victorious moan slipped out of Lisa as she felt Natalie's lips brush hers. The kiss felt as though Natalie were teasing her, testing how far she'd take the display, but Lisa was aware as both guys sat up a little straighter, leaning around to get a better view of them both.
Responding before she could think better of it, Natalie kissed her a little harder, and suddenly the kiss wasn't just a joke. It deepened with Lisa tilting her head, and moving with her signature playful confidence that made the men groan aloud. The cheers of encouragement from the two guys melted into background noise.
From the men's angle, Lisa's breasts had crested well above the surface since sliding into Natalie's lap. Water beaded along the curve of them, glinting in the spa lights. As the kiss drew on, Lisa readjusted so that her chest was turned a little bit away from her friend's, and with a sneaky tug of her fingers, she pulled one of the small triangles of her bikini top aside.
Her breast slipped free, showing the pale flesh, and she held it up as if on display. The nipple was hard and wet, and a drop rolled down from where the bikini top had dislodged a bead of water, causing it to run down to the tip before falling away. The visual served to heighten the eroticism of the kiss that Natalie was lost in, unaware she was being used as the unwitting half of a performance.
The one man let out another whistle, the other cursed under his breath, and their bottles were forgotten in their hands. Lisa had given her own nipple a pinch, letting the men see just how hard it could get.
She kissed Natalie a little more lewdly, pulling back a smidge, and opening wider so their audience could see her tongue probe her gorgeous friend's mouth. Then Lisa broke it with another giggle, capturing Natalie's bottom lip between her teeth and pulling at it playfully. When she finally pulled back, she sneakily tucked the strap back into place and flashed the guys a wink as though they were her co-conspirators.
"That's what I'm talking about," one of the guys said in a huff, shaking his head like he couldn't believe it. "Definitely a show I could get used to."
"Excuse me?" a sharp voice cut through the air, slicing the tension of the moment clean in two.
All four heads turned at once. A young woman stood just outside the pool enclosure with her arms crossed tight, and her hip cocked in a way that made it clear she'd caught enough of the "show" to know exactly what was happening. The light from the nearby clubhouse building lit her up, highlighting the narrowed eyes that were locked squarely on the guy who'd just spoken.
He immediately turned in her direction. "Babe- I was just-"
"Just what?" she shot back, with an exasperated look at the audacity that he thought he could explain his way out of what he said.
The second guy leaned back and barked out a laugh, shaking his head at his friend. "Well," he muttered, smirking. "Looks like the fun's over for you tonight."
"If that's your idea of fun, then yeah, you're right," the woman spat, loud enough to make it clear she didn't find it as funny as they did.
"Babe, c'mon-" the first guy scrambled, gripping his bottle as he started toward the steps of the tub.
Lisa burst into a giggle-fit, doubling over into Natalie's shoulder as it came out unrestrained. Natalie covered her face with one of her hands, feeling herself go crimson.
"I am so sorry," she called after the woman, making every effort to sound as sincere as possible. "We had no idea. I swear. Nothing happened with us and them."
The woman's head wheeled on Natalie, stabbing her finger at her. "Nothing happened? Your friend had her titty out and playing with it for anyone to see!"
Natalie froze and her eyes went wide as she snapped her head toward Lisa. "Lisa!" she hissed, mortified.
Lisa only burst out louder, and quickly glanced toward the man fumbling after his girlfriend. "What? He's the idiot, not me. He shouldn't be sitting out here drooling when he's got a gorgeous woman waiting for him at home."
That only seemed to make the girlfriend's footsteps strike even harder as she stormed off, muttering curses under her breath. The guy continued to scramble after her, tripping over excuses that fell flat before he even got them out.
The second guy leaned back with a shit-eating smirk, shaking his head at his buddy. "Man, you're fucked."
Natalie sank lower into the bubbling water, wishing it could swallow her whole, while Lisa moved closer to the young man who stayed. She got close enough that her shoulder brushed his as she smirked up at him.
"So," she teased, quietly enough to feel like it was just between them, "should we be expecting another girl to storm in and ruin the fun?"
His eyes darted between her and Natalie, but before he could answer, he was interrupted by another woman. Only this time it was Natalie.
"All right," she said firmly. "I think that was our cue to call it a night." Natalie cleared her throat, straightening as she pushed her hair back over her shoulders.
Lisa groaned petulantly, glancing over at Natalie. "Oh, come on, already?" she pouted, seeing Natalie meant it. Turning her attention back toward the guy she'd been leaning on, she teased, "Guess we heard the boss."
When she stood as well, water cascading off her body, he stood with her, setting his bottle on the pool deck next to him. She leaned in without a second thought, sliding her arms around his shoulders in a hug goodbye. His chest was broad and wet, and the hard shaft that was pressing against her stomach left no doubt about what he thought of their time in the hot tub.
Lisa pulled back with a smirk, dropping her gaze to his groin as if to let him know she noticed. "Goodnight," she said with a wink before turning away.
Natalie was already climbing out, towel in hand, muttering something about her being impossible. Lisa fell in beside her, being impishly playful as they walked away. With one hand, she gave a quick tug at the back of her already minimal bikini bottoms, causing the fabric to dig higher into her petite cheeks. Her other hand landed with a playful squeeze on Natalie's fuller curves, and then toyed with the hemline of her bottoms as they walked away.
Natalie didn't rebuke her, only sighed, shaking her head. "I don't know what I'm going to do with you. You better not be so drunk that I have to carry you back."


Lisa smirked and looked up at her friend. "I'm not really drunk at all," she said, in her mischievous tone. "Every time I took a swig, it was really only the smallest sip. I'd bet that you're drunker than I am."
"Why would you even do that?" Natalie asked.
"Because that's the fun of it. You let them think you are. It makes it so much more entertaining to tease boys like that when they think they've actually got a chance."
Natalie snorted silently, shaking her head once more. "All right, well, enough showing off. Keep your hands where they belong."
Lisa only grinned wider. "Fine," she said, fingertips giving one last daring squeeze before moving away. "You're the boss. Party pooper"
"Hey," the remaining guy called after them, "don't be stingy. Bring that show back down here sometime!"
Natalie didn't bother to look back, but her hand came down in a playful smack across her own ass, making a crack that was loud enough to echo in the night air. The man whooped all over again, delighted by her response, while she kept walking with Lisa at her side.
It didn't take long for the cold night air to creep in as they left the pool area. The hot tub did a good job heating them up, but their damp skin and clinging hair helped it leave their skin even quicker. Lisa leaned further into Natalie's side, as their sandals flopped on the concrete walkway.
"Cutting that poor boy off like that," she teased Natalie. "I guess I know who's calling the shots tonight."
Natalie gave her the side-eye, but felt her lips twitching in response. "Someone had to," she said. "I swear, you were two seconds away from offering him a lap dance."
Lisa laughed, not the least bit ashamed. "Oh, come on. Can you blame me? It's not every night women our age, get twenty-somethings like that tripping over themselves for our attention. It feels good to know I've still got a little something left in me."
"You don't have to prove anything," Natalie said sincerely. "You're gorgeous, Lisa. Anyone with eyes can see that."
Lisa tilted her head, peering over at her friend, pleased. "Careful," she murmured, squeezing a little tighter around Natalie's waist. "If you keep saying things like that, I might start misbehaving on purpose, just to hear what you'll do about it."
Natalie's steps slowed a fraction as she glanced at her. "Why do I get the feeling you already do that?"
Lisa giggled, keeping her arm wrapped around Natalie for both warmth and closeness as they turned toward Natalie's building. "Maybe, but this time I'll have a reason, and you'll know I'm doing it," she smirked. "Imagine it, me acting up, you telling me exactly what I need to do to make it up to you..." Her voice trailed off playfully, but carried a hint of a dare.
Natalie shook her head, though the warmth in her chest betrayed her. "You really don't know when to stop."
"Not when it's this fun," Lisa replied, her hand giving Natalie's hip a squeeze before sliding away, as if to remind her what it felt like to not have her there.
They reached the stairs to Natalie's landing, with Lisa still in full swing.
"I can just picture it," she said, dragging out the words as she held an invisible spotlight over herself with one arm. "Me, swaying to the music, all eyes on me. And then you," she swung toward Natalie, dramatically pointing her finger, "storming in like the goddess you are, telling me to get my ass off the table before I embarrass myself."
Natalie burst out so hard she had to catch the door with her shoulder to keep from stumbling. "You're ridiculous, you know that, right?" she managed, shaking her head as she pushed it open.
Lisa followed, beaming. "Ridiculous, gorgeous, questionably drunk... it's all the same to those boys back there. They ate it up." She exaggerated a hip sway as she walked through the door, tossing her wet hair like she was on an imaginary catwalk.
Natalie bit back another chuckle, trying to look stern and failing. "If you don't cut it out, I'm going to lock you outside, where you can wait for Aiden to let you in when he gets home."
Lisa gasped and clutched her chest like the betrayal had cut her deep. "My cruel mistress!" she declared, nearly cackling by the time Natalie closed the door behind her.
For her part, Natalie could only shake her head and try to keep her expression stern.
Stepping into the living room, Lisa threw herself dramatically onto the nearest chair, stray drops of water from her hair and swimsuit finding their way onto the floor and couch. "Left to fend for myself, abandoned in the wilds of the outdoors," she lamented, placing the back of her hand to her forehead like a swooning actress.
Natalie crossed her arms, leaning against the door. "You're dripping all over my floor, drama queen," she mock-scolded the petite woman.
Lisa peeked at her through her fingers. "Then save me. You're the one who said I'm gorgeous, remember? And gorgeous girls shouldn't have to mope."
Natalie rolled her eyes, pushing off from the doorway. Sighing, she stepped past her and grabbed one of the towels Lisa had been holding to toss it into her lap. "Dry off before you ruin my furniture."
Lisa caught it, snickering as she rubbed at her arms. "Wow. So bossy tonight. I think I like it." She tilted her head, and her eyes twinkled with mischief. "You sure you don't want to order me around some more? You're getting kinda good at it."
Natalie gave her a pointed look and jabbed a thumb toward the hallway. "If you're not gonna actually dry off, then shower and wash off the chlorine at least. Now. You can play drama queen after.
Lisa clutched the towel to her chest and her lips quirked. "There it is. The goddess commands." She hopped up and gave an exaggerated bow, still chuckling as she padded barefoot toward the bathroom.
Natalie followed a step behind, shaking her head but unable to ignore her friend's coyness. Lisa tossed a glance over her shoulder as she reached the doorway, riding the high of her hot tub antics.
"You know," she said, lowering her voice to an exaggerated whisper, "I think you like it when I do what you say. Makes you feel powerful." She leaned against the doorframe, cocking one of her hips out, running the towel dangerously low over her abdomen.
The words hit a little closer than Natalie wanted to admit, bringing up a vague memory of Aiden teasing her in the kitchen that first night they'd cooked together. The guilty nagging came quick and hard, but she shoved it aside, covering it by stepping forward.
Natalie looked at her with a lighthearted glare and gave her a light shove into the bathroom. "Go. Before I really do start to boss you around."
"Mmhmm," Lisa hummed her approval, backing inside and closing the door. "Careful what you threaten me with, Nat. I might just hold you to it," Natalie heard her say, muffled through the door.
The sound of the shower turning on came a minute later. Natalie slipped into her bedroom, shutting the door. She untied the straps of her bikini top and let the damp fabric fall onto the foot of her bed, and her bottoms followed when she peeled them down her legs. Then grabbing the top, she carried them both to the hamper in her closet.
She ran her fingers through her hair, catching the sharp scent of the chlorine. It clung to her skin, and for a moment she just stood there, naked, then caught sight of her own smirk curling at the corner of her lips in the mirror as she came out from the closet.
Natalie took the few steps from her door to the bathroom at the end of the hall while naked, and eased the door open to the sound of the water raining down. Lisa was already under the spray, with her back to the door, and rinsing her hair. She turned at the sound of the door latch catching, water running over her face and shoulders, and chortled when she saw Natalie step closer.
"Well, look at you," she teased, bracing one hand on the wall. "Were you afraid I wasn't gonna get myself clean enough to crawl into your bed, so you came to supervise?"
She flicked her fingers, sending a few droplets Natalie's way. Then she ran both hands down her arms and over her stomach as though to exaggerate the point.
"Or maybe," she said with mock suspicion, leering at her naked friend, "you just didn't wanna miss the show."
Natalie arched a brow, stepping closer as she looked at Lisa through the clear shower curtain. "Yup. Supervise. I want to make sure you don't come crawling into my sheets smelling like the hot tub."
Lisa let out a scoff as Natalie stepped inside, the warm spray catching her skin. "Bossy and insulting," she whined. "You really do know how to sweep a girl off her feet."
Natalie stepped fully into the shower and pulled the curtain closed behind her, shutting them in together. Droplets rolled down her shoulders in rivulets, tracing the lines of her body as she moved closer to Lisa.
Lisa tilted her head back under the water, running her hands through her hair until it lay flat. She peeked at Natalie from the corner of her eye. "See? I can use soap without instruction. Wanna watch me prove it?"
"Go on, then," Natalie said, eyeing her smugly and trying to repress the giggling that was threatening to creep out of her.
Lisa reached for the bottle on the shelf, squeezing a pool of gel into her palm. It smelled like Natalie, citrus and something floral, cutting through the chlorine that clung to their skin. She worked it into her hands, choosing to forego the loofah, and then dragged them slowly over her arms, spreading the lather in deliberate strokes to impress her one-person audience.
Her eyes turned toward Natalie. "This part boring you yet?"
"Depends what you're planning to clean next," Natalie answered, crossing her arms lightly under her breasts, and pretending to watch without care.
Lisa hummed as she slid her hands over her chest, circling the curves with her fingers beneath the thin film of suds. Her nipples came to attention almost instantly, tightening as her palms grazed across them. "I guess these ladies don't think it's boring at least," she teased.
Natalie pressed her lips together, fighting the heat building in her chest. "That guy at the pool was right about one thing. You are trouble."
Lisa stepped closer. Close enough that the water rebounded off her shoulders onto Natalie's skin in little beads across her chest. She grinned, running a finger down between Natalie's much more bountiful breasts. "If you really think so, then maybe you should just give me my bath, and put me to bed without any dessert."
Natalie pursed her lips and reached past Lisa, grabbing the loofah from the little shelf. The brush of her bare arm across Lisa's damp skin made Lisa hum softly.
"You're really gonna do it," Lisa said as she tipped her head back slightly, to look up at her slightly taller friend. "And here I was starting to think you just liked standing there, judging me."
"Maybe I do," Natalie murmured, squeezing a line of soap out. She worked it until it foamed, then placed her hand at Lisa's shoulder and dragged it slowly down her arm. She followed the curve of her bicep, over the crook of her elbow, then down to her wrist. Lisa let out another little hum, half-shutting her eyes, pleased by what Natalie was doing.
Natalie dipped the loofah back into the stream of water, then pressed it to Lisa's collarbone. "Lift your chin."
Lisa obeyed with a smirk, tilting her head back. "So bossy," she nearly whispered.
"Isn't that the point?" Natalie asked, guiding the loofah lower. She slowly dragged it between the valley of Lisa's breasts, then across the tops of both. The foam, inadvertently being washed away by the splatter of water, was sliding down and clinging to her nipples. Lisa shivered, biting her lip, clearly enjoying giving herself over to Natalie's ministrations.
"God, you're thorough," Lisa teased, her voice breaking a little as Natalie pinched the loofah just enough to drip warm suds directly onto the puckered tip of her breast. "What's next, an inspection?"
"Not quite yet," Natalie warned, sounding amused, but a little husky.
Lisa let out another silent giggle and dropped her hands to her sides after lightly stroking Natalie's arms. Pressing her shoulders back, her chest rose higher for Natalie's deliberate care.
Natalie gave the loofah another squeeze, but the bubbles had already thinned, sliding uselessly down Lisa's stomach. Lisa glanced down, then back up with her lips twitching.
"You're gonna scrub me raw before you get me clean," she teased. "Maybe you should skip the props."
Natalie arched a brow, then casually tossed the loofah into the corner to the sound of it hitting tile. Lisa's grin faltered into something hungrier as Natalie replaced it with the warm, steady feeling of her palms against her chest. Natalie's fingers spread, sliding across the slippery skin until her thumb brushed the edge of a nipple, and Lisa's breath caught.
"That feel better?" Natalie asked, breathily.
Lisa nodded, glancing up at her through heavy lashes. "God, yes," she whispered, and the playfulness was giving way to something more primal, surrendering to Natalie's touch.
Natalie's hand began to move with more purpose, not so much cleaning her as she was claiming, tracing, circling until Lisa's body pressed instinctively into her touch.
Natalie reached past Lisa once more, squeezing fresh soap into her palm. She rubbed them together, building up the lather, then slid her arms around Lisa's slick body, pulling her close as she spread the suds across her back.
Lisa's eyes had shut as Natalie's hands moved over her. Suddenly Natalie's hands had gone still, and a second later her voice cut through with authority. "Kiss me."
"Sooo bossy," Lisa chortled, tinged with surprise, but she did as she was told without hesitation. Their mouths met in a warm and insistent joining, and her noises turned to a sigh. Natalie held her tighter, running her soapy hands down the curve of her spine.
Lisa shivered and the kiss deepened as Natalie's touch traveled lower until her palms were cupping the swell of her ass. She deliberately squeezed, moving over Lisa's little round bottom, and pulled her flush against her.
The water streamed down her back and over Natalie's hands, but Lisa only melted further into the kiss, clutching at Natalie's shoulders like she'd been waiting for her. Waiting for Natalie to take charge.
Lisa moaned into the kiss, beginning to move her hips in response and letting the slippery arousal seeping from her opening to slide over Natalie's thigh. She broke from her mouth with a gasp, moving to rest her head on Natalie's shoulder and brush her lips along Natalie's neck as she pressed closer.
Natalie let her hands roam higher, sliding them up Lisa's sides until her fingers found the stiff peak of one of her nipples. She gave it a sharp pinch, making Lisa yelp.
"Is that the one you showed them?" Natalie asked with a feigned air of disapproval in her voice.
Lisa shivered at the question and her eyes fluttered open, while an innocence spread across her face. "Hmm... maybe." Her hips ground harder against Natalie's thigh, eager and almost needy. "But wasn't it worth it to see their faces?"
Natalie continued to firmly tug the nipple between her fingers. "Tell me," she pressed, dropping her voice and moving closer to her ear. "Did you flash them on purpose?"
Lisa started openly grinding harder on her thigh and dropped her tone to a conspiratorial whisper. "Of course I did. They'll be jerking off to that all week."
Natalie's palm unexpectedly left her bottom, but quickly came down in a sharp smack on Lisa's ass. The action caused a cracking sound through the shower as she caught the curve in her hand, then squeezed at the flesh it found. Hard enough to make her squirm.
"You told him I was yours," Natalie said, edged with a possessive quality. She pulled Lisa tighter against her, digging her fingers in to the petite round bottom. "And then you go and flash him what you said was mine?"
A guilty gasp escaped Lisa as her hips continued to move restlessly against Natalie's thigh. "Maybe I wanted to see what they'd do," she teased, biting at her lip, eyes alight. "Or what you'd do."
Natalie gave her another smack on her tush, not letting her pull away. "Who cares what they'd do. Because this-" she tugged Lisa closer, grinding her ass into her palm, "-this doesn't belong to them."
Lisa moaned, an almost whimpering sound coming from her body answering to Natalie's claims before her mouth did. "God, Nat... I'm loving you talking like this."
"If you love it, keep grinding for me," she replied, tilting her head so her lips could graze her ear.
Lisa's sounds came out as soft mewls. It was surrender laced with a thrill, and she pressed harder into her thigh, grinding with deliberate abandon.
For a moment, Natalie felt the strangeness of it. This wasn't her. As much as she teased at surface level, she wasn't the one who gave orders or the one who set the pace. Yet here she was, firmly holding Lisa and making her squirm, and she had done so similarly with Matt just days before. Telling him what she needed. There was a rush in the way he complied and the way Lisa melted against her. It stirred something powerful and unexpected deep inside her. Like stepping into a role she'd never tried on and finding it fit better than she thought it would.
Lisa's voice tauntingly broke into her thoughts. "You know..." she purred, rolling her hips with another lewd grind, "he was so hard when I hugged him goodnight. He couldn't hide it if he tried, not that he made any effort to." She snickered. "I guess I left him with a problem for the rest of the night."
Natalie's fingers squeezed harder into her ass, intentionally digging her nails in to make Lisa gasp. "If you're going to mock me with it, then tell me about it," she murmured, beginning to drop down lower, brushing her mouth along the wet skin as she trailed down. "Don't just hint, tell me what you felt."
Lisa shivered, arching her back as Natalie bent at the hips jutting her ass backward until her lips found a breast. Natalie's tongue flicked, then her teeth grazed the crinkled rubbery button, tugging it into her mouth as she sucked it.
"Oh God..." Lisa huffed out through a moan. "It felt- felt so thick against me. He was so hard I thought he might cum right there if I pushed against it anymore."
Natalie sucked harder, capturing the nub between her lips, then released it with a wet pop before moving to the other. She kissed and nipped as her hands kept Lisa held in place. "Good girl," she murmured, sounding nearly as aroused as Lisa. "Keep going. Tell me more."
"I could feel it flex against my stomach," Lisa said, her voice high and teasing, breaking into a giggle when Natalie's teeth caught her nipple. "I don't know if he did it intentionally or not. Do you think he was thinking about me pulling my top aside for him again?"
Natalie groaned into her breast, the sound vibrating through the sensitive nerves. The words began to dredge up unwelcome thoughts in her head of Aiden. Of that night on the couch with his fist wrapped around the beautifully large cock. For the briefest second, she mentally compared, wondering how much bigger the boy she should never be thinking about probably was than the stranger in the hot tub. The image left her guilty and aroused.
She bit down harder on the distended nipple. Lisa cried out in a mixture of a whimper and a moan, grinding shamelessly against nothing. Seeking out Natalie's thigh, but unable to reach it after Natalie had stepped back to suck on her breasts.
"And you liked knowing he couldn't hide it, didn't you?" Natalie demanded, lifting her head into the splatter of ricocheting water so that it was sliding down her cheek.


Lisa's brow furrowed in response. "More like loved it," she admitted, voice cracking. "I swear, I couldn't help it. If you hadn't made me leave, I probably would've tried to push him further, just to see how far he'd go, out in the open with a woman he didn't know. A woman old enough that she could be his mom."
She yelped when Natalie's palm cracked sharply against her ass, then kneaded the sting until Lisa began to relax again. "Not a chance," she warned, standing upright again and lightly pinning Lisa to the wall. "You don't get to give them anything else."
Lisa sagged into her. There was no fight in her, and her voice broke with surrender. "Hmm," she hummed. "Okay, okay. I'm all yours," she panted, chuckling through it. "But he wanted it so bad. I could feel him, Nat. That young, hard dick was a rock when I hugged him goodnight."
Natalie's hand clenched harder on her ass, and dug her nails in once more. "He doesn't get it," she repeated firmly. Her thigh shifted, grinding it against Lisa's slippery sex. "Not when you're here with me."
Lisa chewed on her lips with pinched eyes and a needy expression. "I understand... I'm yours when I'm here," she agreed as the words came out with her moans. Her head tipped back against the wall, parting her lips, and the water sprayed down on both of them.
"When you crawled out of the hot tub after that bottle-" Natalie pressed, "-on your hands and knees like that." She caught Lisa's ass again in her palm, squeezing until her fingertips pushed slightly into the cleft. "This cute little ass was bouncing around for all of us to see."
Lisa gasped, catching her lip between her teeth. Her eyes fluttered when she pictured how she must've looked. "I bet they were eating it up," she croaked out in a husky voice. "Probably picturing taking me right there, watching me crawl and thinking how easy it would be."
Natalie's jaw tightened, the words sparking both a thrill and a slight pang of jealousy. She spanked her once more, coming down on the exposed side she could reach due to the wall behind her.
"And you like knowing they thought about that, don't you?"
"About them fucking me there on the pool deck?" Lisa asked and quickly nodded. "One of them holding me in place by my hips while the other shoved himself in my mouth. Both of them watching my ass in the air as I give in."
Natalie's hand slid between her cheeks, then pressed lower, as if testing. Lisa stiffened and her body jerked, though her voice carried on. "Yeah... they wanted it. They wanted to split me open, one behind, one in front..."
Natalie felt the tension building in her, even though she said nothing and didn't try to pull away. She eased her hand forward, abandoning the probe. Her palm cupped Lisa's mound instead, covering her fully, and her middle finger easily slipped between the saturated lips when she applied the slightest pressure.
Lisa gasped and her body relaxed again, humping instinctively against Natalie's hand. "Fuck, Nat..." she whimpered. "You know I'm yours, even if they were imagining me."
Natalie leaned in, catching her lips in an urgent kiss. "As long as you know. They can imagine but that's all they get."
Lisa's lips curved against Natalie's, breaking the kiss with a shaky snicker. "You should've seen their faces when you bent over," she teased back, getting the words out while she could. "Both of them were staring at your ass like they'd never seen one like it before. I don't think they could believe one as nice as yours was, right there in front of them."
Natalie tightened her grip on Lisa's mound, sliding fingers through her slit and dragging another gasp from Lisa.
The expression on Lisa's face was wicked and her brow twitched in response to Natalie's fingers. "And when I smacked your ass while you were bent over...? You should've seen their faces then. It was like they couldn't believe I'd actually done that. I bet they were both imagining what it would've been like to get to do that."
Natalie's other hand squeezed and kneaded at Lisa's cheek. The memory replayed in her head, hearing the unexpected sound of the smack echoing in the night. For a moment it tangled with something else: the muffled cracks she'd heard from Aiden's room, and that blonde girl's high-pitched squeal. Her own thighs had squeezed tightly around her hand as she pictured it. Even later, with Matt's hand coming down at her urging, she'd been thinking of Aiden.
"I'll admit, it was exciting when I realized I was pointing straight at them and you smacked my butt." Her lips brushed Lisa's temple.
Lisa hunched into her hand. "So you liked teasing them with your perfect ass?" she probed, but didn't wait for an answer. "God, Nat, you have no idea what all of that did to me." Her hips rolled harder, grinding down in time with Natalie's ministrations. "When his girlfriend came, I couldn't stop thinking about both of them watching me as I crawled for that bottle." Her voice caught on a broken moan.
Natalie readjusted her fingers, spreading Lisa open with her index and ring fingers before using her middle finger to circle her clit. Lisa pressed her head against the tiled wall.
"Tell me," Natalie pushed, nipping at her ear. "Tell me what you wanted."
"You," Lisa gasped. "I wanted you to bend me over right there and make me cum while they watched- Fuck-" Her words dissolved into another cry as Natalie's fingers worked faster, now pushing inside her.
Natalie held her steady, one hand now on her chest, trapping her against the wall as her other hand relentlessly drove into her. Lisa writhed against her, causing her little body to twist and her mouth to fall open as she climbed the wall.
Natalie leaned in to whisper in her ear. "Cum for me. Right here. Nobody else, just me."
Lisa's body began to tense up, and her thighs trembled as Natalie's fingers drove into her. They plunged inside her quickly, then smeared her natural lube over the swollen bud at the top, before plunging back inside and continuing to smack her clit with her palm with every thrust of her two digits.
The first sharp cry came out of Lisa in a strangled groan that was muffled as she bit down on her own hand. It moved into broken whimpers as the waves kept coming.
"Fuck, Nat, your fingers-" she squealed between gasps. "So good. God. So fucking good..."
Natalie curled her fingers inside her, dragging across that tender spot that made Lisa's whole body jolt and her walls fluttered hard around the intrusion. She pressed her mouth to Lisa's neck, biting down just enough to make her whine, then kissed the mark she had left.
Lisa's hips bucked helplessly, grinding into her hand. "Don't stop, please, don't you dare stop-" Her nails dug into Natalie's shoulders, practically clawing at her while the orgasm wracked her in pulsing waves.
Natalie adjusted her hold, firmly palming her clit with continued pressure, letting her grind as her fingers fucked into it. The sensation was wet and hot, clenching and oozing around her hand. It was intoxicating.
Lisa's whimpers began to turn into sounds almost like sobs, her body convulsing as Natalie refused to let up. "Y-you're ruining me. Fuck. You're gonna break my little pussy!"
Natalie pressed her mouth over Lisa's gasping lips, stifling her protests as her palm rubbed harder against the throbbing bud. "Cum for me again," she whispered into Lisa's sagging mouth, tongue tracing over her teeth. "I want to see you have another."
Lisa answered with a strangled moan, her whole body seizing as she concentrated. Moments later, another spasm gripped her. She clung to Natalie as though she'd fall without her, riding out the tremors until she finally collapsed forward, resting her forehead against Natalie's collarbone.
She slumped against her, trembling, exhaling hot bursts of air against Natalie's skin. Her chest rose and fell in quick, shallow gasps as the last shocks rippled through her body, leaving her small frame twitching against Natalie's hold.
Natalie brushed a hand through her wet hair, smoothing it back, admiring the flush that had spread across Lisa's cheeks and chest. For a moment she just held her there, letting her come down.
Placing a finger under her chin, Natalie tilted her face up to look her in the eyes.
"Now," she murmured, "it's my turn."
Lisa couldn't stop the desire that crossed her face. What Natalie had done had left her exhausted but still wanting more. She didn't speak, didn't argue, only let herself be directed while Natalie's hand slid to the back of her neck.
Guiding her down, Natalie stepped back so that it was her turn to brace against the wall, and parted her legs. The floor was slippery beneath Lisa's knees as she dropped to them willingly, keeping her eyes focused on Natalie's.
Natalie held her there a second longer, running her fingers through the soaked strands of her hair and pressed Lisa closer. "Yesss," she hissed, enjoying the anticipation as she drew Lisa's mouth in.
Lisa stayed on her knees, water dripping from her hair and running down the dainty line of her spine. Natalie looked down at her, studying her for a moment and then pressed her thumb against Lisa's chin, urging her jaw to part.
"Open," she said softly, but making it clear that it wasn't a request.
Lisa's lips parted, a shaky breath slipping out before Natalie urged her forward, placing her mouth exactly where Natalie wanted it. The first touch of Lisa's tongue resulted in a sharp, satisfying sigh.
"That's it," Natalie murmured, gathering a fistful of Lisa's wet hair to direct her. "I want you to start out slow. Mmm, yeah. Right there. Ease me into it."
Lisa moaned at the way her friend was taking control and Natalie's hand tightened a little bit more, pulling her closer. She rocked gently against her mouth, steering her to where she wanted and setting the pace.
"Oooh, yes," Natalie moaned as her head fell back and bumped against the tiles. "Keep going."
Lisa obeyed, circling her tongue and sealing her lips tighter around wherever she guided her. Natalie pressed the heel of her hand against the back of Lisa's head, grinding herself on what was essentially her breathing sex toy with a shudder.
Lisa's hands found Natalie's calves and slid higher, gliding along the smooth skin to the insides of Natalie's thighs. Once they reached high enough, one hand curved around the fullness of her ass, squeezing hard. Then the other drifted between her legs, teasing at her opening before slipping inside with a boldness that made Natalie jolt against the tile wall.
"Damnit," Natalie gasped, rocking her hips helplessly as Lisa pushed deeper. She added a second finger, stretching her open a little bit more.
Lisa groaned wickedly against her friend's pussy. "God, Nat... this ass," she spoke between strokes of her tongue and the sucking of her clit. She gave another squeeze, kneading the firm flesh in her palm. "Those boys would've lost their minds if they'd gotten to touch it. If they could see you bent over and me playing with it while you teased them..."
Natalie let out a sharp, broken huff, her hand gripping tighter in Lisa's hair as she held her still and ground down harder on her mouth. "You're... God, why do you keep talking about them?" she panted, but she didn't pull away. She only spread her legs wider, driving Lisa deeper against her.
Lisa moaned her answer, curling her fingers inside as she lapped at and teased Natalie's pussy. "They'd have begged to get to spread you open. To put their hands right here," she said, pushing her knuckles in deep before retreating, "and watch you cum while they both stared."
Natalie's whole body trembled, caught between trying to remain in control and the dangerous thrill Lisa painted with her words.
Lisa's hand had never left its grip on her ass, kneading firmly, but then she repositioned, sliding her arm around to the front so her fingers slipped between Natalie's thighs. She curled the two that were lodged in her pussy even deeper, and with an excruciatingly slow movement, she pressed her thumb into the tight ring of her ass. It quickly eased past the faint resistance until it was seated inside.
Natalie gasped at the intrusion, her whole body shuddering and her hand pulling painfully at Lisa's hair. "Lisa-"
Lisa moaned into her, knowing from her last visit that her friend had been experimenting with her own ass. She used her tongue, lapping at her clit, kissing it before speaking into the puffy flesh. "What do you think those two would do if they could see this?" she teased, thrusting her fingers and thumb in perfect counterpoint. "To see me fingering you like this? Using my mouth and hand, with my thumb buried right here," she said, wiggling her thumb inside her for emphasis. "I think they'd cum in their shorts on the spot."
Natalie's legs nearly gave out, and she braced her palms against the tiles to help hold herself up. She ground down against Lisa's mouth helplessly, caught between surrender and control.
Lisa pressed harder, her hand gripping Natalie's ass to hold her steady, even as her thumb was buried as far as it would go, helping hold her from the inside. "I could see them fighting each other for a turn," she rasped, muffled by Natalie's body. "Begging to have me spread you open while they fucked you. Every filthy," she paused to kiss Natalie's clit, "sexy," dragging her tongue across the bundle of nerves, "delicious inch of you," she finished and sucked hard to capture her between her lips.
Natalie groaned uncontrollably. She yanked Lisa closer by the hair, her voice breaking. "Just shut up already and put that tongue to work." She tightened her grip in Lisa's hair with a shake, getting her attention. "Listen to me." Her voice was ragged but insistent. "Keep your fingers where they are and don't move them. Thumb stays too."
Lisa hummed her understanding against her clit, obeying instantly and slowing her tongue.
"That's it," Natalie whispered, grinding herself down over her mouth, finding her own rhythm against Lisa's lips and tongue. "Now open wider and flatten your tongue. Let me use it."
Lisa did as she was told, parting her mouth into a perfect, wet cradle for Natalie's use.
"That's it, girl," Natalie groaned, rocking harder as the words came out in a tremble. "Keep it open. Ah," she chastised when Lisa started to reposition, "I said don't move. Now this time, stay just like that. That's how I want it- me on your mouth, using your face with your fingers deep inside me."
Lisa moaned, the sound vibrating into her, and her fingers flexing involuntarily inside Natalie.
"Don't- don't you dare move them," Natalie warned, biting off the words as her hips began to move with urgent precision. "Hmm, that nasty little mouth of yours feels so good. I'm gonna use it until I cum all over you."
The excitement built in her. Lisa helplessly surrendered any last threads of her control, and every tremor of Natalie's body was wringing whimpers and muffled cries from her. Natalie used the wall as leverage as much as for support, feeling her trembling thighs strain as she held Lisa's face in place. Every nerve felt like it was on fire around the fingers buried inside her.
"Who knew you listened so well," she gasped, rocking herself down in ragged, relentless humps.
Lisa whimpered, keeping her tongue flat and wide as Natalie's fluids coated it. Her moans vibrated through the delicate folds of her friend's lips, teasing the sensitive skin, and the thumb sank deep in her ass sent a tantalizing thrill through her.
Natalie used her grip on her hair to tilt her head back so she could see Lisa's lips smashed against her, glistening and smeared with a mixture of her juices and the water running down her body. The sight nearly pushed her over the cliff.
"Fuck you look hot like that," Natalie groaned, bucking her hips faster. Her body was hunched so she could see as best she could, her abs taut to hold her in place. "Oh my god, yes-" she began to whimper. "That's it... That feels so good."
The orgasm tore through her with a violent shudder. Her thighs locked, trying to grip around Lisa's shoulders, grinding down in hard, desperate in jerks as wave after wave coursed through her. Her core seized around Lisa's fingers, clenching so hard it felt like she might never let go.
She cried out, trying to keep the noise down so she didn't disturb her neighbors. Her legs quaked as the orgasm rolled through her, jerking forward again and again and smearing herself over Lisa's mouth until every last tremor was wrung out of her.
When the spasms finally eased, she slumped back against the wall, still holding Lisa in place as if she wasn't ready to let her go. Lisa's muffled whine rose into soft, needy moans when Natalie went slack, allowing her tongue to start moving through her quivering lips with no objections.
Natalie held her there, but no longer directed what she was doing, riding out the last flickers that came when Lisa hit the right spot. Every small twitch of her tongue sent another jolt of pleasure spiraling to her core. She didn't loosen her grip on Lisa's hair, savoring the control even though she was no longer exercising it. Savoring the way Lisa had been obedient to what she wanted, keeping her mouth open and giving what was requested.
At last, she let out a ragged, steadying breath and tugged Lisa upward. Their mouths crashed together, and Natalie tasted the remnants of her own orgasm in Lisa's mouth. Lisa whimpered into it, placing her hands at Natalie's sides as she kissed her harder.
Natalie was drunk on the surprise of how much she enjoyed the experience. When she finally let up, Lisa's eyes flicked to hers, wide and shining, and dazed from everything that had happened. Natalie only shook her head before grinning and reaching for the soap again.
Neither of them said much after that. They moved languidly, running their hands over each other with more purpose than play, washing and rinsing as they traded touches. There was no way of knowing exactly when Aiden would be home, and it was possible he already could be.
By the time they stepped out of the shower and wrapped towels around themselves, both of them were flushed, not just from the hot water, but from the charge between them. Lisa followed close as Natalie led the way down the hall, shutting the bedroom door behind them.
They tumbled onto the bed in a tangle of damp limbs and towels, laughing when the comforter bunched under them and one of the pillows went sailing to the floor. Lisa squirmed and flopped onto her back, while Natalie stretched out beside her, fanning her wet hair out over the bedding.
"What the hell was that?" Lisa sighed, dragging her hand down her face. "I was not expecting a shower to turn into... that."
Natalie rolled her head toward her, humming despite the knot of nerves still somewhere in her chest. "Neither was I," she admitted. "Honestly, I didn't even think we'd end up doing anything when you said you were coming to town. I thought-" she gave a small shrug "-I don't know what I thought. Maybe that we'd just hang out. Talk. Probably drink too much wine like we usually do. I mean, you came up worried about Aiden, and wanting to check on him and how he's doing."
Lisa snorted. "Yeah well, hang out, talk, drink... and apparently hang out naked, talk, and drink you, while we have sex in your shower."
That made them both snort and chuckle, but Natalie's feeling of relaxation faltered for just a second at her own mention of Aiden. She'd been so focused on Lisa, on taking control and surprising herself, that she hadn't let herself spend any time on the thoughts of him. But now his name and his face slid right back to the forefront.
She turned her face, masking the change in her demeanor. "Yeah... didn't see this one coming," she said, forcing the levity back into her voice.


Lisa turned onto her side, propping her head on her hand. The towel slipped a little from her chest, but she didn't bother fixing it. Her eyes were almost searching Natalie's face. "I really did come up here for him, Nat. I was so sure something was off. I didn't expect..." She trailed off with a little shrug, gesturing between them.
Natalie gave a small nod. "I know. And that's why I didn't think this would happen. You're his mom. And me..." She broke off, pressing her lips together as though she wasn't quite sure how to put it.
Lisa reached to touch her hand, squeezing lightly. "And you've become his friend. You've been there for him when I couldn't, because I'm not here. And I appreciate that."
Natalie exhaled slowly, staring up at the ceiling. "Yeah, well... sometimes I wonder if I've been there for him too much." The words slipped out accidentally. The memory of his voice, of his hands massaging her, and the various nights that kept replaying in her head all cut through the moment. She wiggled against the blanket, but for all the wrong reasons.
Lisa's hand found hers, and her thumb brushed over her knuckles absentmindedly. "No. I know he's lucky to have you. Whatever's going on with him... I'm glad he has you here when I'm not. He trusts you, and that means everything to me."
Natalie's throat tightened. Trust. The mere mention of the word stung. She cleared her throat, closing her eyes for a second as the guilt racked through her in ways she could never admit. Especially not to Lisa. When she opened them again, Lisa was watching her with a questioning expression.
"Yeah. Lucky," she replied.
"You say that like it's a bad thing." Lisa tilted her head, but her eyes didn't let go of Natalie's.
"It's not. It's just..." Natalie rolled onto her side, mirroring her, though she couldn't quite meet her gaze. "Sometimes I forget he's only twenty. He feels older somehow. More grown up."
"That's Aiden," Lisa chuckled softly, brushing back a damp strand that had fallen around her face. "He's always been an old soul, even as a kid. You should've seen him lecturing me at twelve years old about saving money for retirement. I'm dead serious."
Natalie smiled at the mental image, but the warmth in her chest ramped up as she remembered the way he'd looked at her lately.
"Part of why I came," Lisa admitted, tracing patterns on the comforter between them, "was because I thought he might've pulled back from me. That maybe he wasn't letting me in the way he used to. I'm his mom, so for a moment a part of me was worried he didn't have anyone," she continued and her expression softened. "But he does. He has you. And I don't feel so bad anymore."
"I don't know about that," Natalie said quickly, forcing herself to laugh lightly.
"But I do," Lisa said, squeezing her hand. "I can tell when someone means something to him. He acts different."
Natalie swallowed, feeling the weight of Lisa's words in her chest. She could feel Lisa's sincerity and trust, and yet, behind her eyes, Natalie swore there was something else, a faint glimmer of awareness. A womanly intuition that made it harder to breathe. She hoped she was wrong and that it was just her own insecurities manifesting themselves.
"We'll figure him out," Lisa said after a moment, with certainty. "You and me. Maybe all three of us can spend some more time together while I'm here. I think it'd do him good."
"Sure," Natalie murmured, though her stomach flipped. The thought of the three of them together, Lisa, radiant and warm beside her, and Aiden, the unspoken tension wedged behind everything, left her tangled in desire and dread. "Maybe that's exactly what he needs."
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Day 4 - Tuesday
Stephanie lay sprawled across her bed, with one foot hooked over the edge, and the covers twisted down to her knees. For a while, she just listened to the distant sound of her dad moving around in the kitchen, and her mom's voice drifting down the hall. It was already warm in her room, pushing the heavy lake scent through her open window.
She could see her reflection in the tall mirror across the room. Her bare stomach was exposed between her old, bunched sleep shirt, and the shorts she'd put on before bed. Sitting up, she bundled up her hair with a claw clip, looking at the smudged mascara from the day before. Running a thumb beneath one eye, she wiped it away, then the other, before she checked her phone. There was nothing from Jeff yet, but she caught herself smiling at the lock screen anyway. She'd changed it again to a stupid picture he'd taken of her eating pizza one night, shortly after their "date." Every time she saw it, it made her stomach flip, though she'd never tell him that.
She felt different this morning, energized, like she was waiting for something to happen for some reason. Her mom's laughter drifted in from the kitchen, joined by the clink of dishes and her dad's measured voice. Stephanie stretched, stripping off her shirt and tossed it into the laundry basket, and then tugged on a bikini, thinking she might go for a swim after grabbing a quick snack. Next, she covered it with a thin cropped tank and some old gym shorts.
Stepping out to the bathroom, she went through her routine of splashing cold water on her cheeks, a dab of tinted moisturizer, followed by a quick swipe of eyeliner, and then finally some mascara. Satisfied with the results for being around just her family, she checked her phone again. Still nothing from Jeff, but it was still early, so she figured he hadn't even gotten up yet, if their parents hadn't woken him.
In the kitchen, her mom was in full summer-mom mode with her sunglasses perched on her head, a robe over her own suit, and already fussing with a bowl of fresh fruit at the kitchen island. Her dad sat at the table, spreading cream cheese on a bagel, with a boating guide open beside him.
"Morning, hun," her mom called, glancing up with a soft smile. "Sleep okay?"
Stephanie shrugged, snatching a strawberry from a bowl of fruit on the table. "Yeah. Woke up too early, though."
Her dad nodded. "It's supposed to be a nice day out there. I'm thinking about taking the boat out, if you two want to join."
Stephanie slid onto a stool, looking to the window where the sun was already lighting up the deck. She tried to sound casual. "I could go out for a bit. Is Jeff even up yet?"
Dad shook his head. "Not that I've seen. Probably sleeping in."
Mom rolled her eyes, but she was smiling. "I swear, that boy..." she said, shaking her head. "I bet he'll move if there's food."
Stephanie let the conversation continue on without her, sinking into the ordinary flow of the morning with her mom pestering her dad about sunscreen, and him trying to act like he didn't hear her. From outside, she heard the faint sound of a boat engine somewhere across the water.
When Jeff finally showed, sporting a mess of hair and a wrinkled T-shirt, Stephanie caught his eye, holding it as she looked him over. She dropped her gaze, hiding a smile, and pushed the fruit bowl his way.
"Morning," he muttered, but she could see the hint of color in his cheeks too.
Dad perked up immediately. "Steph's already said she'd go out in the boat this morning. How 'bout you? Or is that too much to hope for from you before noon?"
Stephanie nudged Jeff's knee under the table. "C'mon, we can all do some fishing."
He gave a little shrug, like it didn't matter, but his foot found hers under the table. Their mom was only half-listening to them, more invested in her phone and her friend that was texting updates about the neighbor's dog. It had something to do with a lost collar and an animal rescue. Stephanie let her mind wander, already picturing the cool water, the coves they'd scouted on other trips, and the way the water grew dark and secret under the trees.
She caught herself remembering how Jeff tasted salty when he'd been in the sun, sweating, and shook the thought away, heading to her room to scoop up her sunglasses and flip-flops. Finding her bottle of sunscreen, she threw everything into a tote and headed back out.
"I really ought to head into town to grab a few items I didn't think about yesterday, if we want anything decent for dinner," their mom was saying. "And I promised Annie I'd call her about the fundraiser. Besides, I don't feel like baking in the sun all morning."
Dad gave a skeptical grunt. "You sure? It looks like you already put on her swimsuit, and I figured we'd all get out there for a bit. It's supposed to be perfect weather today. We don't have to be out there to long with how late it already is considering we've missed the best time for fishing already."
Scrolling through her phone, waiting for their parents to decide what they were doing, Stephanie heard the faint rattle of her mom's morning vitamins, and then her short answer. "I'm positive. The sun's already getting brutal to me, and my head's feeling a little off. I could use your help in town, but let the kids go. They'll be fine."
Stephanie's heart picked up, and she walked over to the kitchen to grab a water, just as their dad was grabbing his hat, clearly still torn. He looked at her, then at Carla, and tried one last time.
"I don't know that I'm comfortable with them out there alone, with the boat. We could all go, at least for a little bit-"
Carla cut him off, not catching that he was using the boat as an excuse to not leave them alone together.
"Frank, they're not babies. Besides, if you go, you'll end up complaining that they got up too late and that's why you're not catching anything. Let them have some fun, would you?"
Stephanie pretended to check the cooler, making sure it was loaded with ice packs, water and snacks, but she didn't miss the look their dad shot their mom. She felt a flicker of nervous excitement, knowing just how easily the morning could have gone differently.
Jeff came down from changing and joined her at the counter, tossing in a few sodas. "So what's goin' on now?" he asked calmly, even though he'd heard the full conversation as he got ready up in the loft.
Stephanie shrugged her shoulders, unsure what her dad was going to say. "So ya coming or not Dad?" she asked looking at him once more.
He finally backed off, grumbling, "Just stay in sight of the house, would you? And take it easy out there. I don't want you drifting all the way to the far shore."
Their mom waved her hand, already returning to her phone and the half-finished grocery list. "They'll be fine. Text me if you guys need anything, Steph. And put on sunscreen, please. I mean it."
"Promise," Stephanie called, already heading toward the door with Jeff hauling the cooler behind her.
Out on the dock, the sun was blinding, and the water below was crystal clear. Their mom watched from the back patio, lifting her coffee high to gesture a lazy bye, and Stephanie waved back at her. At the boat, they tossed their bags, rods and towels onto the closest seat, and Jeff heaved the cooler into the narrow stern, feeling just how unsteady his hands were.
Stephanie stepped in next, bracing one foot on the side, and balancing with more grace than she probably felt in the moment. Jeff crouched to free the rope from its cleat, and then glanced up, shielding his eyes. "Alright, captain. Don't crash us into anything this time."
Stephanie let out an indignant laugh. "What the hell? I never beached it! Shut up! You guys all keep saying that."
He grinned, and gave her a look of uncertainty. "Of course you didn't. And that doesn't sound like the ravings of a liar at all."
She stuck out her tongue, but her hands showed just how much she did know what she was doing. With a confident flick, she went through the steps, and started the engine. It coughed, sputtered, then settled into a gentle putter, sending shimmers across the glassy water.
"Just try not to hit anything," Jeff teased once more, but the undertone was obvious he wasn't actually concerned. "I don't want your dad having a reason to say I told you so."
Stephanie steered them off, careful and steady, with one hand on the wheel and the other shading her eyes. "You just worry about untangling your mess of fishing lines," she shot back, with indignation in her voice.
Jeff laughed, dropping into one of the seats, and grabbed the small plastic tackle box from under the middle bench. He set to checking the lines, unwinding them, checking for any knots, and making sure each lure was hooked tight. "I'm pretty sure you're the one who put these away last time. Yours prolly doesn't have any line left, after the bird's nest you'd made of it."
"Yeah, whatever." Stephanie turned them away from the dock, heading into the open water. It was like the further they got, the more her shoulders relaxed, and the wind picked up. The sun shimmered off her lotioned skin, and the air felt full of promise.
Jeff glanced over at her, taking in the way she looked as she guided them along the shoreline. "You got a plan for where we're going?" he asked, twisting a reel to check it.
She just grinned out at the water ass the wind whipped her hair around her shoulders. "Yeah. I know exactly where I want to go."
Stephanie headed the boat along the shore, steering them away from the main channel and toward a cove hidden by a stand of willow and cypress. The hum of the engine and the slap of water against the hull made a steady backdrop for their conversation.
Jeff squinted back at the house, now shrinking in the distance. "You remember Dad said to stay where he can see us, right?"
She just rolled her eyes. "I'll text him when we stop. 'Hey, we're around the bend, not capsized. Still alive.'" She tossed him a sidelong smile, squint through her lashes from the sun in her face. "He'll survive."
Jeff huffed, only half-serious. "You're such a bad influence."
"You want some time alone, or not?" she shot back with a grin, then slowed the boat as they curved around a bend. For a second Stephanie's looked pleased with herself, and then she caught sight of a battered aluminum boat anchored near the far bank. An older man and a teenage boy were both hunched over their lines, and they looked up at the sound of their approach.
Stephanie's shoulders dropped just a little. "Great. There's the whole lake on a weekday and we've got neighbors."
Jeff shrugged, already baiting a hook. "It's not like they're close enough to hear us as long as we keep it down." He cast a look her way, trying to offer a comforting smile. "Unless you were planning to be particularly loud for some reason."
"Pfft, you wish," she scoffed. Throttling down the engine the rest of the way, and let them drift toward the shade. Getting themselves settled, she reached for a pole, casting into the deeper water, then propped her feet on the edge and leaned back. "Let's see if you can actually catch something this time. Or are you just going to feed the fish all day?"
Jeff played along, adopting a wounded expression. "You act like you didn't see that monster bass I pulled up last year."
"Oh, I saw it," she said, looking at him sarcastically. "I just remember it flopping off the line before you ever got to lay a finger on it."
He grinned, flicked his wrist, and sent his own lure flying above the surface. "Whatever. I was gonna let it go anyway, so I say it still counts as far as I'm concerned."
Stephanie rolled her eyes, biting back a smile. "Uh-huh, whatever you say, Kevin VanDam."
"That's my story, and I'm stickin' to it."
They settled in, letting the sun warm them as it rose higher. The two of them passedinsults and inside jokes in hushed voices, so they didn't disturb the other boat. Every so often, Stephanie's hand would brush his thigh, or Jeff's foot would nudge hers. It was nothing overt, but enough to keep the undercurrent of their flirtations alive.
After a while, the other boat's engine came to life and moved toward the open area, leaving the cove to them alone. The hush grew thicker, punctuated only by the soft plunk of their lures and the gentle lap of water on the hull.
Stephanie reeled in her line, glancing at Jeff with that sly, secretive look he was coming to recognize. "You want to try somewhere else? Or maybe we forgo the fishing, and just enjoy the company."
Jeff set his rod down, eyes on her. "Depends. Are you still planning on being a bad influence?"
Stephanie smirked, and let her fingers trail over his knee. "I don't know how I'm the bad influence. You're the one that does dirty things with my panties you stole."
Jeff barked out a laugh, loud enough that it echoed off the water. "Steal them? I didn't steal anything. I just... pocketed them so mom wouldn't see. It was a totally heroic move, if you ask me," he grinned at her. "And then I forgot to give them back. That's called absent-minded, not criminal."
Stephanie narrowed her eyes, but she was smiling, and nudging her toes at his shin. "Seems to me, that if you're still holding them hostage, that makes you a panty thief. Those are the rules."
He rolled his eyes, but he was blushing all the way to his ears. "I think you just want an excuse to accuse me of being a perv."
She shrugged, teasing him, "Maybe I just like knowing you have them. But that doesn't mean you're off the hook. Once a thief, always a thief."
He cocked his head. "So does this alleged crime come with a punishment then?"
Stephanie opened her mouth, ready with a snappy comeback, but Jeff was already standing up, peeling off his T-shirt and tossing it onto the seat. "How about this- catch me if you can," he said, and with a sudden dive, he splashed into the water with barely a warning.
Stephanie yelped as the spray hit her legs, nearly toppling the tackle box. "What are you, twelve?" she called, but there was laughter threaded all through it.
Jeff popped up, shaking water from his hair. "C'mon, Steph. It's perfect!" he declared, then backstroked away from the boat. "Or are you afraid I'll steal your bikini too?"
She scoffed, but her cheeks were pink now, and her hands were fussing with the hem of her tank. "You wish."
"Come on. Nobody can see us, but I'll be good. Promise," he called out.
She hesitated only a second before tugging off her top and shorts, then slid off the boat, so the cool water wrapped around her as she ducked under. She surfaced a couple feet away from him, splashing him in the face. "What if I don't want you to be good?" she questioned.
He sputtered, grinning. "See, bad influence. Not that I'm complaining."
They tread water side by side, as the world shrunk down to sun, water, and the orbit of their bodies around the other. Stephanie swam a little closer, bumping his shoulder with hers, their laughter getting swallowed in the green hush of the cove.
Jeff glanced at her, suddenly feeling a little breathless. "For the record, I'll give them back. Eventually."
Stephanie splashed him again, giving him a disbelieving look. "Yeah well, we'll see," she teased with a wink.
Jeff wiped the water from his face, smiling at her. "And I'll also have you know; I'm the picture of innocence. You could practically call me a role model."
Stephanie snorted and circled closer, barely able to suppress her grin. "Yeah, right. The only thing you've ever modeled is how to get away with murder. Or, you know, how to finger your sister in the back seat of the car while your parents are carrying on a conversation."
Jeff's ears went red, but the smile took over his whole face. "Okay, maybe I got a little carried away, but come on, you've gotta admit, that drive flew by."
She grinned, drifting up to him until her knees bumped his thigh under the water. "Carried away? I don't think that even begins to cover it. So if anything, you're the deviant in this relationship, between that and how you 'accidentally' pocketed my panties and forgot to give them back?"
"Get out of here with your little 'air commas,'" he teased, mocking her gesturing the air quotes when she said accidentally. "You know that was a public service," he protested, moving even closer until it was more than just her knees brushing his thighs. "If I hadn't done it, Mom would've found them when she walked in. I was protecting your reputation."
Stephanie's hand found his shoulder, holding onto him in the water. "So I'm just supposed to accept that you're a selfless panty thief, then. That sounds like a legit thing."
He snorted. "Hey, I'm the good guy here."
"You're the guy who sent me a picture of my panties draped over his erection. I'd say that makes you exactly as innocent as you looked." She tugged him closer by the neck, winding her legs around his waist.
He let his hands slide to her hips, feeling how smooth her skin was. "If being a panty thief means I get to do this..." His fingers traced slow, teasing circles along the bare skin just under her bikini.
Stephanie rolled her eyes, but she was already leaning in close enough that her breath was mingling with his. "You're still a perv."
"Well I'm definitely guilty of that," he whispered, and closed the last couple of inches to press his lips to hers.
She smiled into the kiss, tightening her arms around his shoulders, and trying to fit her body to his as they drifted in the hush of the cove. It seemed like ages since they'd had time alone that didn't feel hurried, and nothing beyond their little shaded cove mattered, and the shivery thrill of being together without a single pair of eyes on them brought a rush coursing through them both.
As the kiss took over, her smile finally faded, and her lips softened. Jeff's hands tightened, gripping her firmly as she kissed him, enjoying not feeling like they had to rush, unlike all the days of worrying about being caught.
As the kiss deepened, he felt his heart knocking at his ribs, letting everything fall away until all that mattered was Stephanie. Her skin was slick from the sunscreen and it felt cool beneath his palms. The feeling of her pressing against him was as close to heaven as he could imagine.
Her legs tightened around his waist, and Jeff began to stroke her with one of his hands, spreading his palm over the backs of her thigh, then back up to her butt. Their bodies bobbed together, giggling for no reason other than being alone together.
"And I'd argue that if I'm a perv," he whispered, nuzzling the edge of her jaw, "it's because you and this amazing fucking body have driven me to be one. And you don't exactly put up much of a fight about it."
She let her head tilt to the side, opening her neck to him. "So, then make the most of it."
Jeff didn't let the invitation go unanswered. Nuzzling into her neck, his hand slid up along her spine, pressing along each vertebra as he went. He found the clasp of her bikini top beneath the water and after fumbling to figure out how it worked, he flicked it open causing the straps to go slack over her shoulders.
Stephanie laughed softly, running her fingers through his damp hair. "Took you long enough."
"It's not like I exactly have a lot of practice at it," he murmured, as his hand circled to the front, cupping her breast. His thumb swept over her nipple, and she eagerly arched into him, as her body went taut, forcing the laughter to fade to soft hums of pleasure.
Gripping at him with her legs, she hunched her hips against him, causing his rapidly inflating erection to twitch against her under the water. Stephanie ground herself against him, as her breathing started to pick up, and tightened her arms around his neck.


"You know, for such a model person, you're getting pretty handsy," she whispered in a playful accusation.
He grinned, finding the sensitive spot beneath her ear. "I'm only making the most of our time, like you told me to."
She pressed herself closer, and the bikini top floating around her neck allowed her bare chest to press against his. Her hips rocked enough to make both of them start to feel dizzy. Jeff kissed her harder, feeling the desperate need rising in his groin. His free hand splayed across her back to pull her in, while the other supported her by digging its fingers into the meat of her butt. Stephanie responded with a low moan, shifting her body so she could press herself down on his erection after feeling it throb beneath his suit.
"God, I wish we never had to stop," she murmured against his mouth.
He nipped gently at her lip. "At least we don't have to right now..."
She laughed a little breathless, and nipped him back. Holding onto his shoulders, she leaned back, making it easier to look into his eyes, seeing the adoration he had for her. The only sound was their bodies drifting together in the water and those of the nature around them. She tried to tune out the sounds of the birds called in the distance, and the faint ripple of water around them.
Feeling Jeff's fingers slipping closer toward her center, Stephanie let her eyes flutter shut. A soft moan escaped her, enjoying the sensation of his touch which was intensified by the weightlessness of the lake.
She dropped her head toward his, feeling her lips brushing his cheek. "Maybe we should take this back to the boat," she whispered, the suggestion threaded with desire there was no hiding.
Jeff's hand stilled, but only just. "Don't you think it'd be kinda cool, though? I mean... I've always wondered about doing it in the water." His tone was half-hopeful, holding her to him.
Stephanie cracked one eye open, feeling her lashes brush against his skin, and fighting a smile. "Sure, in theory. But in practice? You're not the one who'd get a whole lake's worth of water where it definitely shouldn't be."
He laughed, at the unexpected argument. "Okay, fair point. I didn't really think that part through."
She grinned, sliding her legs down from where they'd been wrapped around his waist so she could tread water beside him, her top clinging limply from her shoulders. "That's why I'm the brains of this operation," she teased, nudging him toward the boat. "Come on, let's go before I change my mind."
He didn't argue, only shot her his crooked, adoring smile, and swam beside her back to the boat. Stephanie hoisted herself up first, using the ladder at the stern, with her bikini top half on, half sliding down her arms. Jeff's eyes followed every inch of skin as it rose from the water, dripping trails down the strong curve of her back, until her hips tilted as she swung one knee up onto the hot fiberglass. He grinned at the view, letting her get clear before he hauled himself up behind her.
She wrung the water from her hair, reached for a towel from her bag, then gave up and simply shook it out. She draped the towel over the edge of the rear bench, glancing over her shoulder at Jeff. "See something you like?"
"Maybe," he shot back. He sat on the deck beside her, brushing his knee against hers, then stealing the towel for a second to dry his own face and hair.
Stephanie pulled her bikini top free, then dropped it beside them, forgotten, and sprawled back across the warm vinyl. Jeff just watched her for a moment, caught between awe and disbelief. It felt as though she was so completely herself out here, with no one to impress and nothing to hide.
She caught him looking and rolled her head toward him with a grin. "What?"
He shrugged, feeling a little sheepish but unable to stop himself. "You're just... beautiful. You know that, right? Like, even with raccoon eyes and lake hair."
She snorted, reaching up to nudge push his shoulder. "Shut up. You say that as if I'm a mess."
"Well, your mascara apparently isn't waterproof... but I think this may be my favorite version of you," he professed, scooting closer. He let his hand drift, to the soft, warm skin of her thigh. "I wish we had more days like this."
Stephanie's smile fell some, along with any bravado she may have had. She shifted, turning a little sideways to face him. "Me too. I don't know... It feels like we can just be us, for once. It's like we don't have to worry about anything right now."
He nodded, tracing invisible patterns on her bare skin. "What would you do if we didn't have to hide?"
Stephanie considered his question, glancing up at the tree line. "Probably keep you in bed for a week. Maybe have you cook me breakfast on the rare occasions I let you leave it. I'd definitely make you drive me everywhere so I could stare at your hands wrapped around the wheel."
He laughed, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Sounds exhausting. Especially all that staring."
"It'd be worth it. I like seeing your hand wrapped around things," she joked with a wink, then rolled onto her back, and draped an arm over her forehead. "All jokes aside, I'd just want to know what it feels like to wake up with you next to me, and not have to feel the instant feeling of having to worrying about Mom and Dad seeing how I look at you when I see you in the morning."
They lapsed into a silence at her last statement, listening to the water, and a bird calling from somewhere in the trees of the cove. Jeff's hand found her stomach, spreading out over the warm, flat plane, and brushing his thumb up toward her breast. Stephanie's eyes drifted closed, and parted her lips, content to let him explore her without rushing.
She finally broke the silence. "Tell me something you've never said out loud."
Jeff hesitated, causing his fingers to slow as he weighed his answer. "Sometimes I'm scared that I'll mess this up. That you'll wake up and decide I'm not worth the trouble."
Stephanie opened her eyes, the vulnerability in his voice making her chest ache. She reached up, catching his chin and pulling him down until their foreheads touched. "You're the only thing I'm sure about lately."
He breathed in her smell, the sun, the water, even her sunscreen and shampoo, and kissed her. It was deep and grateful.
"I love you," he whispered, barely a sound.
She smiled, eyes shining, thumb tracing his cheek. "I know."
"And you didn't seem so confident about me just a couple days ago, when you talked about Dad being suspicious."
"No, it's not that, it was just different. It..." she trailed off, not exactly sure what she'd felt then. "It's just scary and complicated, you know?"
Jeff let his hand roam, crossing over the familiar terrain of her body as if for the first time. "Hmmm," was his only response.
Stephanie pulled him closer, with no signs of being in a hurry, just two bodies tangled together on the bench of the boat, savoring the rare freedom of being isolated. Suddenly he moved to kneel between her legs, running his hand over the length of her thigh with his palm, then leaning over to press a gentle kiss to her stomach. She stretched out on the vinyl bench, tugging her hair free from under her back, and baring her chest to the sky. After several seconds of kissing his way to her belly button, he trailed his mouth upward, pausing at the soft curve of her breast.
She pushed into his touch, combing a hand in his hair, while the other rested over her own heart, as if anchoring herself in the moment. "God, I don't know how you do that," she murmured, sounding hushed and real.
"Do what?" he asked, brushing his lips at the edge of her nipple.
"Make me forget everything else." Her hand slipped down to cup his cheek, tugging him up until their faces hovered close together, and holding his eyes with her own. "You make it so easy to just... be myself around you."
He kissed her as her legs drew up around either side of his hips. He pressed against her, emphasizing his arousal once more, but made no real move to rush anything. His whole focus was on her skin, her scent, and the catch in her breath as he touched her.
Jeff slid his hand down, finding the waistband of her bikini bottoms and tugging them gently down her hips. Stephanie lifted for him, letting the damp fabric slide away, then hooked her ankle behind his thigh to pull him closer once more. Her eyes never left his.
He started to lower himself down her body as if to use his moth on her again, an instinct to worship her, and draw it out. Then she caught his face in her hands before he could reach her. She shook her head, brushing his cheek with her thumb. "Not today," she whispered. "Today I just want to feel you. I want you inside me while we can," she finished breathlessly.
For a moment he hesitated, the question clear in his face, but then she swallowed.
"I love you, too, you know," she added.
The words made his heart skip a beat, urging him to climb up her body. He kissed her again, and she welcomed it, winding her arms tightly around his neck to pull him down until their bodies aligned. He worked his swim trunks down just far enough to serve their needs, and she guided him in with one slow, sure movement, her thighs parting to cradle his hips.
They moved together relishing the sensations, feeling their bodies catch and slide against the other. The skin was damp with the lake water giving way to sweat from the heat of the sun. Stephanie's head fell back, biting her lip as he filled her. The push of his hips inside her caused a subtle rocking of the boat on the water.
She clung to him, dragging her nails gently over his back, and he watched every flicker of pleasure as it crossed her face. The trust, the release, and the way her whole body opened up for him. Their words were lost to the quietness of their surroundings, replaced by the soft, urgent sounds of their skin coming together and the lapping water. All if it punctuated by the occasional slip of moans between kisses.
He dragged out each motion, savoring the way Stephanie looked in the dappled sunlight when it filtered through a tree, with her flushed cheeks, and her eyes half-closed as she met him thrust for thrust. Jeff leaned down, pressing his forehead to hers.
"Steph," he breathed, shaky with emotions for her. "I need you to know you're everything to me."
She cupped his cheeks. "And you are to me. All of you. Even when you're a complete dork." Her words were barely a whisper, as if afraid to let them carry beyond the boat.
He grinned, and brushed a kiss across her lips. "Wouldn't be me if I wasn't."
She smiled, then gasped as he rocked deeper inside her making her gasp. "Don't stop," she pleaded softly. "Please, just- don't."
He murmured something he'd never have said anywhere else, a raw, honest promise that made her tremble in his arms. The world was just the two of them and the secret they were carrying.
And then, as if on cue, the sound of a distant engine invaded the cove, growing louder with each second. Looking up, Jeff saw a new boat's hull rounding the trees, coming close enough he could hear voices as they talked over the noise of their motor.
He froze, lifting his head, while his heart pounded. Stephanie's eyes went wide, panic and laughter warring in her face as she reached for the towel, draping it over her chest.
"Shit," he breathed, still seated deep inside her.
She squeezed his hand, unable to hide the frustration breaking through the surprise in her voice. "Guess the universe thinks we've had enough privacy for one day."
They both began to move as the approaching boat grew louder, and Stephanie let out a muffled groan as she had a quick tantrum, kicking her heels and banging her fists against the vinyl bench, before scrambling for her scattered bikini. "God- seriously?" she hissed, fumbling with tangled straps and bumping her shin on the cooler. She slid off the bench in a flurry of limbs, ducking low behind the side rail to wriggle her top back on, cursing under her breath while Jeff yanked his shorts up.
He tried to help her with the hook, but she waved him off, whispering, "Just keep your head up and look normal!" There was a hollow thunk as she banged her elbow on the side of the console, and Jeff had to stifle a laugh that nearly turned to panic.
By the time the other boat coasted alongside, Stephanie had managed to tug her top into place and clamber back onto her seat, knowing her cheeks were flushed as she held her bottoms in her hand hoping they didn't get close enough to see that low. Jeff leaned over the rail, forcing a casual smile as an older couple in fishing hats he associated with memes called out across the short stretch of water.
"Morning! You two having any luck out here?"
Stephanie was first to recover, keeping her voice breezy and bright. "We just got here, actually! Still setting up." She pointed to her fishing pole as evidence.
The man nodded. "It's usually a good spot. One of our favorites. You might pull a bass out of the shadows, if the sun doesn't scare them off. Well, we'll keep out of your hair."
His wife smiled kindly. "If you catch anything, let us know. I might need your secret!"
Jeff managed a laugh. "Will do," he promised, working on untangling a line as if that had been his only concern all along.
The other boat moved further away, leaving a gentle wake and a rush of adrenaline in its place. Stephanie sat back, letting out a long breath, then glanced sidelong at Jeff. "Think they bought it?" she asked finally starting to slip on her bottoms.
He shrugged. "You were very convincing for someone who was damn near naked."
She rolled her eyes, but her laughter was genuine this time. "Well, I guess that funs over, so we should at least try to fish. Maybe we can get a picture with something to show dad we were actually fishing."
For the next half hour, they cast lines and traded stories, never quite settling down, and every so often bumping knees or catching each other's eye with a secretive smile. The rush of what they'd been interrupted in the middle of - what they'd nearly been caught doing, lingered between them, increasing their ongoing frustration.
When the shadows began to slide across the water and they had actually managed to catch a few small fish, Stephanie reeled in her line and stretched her arms overhead, her skin glowing as sweat beaded from the heat of the sun.
"Ready to head back?" she asked, after a while.
Jeff nodded, stowing their things, and started the engine. As they pulled away from the cove, they passed the older couple one last time, exchanging friendly waves and polite smiles.
The ride back was quiet, taking the last few minutes to sneak a couple of quick pecks and light touches before the cabin came into view, and the hiding began again. Jeff throttled down as they reached the dock, steering them in with more confidence than he'd had with his dad over his shoulder. Stephanie hopped out first, balancing on bare feet before grabbing the cooler and slinging her towel over a shoulder.
Dad was already on the dock with his arms crossed. He gave a small, short wave as they tied off the boat.
"Took you long enough," he called, trying to keep his voice light, but Stephanie could hear the irritation in it. "Where'd you two disappear to? I couldn't see you from the deck."
She gave him a noncommittal shrug, hoisting the cooler onto the dock. "We tried that little cove just past the bend. It looked like it had some good shady spots for the fish. Turns out, half the lake had the same idea. There was this older couple there too, said it was their favorite spot." She let herself ramble, tossing in extra details, knowing exactly what their dad was fishing for. "They were sweet, actually. Gave us tips on where to cast. I think we ended up trading fishing stories more than actually fishing."
Jeff nodded, hauling out their tangled rods for good measure. "We didn't catch anything big, but we got some pictures with a few decent ones," he added, glancing at Stephanie and following her lead. He admired how easily she could handle these situations, having never been aware of her ease with it before.
Their dad only relaxed slightly, his attention shifting between them, looking for cracks that weren't there. "I'm glad you stayed close, but next time, stick to where I can see, huh?"
Stephanie let out an exaggerated sigh, rolling her eyes in mock exasperation. "Yes, Dad. I'll even text a play-by-play next time we catch a bluegill."
Their dad snorted, finally smiling. "Look, I just want you to be safe. Now go on. You mom's got lunch inside, and she's been worried about you two using enough sunscreen."
Stephanie made a show of patting her shoulders, although her cheeks were flushed for reasons their dad would never be okay with. "All good," she lied easily. "Promise."
Jeff fell in beside her, shooting a subtle, grateful look as they made their way toward the house. Just two kids back from the lake, trying to hide every secret in plain sight.
Inside, the cooler air was a relief after the hot sun. Their mom was at the counter arranging a stack of sandwiches and slicing ripe tomatoes, with a pitcher of lemonade sweating on the table. She looked up as Jeff and Stephanie came in, her eyes scanning Stephanie's flushed face and bare legs with that particular mom-mix of fondness and low-key concern.
"Well, there you are," she teased. "I was about to send out a search party. Did you two have fun?"
Stephanie grinned, dropping her towel over a chair and helping herself to a glass of lemonade. "We caught a few little guys- nothing worth bragging about. Jeff kept losing bait to the fish."
"Hey! Not true," Jeff objected, sliding into what had become his usual seat. "She's just mad I caught more than her. You know how she is. A sore loser."
Their dad settled in at the table as well, still watching them both, but the tension in his posture had begun to relax. "You'll have to tell me where you went exactly. I might go out at dawn to get some fishing in, tomorrow." he said.
Stephanie gave an emphatic head nod. "Yeah, it's easy enough. It's one of the spots we hit last year."
Their mom slid a plate of sandwiches toward them. "I made plenty of sandwiches. It should hopefully hold everyone over until dinner."
Stephanie nudged Jeff under the table, barely suppressing a smile. "He's the one you gotta worry about eating enough. Seems like he's always looking for something to eat these days," she said, loading up her plate.
Their dad grunted, nodding his head in agreement, but the tension in the room was gone, replaced by the comfort of a summer afternoon. Thankfully he missed the double entendre that only Jeff caught and chocked on for a second.
Lunch ran its usual course with their mom filling them in on the latest gossip, this time telling the full story about the neighbor's lost dog finally being found and now back home. Their dad debated if it was better to grill corn on the cob in the husk, or seasoned and wrapped in foil. After Stephanie lectured him on the risks of cooking it in foil because it's not healthy, she and Jeff were trading glances and stifled laughter across the table. They were just another family gathered around a kitchen table, with the lake glimmering through the windows.
The rest of the day was no different. Stephanie helped her mom prep for dinner, slicing tomatoes and shucking the corn while their dad and Jeff took charge of the grill, still debating the merits of foil versus husk. Afterward, they all gathered on the deck as the sky faded from gold to a soft lavender, playing several rounds of board games as dusk settled over the water.
No one seemed in any hurry for the day to end, but eventually, one by one, they slipped off to bed. Their dad went first, then their mom followed after a final wipe down of the kitchen. Stephanie assisted with rinsing glasses and humming under her breath at the same time, while Jeff scurried upstairs, trying to avoid any chores of his own.


The air up in the loft was still warm as he sat on the edge of his mattress. From his vantage point, he could see down into the living room area, but he was focused on trying to look out the tall windows. He couldn't see much through the reflection of the dim light inside the cabin on the glass, but that's when he spotted his suitcase, out of the corner of his eye. Remembering Stephanie's panties from the previous day, he looked over, thinking maybe now was the time to slip them back to her, while everyone was in bed.
He opened the top and froze. He was certain he'd had them wrapped up and well hidden inside one of his shirts, but now he could see them sticking out along the edge of the suitcase from under a pair of shorts, instead. He scanned the loft, catching the telltale signs his mom had been up there. The bed had been made, his shoes had been lined up, and a bunch of his random items had been stacked up neatly on the bench along the wall. She'd cleaned. And if she'd found the panties, then she'd tried to sneak them back in with the rest of his stuff. What did she think? Had she mentioned it to Dad?
Jeff's pulse hammered in his ears as he jammed the small bit of fabric into his pocket, feeling the sudden tension course through his body. He tiptoed down the stairs, pausing at every creak, half-expecting his parents to appear out of the shadows, ready to pounce on him. When he reached Stephanie's door, he rapped softly, just two quick taps, barely louder than a whisper.
A moment later, Stephanie cracked the door, looking like she was half ready for bed. "Jeff- are you serious right now?" she whispered, glancing down the hall. "Go to bed before my mom-"
He shook his head, looking urgent. "Steph, wait, just- just let me in. Please."
She hesitated, weighing the risk, then opened the door just wide enough for him to slip inside. The room was lit by her bedside lamp, and when he turned to her, she saw the concern on his face.
He held out the panties, and his voice was fraught with tension when he spoke. "I went to my suitcase where I'd put these so I could bring them back to you, but I don't think they were where I left them. They were, like... sticking out, and... everything was moved around. Mom was definitely up there. I think she'd been cleaning up, or something."
Stephanie took the panties from him, her own mouth twisting as she processed what he was saying. "Are you sure you didn't just toss them in and forget?"
Jeff shook his head, running a hand through his hair. "No, I swear. I wrapped them up in a shirt. I definitely remember. But now they were almost out in the open. And the whole loft had been rearranged, or straightened up, or whatever. I don't know if she'd actually been looking for anything, or just cleaning, but..."
Stephanie perched on the edge of her bed, examining her underwear like a detective on a case. "Okay, but even if she saw them, it's not like she's going to automatically assume the worst. It's possible you could've just accidentally grabbed them, like when you picked up some laundry or something. Maybe they belong to some girl you haven't told her about. She'd never-"
He dropped onto the carpet, pressing his palms to his knees. "Yeah, I don't know... I feel like any of that's kinda stretching it."
Stephanie sighed, reaching down to ruffle his hair, and trying to keep from freaking out with him. "You're spiraling. Look, Mom has seen my underwear in weird places a hundred times. Even if she did see them and know they're mine, she probably wouldn't think anything of it. If she thought it was weird, she would've said something, right? Or at least looked at me funny at dinner. She didn't."
Jeff looked up at her, still unconvinced. "Are you sure?"
She shrugged, trying her best to look reassuring. "No. But what else are we going to do? Freak out and act guilty? That's way more suspicious. Just... breathe, okay? If she says anything, we play dumb."
He let out a shaky breath, leaning against her bed. "I hate this."
Stephanie slid off the bed, sitting down cross-legged next to him. She nudged his knee with hers. "Yeah, me too," she said, gently. "I liked it better when I was the one freaking out and you were trying to calm me down."
He tried to smile, feeling the panic ebbing under her comforting look. "Next time, you're hiding your own panties when she comes along."
She grinned, leaning in to kiss his cheek. "Deal. Now get back upstairs before we make too much noise and actually give her a reason to come looking."
He sat there a moment longer, letting her calm demeanor settle over him, before getting up and tiptoeing back toward the loft. Jeff crept quietly up the stairs, feeling marginally better than he had before and the loft seemed a little less suffocating with worry. He slipped back into bed, exhaling, then he sank into the mattress.
As he pulled the blanket up, the dim glow of his phone caught his eye on the nightstand. The screen faded just as he reached for it, so he tapped it back to life. One new notification - a text from Stephanie.
He swiped it open. The image loaded instantly showing Stephanie, twisted to one side in front of her mirror. She had one leg straight, while the other was bent just enough to accentuate the curve of her naked, toned butt and defined legs. The picture started from just below her breasts down, and she was clearly deliberate in the angle she'd taken the picture. Beneath the photo was a message.
Stephanie: Everything will be fine. Sweet dreams, you dirty little panty thief.
Jeff couldn't help reading the new nickname that seemed to be sticking, another time, and followed it up by going back to her picture showcasing the lack of panties. A grin spread across his face, washing away the last of his nerves. He typed a quick reply, making every effort to keep his fingers from fumbling on the glass.
Jeff: Sexiest woman in the world. Good night, beautiful.
He set his phone aside, pushing back into the pillows, and fighting the urge to take care of himself while staring at her photo.
Day 5 - Wednesday
Their mom set a stack of plates on the table, along with her steaming coffee mug. Jeff and Stephanie were already going at it, teasing each other, even though they'd both come out to the kitchen only minutes earlier. There was bacon cooling on a paper towel, while their mom finished fussing over what was left on the stove.
Dad was out on the water, having left with the sunrise, just as he'd intended, not wanting to miss another morning of fishing because he was waiting for Jeff and Stephanie. It was only the three of them at the table. Their mom sat down nursing her coffee with both hands; Jeff, slouched with a plate of eggs, bacon, and a couple pancakes; Stephanie, whose hair was still damp from her shower, simply picking at a piece of toast.
Jeff flicked a crumb at Stephanie. She shot him a glare, then flicked one back, sending hers sailing to land right in his hair.
"God, your so childish," he muttered, but he was smiling. His blue eyes were bright and looking at her. "You know I can retaliate, right?"
"What are you talking about?" she teased, grinning from behind her toast like it was a shield. "You started it, so that was my retaliation."
Mom set her cup down, trying for gentle authority. "Can you two please act like the adults you are for just once? I'd like to have a nice breakfast, even if your dad's not here."
Stephanie flashed her a quick, guilty smile. "Sorry, Mom. Love you."
Jeff shrugged, but his foot nudged Stephanie's under the table, trying to draw attention to their mom's tone. He couldn't help feeling like her slightly snappy tone was a direct result of what she'd found in his suitcase.
Mom studied both of them for a second longer than normal. "You two are extra chipper this morning," she observed, not quite sounding like her normal self.
Stephanie just shrugged, pulling her legs up underneath her. "We're on vacation. Isn't the whole point of it to have a good time, and let go of everything back home?"
The conversation drifted to plans for the day, with Jeff trying to convince their mom that he was, in fact, the superior paddleboarder over Stephanie, and Stephanie rolling her eyes so hard even their mom nearly had to laugh.
"Oh please," Stephanie said, taking another bite of her toast. "You can barely stand up without tipping over. Last time you tried, you ended up face-first in the water. Whereas, I am a collegiate athlete that's competed all over the place, thanks to my superior balance."
Jeff made a face at her. "No, no, no. That was because of the wind and you know it! And gymnastics, is not paddleboarding. Waves don't come and rock your uneven bars, or balance beam."
Their mom smiled into her mug, shaking her head. "I don't care who's the champion as long as you two don't end up trying to drown the other in your fight for domination."
Jeff grinned. "No promises."
Stephanie winked at her mom. "It's no competition, because his video games may help his hand-eye coordination like he claims, but they do nothing for his balance."
Their mom cleared her throat, giving them both a pointed look. "Alright, alright, alright. That's enough. Go get your energy out before your dad gets back and insists on showing you how it's done. That man will throw his back out, trying to prove a point."
Stephanie slid off her chair with a lazy stretch, dropping her plate in the sink. "You coming, or what?" she called back to Jeff, who was still cramming the last bite of a pancake into his mouth.
"Yeah, but at least let me finish my breakfast, jeez." He rinsed his plate, then followed her out the back door.
Stephanie tossed a towel over her shoulder and nudged Jeff with her hip as they made their way toward the rack of paddleboards that were inside the boathouse.
"Do you want the blue one or the green one?" she asked, already crouching to adjust the fin on the green.
Jeff eyed the options, pretending to consider the choice that clearly didn't exist. "Well, I guess I'll take blue. Besides, it matches my aura."
Stephanie let out a short laugh, looking over at him. "Your aura is definitely more 'chaotic' than 'calm blue,' but sure, tell yourself what you need to."
They carried the boards out together, the fiberglass wrapped foam thumping against their thighs. Jeff set his down and glanced back at the house, watching as their mom appeared at the window, coffee in hand, looking out at them.
Stephanie knelt on her board, pushing off from the dock smoothly. "Well come on. I thought you were gonna show me how it's done"
"Yeah, yeah. Whatever," Jeff called, but his smile was genuine as he followed her, feeling the cool water against his ankles as he steadied himself and climbed aboard. He wobbled, just a little, and Stephanie grinned but said nothing.
They paddled out together, falling into a synchronized rhythm. The lake was practically free of waves. What was there, were barely more prominent than what their boards were making. Every so often, Stephanie would dip her hand in, flicking droplets at Jeff, or Jeff would drift close enough to bump her board, just to see her wobble.
For a while, they just made small talk. The sun climbed higher, and the clouds their dad had been worried about earlier in the week, threatened to break the weather, as they started to look like they may be moving in. And every so often, one of them would just pause to take in the view of the trees leaning over the water, or the white flash of a heron gliding low over the water.
Eventually, Jeff broke the silence. "I get why Mom and Dad love it out here."
Stephanie nodded, looking out over the far shore. "Me too. Sometimes I wish we could just stay up here. Everything just seems so much more simple."
He let his paddle drift in the water, drifting close enough that their boards touched. "Maybe one day, after I get my degree, I can get a job working remotely."
She smiled, her cheeks a little pink from days in the sun, and what she assumed he was implying. "Yeah, but that's a long way off. And right now, it's pretty close to perfect."
They drifted for a while longer. The sky above had taken on a deeper blue, but off toward the western horizon, the smudge of gray clouds stacked up, looking increasingly ominous and uncertain. Stephanie couldn't help looking their way once or twice, but she didn't mention it, not wanting to break the tranquility of the moment.
Jeff on the other hand, stretched out on his board, resting his arms behind his head and kicking gently at the water. "If you could do anything, like, no rules, no school, no parents, what would you do?" His voice sounded inquisitive, but his eyes were serious.
Dropping down, Stephanie lay back too, letting the sunlight warm her stomach. "I don't know. I think I'd want to try everything. Travel without having to worry about jetlag or food messing up my meet. Maybe even live somewhere new every year. But I think I'd always want to come back here in the summer. This place feels... safe. Like nothing bad can really happen. It's where we've come for how many years, as a family?"
He nodded, turning his head to look at her. "Yeah. You ever think about going somewhere out of state for grad school?"
She shrugged, squinting at the sky. "I never did until recently, assuming I even do grad school," she said throwing him a look. "But then I remember all the crap I'd have to do just to make it work. Scholarships, jobs, figuring out how to pay rent. I don't know if I want to have to start over somewhere new right now."
Jeff fell quiet, and they just lay there, occasionally swiping at the water to stay close to the other. He reached out, letting his fingers trail through the lake, then flicked a little water in her direction from just his fingertips.
Stephanie grinned and kicked a foot, sending a much larger spray his way. "Careful. You know this is how wars get started between us."
He laughed, sitting up again, pulling his knees up to his chest. "Guess I'm living dangerously today."
They paddled in lazy circles, using only enough effort to keep the breeze from deciding their course. The sun slipped behind a cloud for a moment, and it was enough to let the air cool the drops of water on Stephanie and raise goosebumps on her arms.
She glanced back at the house, then over at Jeff. "Maybe we should head in before mom decides to yell at us from the porch."
He smiled, but didn't move to leave yet. "One more minute?"
She nodded, closing her eyes for a breath, letting the peace of the lake soak in. "One more minute."
It wasn't much longer after they'd gotten out, that their dad's boat approached from the far side of the cove. He threw up an arm to wave at them as he approached, and he had the satisfied look of a man who'd gotten what he came for.
"Hey, kids," he called, coasting the boat in with practiced ease. "You see that front building out there?"
Stephanie held out her hands for the rope to help, her hair falling in damp strands around her face. "Yeah, we noticed. It's been creeping along in the distance for the last hour or so."
Their dad tossed her the line and Jeff stepped in to help, wrapping it twice around the cleat and tugging it tight. "You think it'll come this way?" Jeff asked, squinting at the sky.
Dad shook his head, pursing his lips. "I checked the radar- looks like it's tracking north. We'll probably just get some wind. Still, I'll keep an eye out. Weather can change quick around here, especially in the afternoon."
Stephanie nodded, glancing at the shifting sky. "So? Did you get anything good out there?"
Their dad set his rod down and stood proudly with a satisfied look on his face. "The morning was good to me. I caught plenty, but I let 'em all go. It's not like we were gonna be eating them for dinner."
Jeff raised an eyebrow. "That's the oldest fisherman's story in the book, you know."
Stephanie laughed. "Seriously. That's like saying you caught the biggest fish in the lake, but wanted to let someone else have a go at it too."
Their dad grinned, reaching for his phone. "Yeah, except I figured neither of you would believe me, so I took a picture of every single one before letting them go. I'm not saying they were huge, just that I caught a bunch."
Jeff picked up some of his dad's gear, shaking his head as he started up the dock. "Sure, you did, Dad."
Stephanie shot Jeff a mock-glare. "Ignore him, he's just mad because I caught more than him yesterday, too."
Jeff just grinned. "Don't believe her Dad, that's an outright lie!"
Taking one look back at the clouds, their dad fell in step behind them as they headed up the dock toward the house. The late morning sun was feeling warm, and a cool drink sounded good. Reaching the house, their mom had the porch door propped open making it easier to drag in the cooler.
"So what's on the agenda for the rest of the day?" their dad asked, setting his rod against the porch railing. "I can't believe it's already Wednesday and we're already halfway through my vacation time."
Jeff shrugged, dropping the gear by the door. "I wouldn't mind another swim, maybe see if there's anything in town for us younger vacationers to do."
Stephanie nudged him with her elbow. "You're just trying to get out of helping mom with food."
Jeff smirked. "Guilty. But I'll happily supervise if someone needs direction."
Their dad grabbed one of Jeff's shoulders. "I'm with Jeff on this one. After all that fishing, I've earned my spot on the couch with a cold beer."
Stephanie grinned, wiping the grass off her feet before she stepped inside. "I vote for the boat later. Or at least a swim, assuming the weather doesn't get bad."
Jeff nodded, enjoying how much time this vacation allowed him to see her in just a bathing suit of one type or another. Their dad chuckled and followed them into the kitchen. He thought about his coworker that used to have a cabin up here, and wished their trip could stretch on forever. As soon as they stepped inside, their mom looked up from the kitchen, holding a wooden spoon.
"Perfect timing," she said. "Stephanie, can you give me a hand with this dough? I swear it's fighting me today."
Stephanie's head fell back and she let out a groan at getting immediately sucked into a chore when they entered the house. Jeff grinned, flopping down onto the couch closest to their dad, who had already claimed the chair and propped his feet on the coffee table. Stephanie stuck her tongue out at him before disappearing into the kitchen with her mom.
He let out a contented sigh and looked over at his dad. "So how does going swimming or into town sound to you? Did you have something else in mind?"
Frank shrugged. "Honestly, now that I'm sitting, just relaxing for a bit sounds good to me. It's also going to depend on that weather though."
Jeff nodded, glancing out the big window as a few clouds drifted across the sun. "I guess, but hopefully you're right though, and it doesn't come this way."
From the kitchen, their mom called out, "If it does storm, I'm a little burnt out on the board games, so can we try to come up with something else?"
Jeff called back, "There's always cards. I bet I could clean house against the lot of you in poker."
She answered with a snort. "Keep dreaming, kiddo."
Having had some time to relax and recover, Frank decided the weather app was right, and the storm wasn't going to roll in. By early afternoon, they headed into town, leaving the clouds in the sky behind them, in the opposite direction. Debating what to do the majority of the way in, putt-putt golf was the eventual winner, when their mom was the one to capitulate.
The minigolf place wasn't fancy, just a little patch of bright green turf tucked between an ice cream stand and a go-kart track, a little bit off the main drag. But it didn't exactly feel like the kind of thing you did on vacation. The air smelled like gasoline from the go-karts, but nobody really seemed to mind, and the sound of laughter and cheap pop music made everything tolerable.


Carla insisted on keeping score, swearing up and down she was impartial. Frank's competitive streak came out fast. He eyed each windmill and loop-the-loop like it was a personal challenge, designed just to thwart him. Stephanie took every other one of her shots left-handed for fun, grinning each time she managed to do better than Jeff on a hole. Meanwhile, Jeff tried to act unimpressed, but he got loud when he nailed a hole-in-one, especially when it meant beating Stephanie in total score by a single stroke.
Their dad declared himself the reigning champ regardless of the score after sinking a nearly impossible bank shot, but their mom crowed just as loud when she managed not to come in last over Dad. They made their way over to the go-karts next, throwing on their seatbelts and competitive banter in full swing. On the second lap, Stephanie took a turn a little too fast and cut in front of Jeff. It forced him to swerve so hard, his front bumper managed to wedge itself under the guard rail. Their mom let out a dramatic groan from behind the wheel before yelling. "Did you see that, Frank? This is exactly why we never should've let her get her license!"
Stephanie just flashed a grin over her shoulder with her hair flying behind her, clearly unrepentant as she gunned it down the straightaway. "If you're not first, you're last!" she quoted. Jeff and his dad tried to catch up, but she crossed the finish line first a few laps later, throwing both hands up in victory.
Afterward, feeling exhausted and happy, they stopped for sodas on the way back to the car. Their mom checked her watch, brushing her hair back from being caught in the sweat on her forehead. "Alright, I need to get back so I can start dinner. And before anyone complains, yes, I'm making a casserole." She gave Jeff and Stephanie a knowing look. "I know, it's not your favorite, but I need to use up some stuff that's not enough for another meal."
Jeff groaned, exchanging glances with Stephanie. "Is it too late to claim we're still full from lunch?"
Their mom's lips tightened, and she shook her head no.
"Ooor-" Stephanie started, "and just hear me out here- you could let us get a pizza for dinner, and you can eat casserole."
"Fine, you two can pick up a pizza on the way back. But you're eating it at home- not in the car," she agreed, after seeing Frank wasn't going to help her in this fight. "I don't know what's so wrong with casserole, anyway."
Stephanie perked up, bumping her shoulder against Jeff's. "Since I asked, I get to pick the toppings."
Jeff rolled his eyes and shook his head. "As long as you don't go full pineapple again, we're good."
They piled back into the car as they argued about pizza toppings and who had actually won at minigolf. Stephanie eventually won out, getting full pineapple and ham. But when it came to Jeff, he'd pretty much always let her win out on most things if she pressed hard enough.
Arriving back at the cabin, Stephanie hopped out first, grabbing the pizza and skipping to the front door, while keeping the box steady. The air was heavier now, thick with the scent of rain coming closer and the clouds appearing to be heading their way.
Their mom met them at the porch with a smile, unlocking the door and holding the screen open as Stephanie marched through. "You two and pizza, I swear," she half complained, eyeing the box. "I don't know how you can even eat that with your diet, Stephanie. And can't you let him pick the toppings, just once?"
Jeff lifted the sodas, feigning indignation. "She's a tyrant, Mom. You never should've adopted her in the first place," he joked at Stephanie's expense.
She just grinned, sliding the pizza onto the kitchen counter and flipping the lid. "You're gonna thank me later, by the way. And it looks perfect."
Their dad glanced over at the open box, and furrowed his brow. "I'm with you Son. If there's pineapple, I'm out."
His mom handed him a couple of plates to pass along. "Oh, hush. You'll eat whatever's in front of you, and you know it. Besides, you're the one who puts ketchup on eggs, so your taste is suspect as well."
"You know you've made me eat pineapple on pizza before, so I don't know why I'd suddenly start thanking you for it," Jeff finally said to Stephanie, now that everyone had their say about it.
Stephanie shrugged her shoulders and looked at him with a raised eyebrow and a smirk. Jeff just shook his head and dropped into a dining chair, making sure his elbow found hers on the table. While they started eating, their dad went to check on the boat, hearing the thunder in the distance, and their mom set herself to making the casserole for her and Frank for dinner.
Everyone had finished dinner by the time the storm finally rolled in with the evening winds, just as their dad had originally predicted before listening to the weather app. Thunder crackled overhead and rain hammered the windows in sheets of fat drops. By the time the table was cleared, the world outside was a wash of gray, with streaks of lightning illuminating the lake for an instant, then fading to a low, not-so-distant rumble. Their mom brought out a battered deck of cards, and soon enough, they were all circled around the table, working through rounds of rummy and spades.
Frank poured himself a whiskey, while Carla and Stephanie sipped glasses of wine. Jeff, stacking the deck, glanced at his dad with mock-innocence. "I don't see how it should even be legal for me to just sit here and watch you all get drunk. Are you ever gonna let me try just one?"
Dad grunted, but there was a half-smile at the edge of his mouth, the whiskey diminishing his better judgement for once. "Alright, just one. But don't think this means you're allowed to have some from now on. It's a one-time thing, you understand?"
Stephanie raised her glass in a silent cheer, and their mom went to the fridge, before setting a cold beer on the table in front of Jeff. He popped the top, grinning, and took a cautious sip, making a show of pretending it was the best thing he'd ever tasted. It wasn't, but that wasn't the point.
The game went on, with cards slapping the table, while rain was pattering on the roof. Every so often, the lights flickered, but the power held. Stephanie's laughter mixed with her mom's as her dad accused them both of cheating, and Jeff basked in the warmth of it all, feeling included in the small, adult rituals of drinking that marked the stormy night he was always denied partaking in.
By the time the scores had been forgotten, they were all a little too tipsy, and a little too relaxed to catch when Jeff snuck a second beer from the fridge. Eventually, the last hand was dealt and the empty bottle and glasses spoke to the hour. The storm outside had lightened a little, but was taking its time before moving on.
Frank excused himself first, muttering about an early start for good fishing if the weather cleared, and wandered off toward the back of the cabin. Stephanie and Jeff stuck around, taking their time stacking cards and helping their mom gather stray plates and glasses.
Their mom moved around the kitchen a little bit slower than normal, and Stephanie assumed it was because of the alcohol. There was a glance over her shoulder, then a pause at the sink, as if she were waiting for something. She didn't mention it, just took her time cleaning up and reminded her daughter to make sure any towels were hung to dry before bed.
When Jeff finally mumbled something about getting water and stretched, Stephanie caught the redness in his eyes, stifling a grin as she kissed her mom goodnight and headed down the hall to her room. Their mom busied herself wiping down the counters, humming softly, and didn't look up until Jeff was climbing up the stairs.
"Night, honey," she called after him gently.
"Night, Mom," Jeff replied, sticking a hand out over the rail to wave goodnight.
Stephanie was just coming out of the bathroom and heading to her room when her mom began to turn off the lights in the kitchen. She checked the locks on the doors, and only when both kids' lights were out, did she let herself finally exhale, turning off the hall light on her way down the hall.
The house settled into darkness and quiet with the last shuffles of their mom's footsteps having passed on the way to her bedroom. All that was left was the sound of the rain dripping from the eaves. It felt like an eternity that Stephanie laid in the bed, trying to go to sleep, but her mind was unable to rest.
Sometime after midnight, Stephanie was still awake and restless, watching the clock's numbers flicker. The house was still. She waited a moment longer, feeling her heart thumping, then slipped from beneath her sheets, and tiptoed silent as a shadow down the hall. She paused at the base of the stairs, listening, nothing but the rain from outside and a flickering glow of light coming from up in the loft.
Jeff lay sprawled out on his mattress, propped up on his pillows with earbuds in as the faint glow from his phone screen lit his face. He almost missed her at first due to the earbuds drowning out any noise, and the light from the screen making everything beyond it seem even darker. But when he glanced up, there she was, pausing at the edge of the stairs, barely silhouetted from behind by the glow from the light over the stove in the kitchen below. He tugged out the earbuds, feeling his heart rate jump from unexpectedly seeing her.
"Steph?" he whispered, barely louder than the sound of the rain.
She didn't answer. Instead, she crossed the last few feet between them, her smile barely visible in the dark. The only answer she gave was to catch the hem of her sleep shirt, drawing it up and over her head in one smooth movement. She dropped it to join the tangle of blankets on the floor.
Her hands found the waistband of her shorts next, slipping them down her hips. She let them drop then stepped out, leaving herself completely bare in the shifting shadows. Every curve of her body was accented in the faintest light from below, as well as from his phone.
Jeff just stared, caught between awe and disbelief, feeling his mouth suddenly go dry. "What are you-"
Stephanie leaned in, silencing him with a kiss before he could finish, and the warmth of her lips were suddenly the only thing that mattered. "Move over and take your underwear off," she whispered, with a grin in her voice.
The alcohol still playing its role on his better judgement, he barely had time to set his phone aside before she slipped under the blanket with him. He quickly fumbled with his boxers, doing as she'd told him. Her skin was cool and electric, while her hands searched for him in the dark. Under the blanket, Jeff tried to make room, his heart thudding so hard he was sure she'd be able to feel it against her bare chest. She pressed herself close so that her legs were tangling with his, and for a moment they just lay together, listening to the rain and the distant creaks of the house.
He found her hand beneath the sheets, lacing his fingers through hers. "Steph, are you sure you should be here? What if-"
She cut him off again with another kiss, letting her tongue tease at his lips. "I'm done waiting," she whispered, once she pulled back. "We keep getting interrupted- on the boat, at the house- everywhere. I just... I want one time where no one stops us. No parents. No accidents. Just us."
Jeff brushed his thumb along the inside of her wrist, feeling her pulse racing to match his. "I wanted that too. I swear, yesterday I thought I'd lose my shit when that boat pulled up."
She gave a soft laugh that was barely more than a breath. "I was so close to cumming from how good you felt, and then poof, gone. And I kept thinking... when are we ever going to get another chance like that? I don't want to wait for perfect anymore, because it seems like we're never going to get it. I just want you."
Her words hung in the dark, feeling emotionally charged and honest in a way she rarely let herself be. She pressed her mouth to his jaw, then nuzzled against his neck. Having pulled her fingers from his, her hands roamed over him with a purpose now.
Jeff let out a shaky breath, deciding to let himself relax into the moment, and his nerves burning off in the sensations of her touch. "If you're sure, then you've got me. Right now. No matter what."
She smiled, finding his lips again, and her body fitting to his as if the world had always meant for them to be this close. "Good," she sighed. "Then shut up and finish what you started yesterday."
Her words spurred him into action, and his hands began moving over her, just as hers had been caressing him. Stephanie's palm traced the line of Jeff's ribs, feeling him shiver as his hand slid slowly around the side of her waist. He cupped her hip, then let his fingers explore the length of her back, the curve of her thigh, having no clear direction, as though he were trying to touch every part of her body all over again in the shadows.
She kissed him deeply, sighing against his mouth as their bodies pressed close. Jeff pulled her into him, trailing his hand down her bare spine. He broke the kiss only to murmur, reverently, "You have no idea what you do to me. I could spend my whole life trying to figure out all the ways you're amazing and beautiful and still never get over it."
Stephanie bit her lip, her eyes shining in the low light. "You say that now..."
He smiled and ran one of his thumbs over her cheek as he gazed at her, memorizing every detail. "No, really. You're... incredible. You're the bravest person I know. You make me want to be better. I just-" His words dissolved as he leaned in, kissing along her jaw, her throat, and then lower. His hands mapped the contours of her body with genuine awe.
Stephanie's breath caught, winding her legs around his waist as he moved over her. She arched beneath his mouth, listening to his whispers of adoration and affirmations between kisses. Words she'd previously only wished someone would tell her one day.
"You're amazing, Steph. Not just because we're doing this, but always. I love how determined you are, how you never back down from things. I love how you look at me, even when you're annoyed. I love everything about you."
She pulled him down, sliding her hands into his hair, and fighting the tremble of emotions in her voice. "You're sweet when you're drunk," she teased. "And I love you too. I only wish I'd realized it sooner."
With that, Jeff took his time, exploring every inch of her with fingers, lips, and tongue.
Jeff's mouth found its way to one of her nipples. His lips gently played over it at first, then became more insistent as he felt her arch beneath him. He traced slow circles with his tongue, savoring the shiver that ran through her. Stephanie's hand tangled in his hair, holding him there, as her body became more restless and eager under his.
He slid one of his arms beneath her, lifting her in an effort to pull her closer. His hand grabbed the round curve of her butt, flexing his fingers as he pulled her tighter, feeling the soft give of her skin. Stephanie's hips hunched against him, her mound pushing up against his abdomen in a search for friction, for connection, for the thing they'd been denied too many times already.
He continued to murmur words of praise between kisses, and she could feel his hot breath washing over her skin. "You're an amazing woman," he whispered, causing his lips to lightly brush against her breast. "Every part of you. I want to make you feel as amazing as you are."
Stephanie answered with a quiet gasp, pressing herself up into his mouth, and tightened her thighs around his waist as she chased every sensation he gave her. Her awareness shrank to only what existed between them. The blanket was drawn up, and the storm-washed night drowned out everything else, letting her bask in the thrill of being seen and desired and finally, truly touched in a way that felt similar to that first night together.
She rocked against him, the sound of her breath taunting his ears as he moved lower, tasting her skin. Every motion was a promise kept, and as Jeff held her with one hand beneath her taut butt, and the other still worshipping her breast, Stephanie let go of everything but the feeling of his body pressed to hers.
Jeff trailed slow, wet kisses down from her breast, driven by the way Stephanie's breath stuttered and her abs flexed, then retreated again beneath his mouth, when it tickled her. He paused at the delicate curve below her ribs, pressing his lips there and letting his hand caress along her side. Every shallow, uneven breath she took made his heart skip.
He kept going, worshipping every inch as he reached her stomach. His lips brushed the sensitive dip of her belly button, spending time there, nuzzling and kissing it. He let her feel the physical manifestations of his affections by pressing his tongue into her skin as she squirmed beneath him.
Stephanie's fingers gripped his shoulders, fighting the way her body tense and relaxed in waves as his mouth wandered lower. Jeff drew his tongue slowly along the expanse from her navel to the hollow of her hip, kissing the sensitive skin there, then to the jutting bone with the same kind of loving attention he'd shown everywhere else. He let his palm roam to her other thigh, drawing gentle, possessive lines along her skin.
She gasped again, her hips lifting to seek out his mouth, and every inch of her was alive with anticipation. Her body felt both strong and vulnerable under his touch, like she'd given herself over to him completely, trusting him with every tremor and gasp he drew out of her.
He glanced up, catching her eyes for a moment. There was nothing but want and trust and the faintest shimmer of a smile in her gaze, as if she couldn't believe this was real, even now. Jeff pressed another kiss to her hip, steadying his hands as he relished the moment. The feel of her, the taste of her skin on his tongue, and the knowledge that they were giving themselves to each other and them alone.
Jeff nipped at the sharp protrusion of her hipbone, before softly pressing his lips pressing into the hollow where muscle met bone, savoring the warmth and tension beneath her skin. He traced the ridge with the tip of his tongue, following its gentle slope inward, feeling her entire body arch and tense in anticipation.
He let his hand slide down the outside of her thigh, tracing the muscles as she flexed from the tension coursing through her, marveling at the contours of the muscles of her legs, and the way they gave under his touch. Every breath Stephanie took was a shudder, while her legs spread for him when he kissed his way closer to her core, leaving a trail of saliva along the sensitive edge where the thigh curved up into her pelvis.
Jeff paused to nuzzle the hollow beside her mound, letting his nose and cheek graze her softest skin he could imagine. The heady, unmistakable scent of her arousal rose between them. It was clean, intimate, and entirely hers. He pressed his lips against her adductor muscles at the edge of her groin, tasting her, then moved with aching slowness to the delicate curve of her outer lips. He held his mouth open as he moved, intentionally allowing his hot breath to whisp over her.
He let his tongue trace along her as he went, feeling the way her muscles flexed and trembled beneath him. Stephanie's hand slid down, and knotted her fingers in his hair, urging him closer without words.
He fully gave himself over to her, ending the tortuous tease for them both. His mouth and hands worked in concert, ensuring each movement was deliberate and unhurried, until finally - finally he was giving her what they'd both been throbbing for, in the secret darkness of the loft.
Stephanie let go, unable to fight her hips rising to meet his mouth. Her breath came in soft, shaky moans that she tried, and failed, to fully bite back. Jeff marveled at her, loving her with every careful, hungry taste, determined to make this moment something she would never forget.


He took his time, letting his tongue trace the delicate lips, using wet circles from drawn out strokes of his tongue, tasting her and learning what made her gasp and tighten her grip in his hair. His mouth moved with devotion, sometimes teasing, sometimes pressing in deeper, but always following every instinct to give her as much pleasure as he could.
Moving a hand below, he placed a hand under her ass, spreading his fingers to grip as much as he could. His thumb tried to gently part her lips, fighting the slippery skin that was sliding underneath his touch. The movements exposed her to the cool air and the warmth of his breath. The wetness he found was undeniably slick against under his touch from the juices seeping onto the sheet beneath her. He pressed a careful kiss right above the most sensitive spot of her clitoris, then drew his tongue in a slow, broad line that made her hips jump.
Stephanie's thighs quivered around his shoulders. She tried to keep quiet, biting the edge of her finger, but each time his mouth found her, a new, uncontrollable sound slipped out. It was raw, and honest, and the sort of noises that only come when every last layer of self-consciousness had fallen away. Her free hand fisted in the blanket, pulling at it reflexively, anchoring herself to the feelings and to him.
Jeff's hands never stopped moving, one spreading her open, the other squeezing her hip, urging her to let go. He looked up once, just to see her face, and what he saw there was a wild mix of joy, disbelief, and a desperate need that only made him more devoted to her. Her eyes were squeezed shut as her teeth bit down on her bottom lip, and her head turned from side to side, pushing back into the mattress.
He circled his tongue using more pressure until he could feel her start to tremble, and then slowed, drawing out her pleasure in patient waves. Every moan she made, every lift of her hips against his mouth, told him what she wanted, and he followed, eager to give it and more.
For those long, perfect minutes, nothing else existed, just the slipperiness of her skin, the taste of her arousal, and the knowledge that she was his. Right here, right now, and in every way that mattered, she belonged to him.
At last, Stephanie reached down, gripping at his hair, his ears, anything she could reach, to tug him up with a wild, breathless urgency. Her eyes found his in the darkness and they were wide and fierce, shining with a kind of need that was almost too much to bear.
Grinning Jeff, tried to steal one last, a lingering swipe of his tongue over her clit, teasing it and wanting to see her lose all control for him. But she gasped, with a desperate plea in her whispers, tightening her hand in his hair. "Damnit, please, Jeff, just get up here. It feels really good, but when I cum, I want it to be with you inside me. Please. I want to feel you."
He shivered at the desperation in her words, his heart pounding as he rose up over her. Then, while kissing her fiercely, she pulled him closer, opening her thighs to welcome his hips into place. The heat and slickness of her took him, making him desperate to be inside her again.
Stephanie caught his face in both hands, dragging him down into another kiss. "Quit stalling. I need you now. All of you."
He answered with a husky "Okay," as he flexed his erection and lined himself up. He pressed into her slowly, feeling her body tense and then give, as it stretched to take him in. The sensation was overwhelming. The warmth, the closeness, the sweet relief of finally being inside her. There was nothing between them, just the bliss of him pushing deep.
She wrapped her arms around his neck, holding him as close as possible. She kept her eyes locked on his even as her head pressed back into the mattress, and breath came in little broken gasps. They were wide and shining, holding back tears that were part joy, part disbelief that it could feel so good, and so safe with him, when everything about them was a risk.
Jeff braced himself with one hand beside her head, using his other to trace the curves of her face. He watched every flicker of feeling cross her face from desire and vulnerability, to something raw and open that he'd never experienced before. The feel of her wrapped around him, the tight, wet grip of her channel milking at him, was almost more than he could take. He moved inside her slowly, letting her set the tempo with every tilt of her hips and urgent clutch of her thighs.
"You're incredible," he whispered, with love and need. "I don't ever want to forget this. You, right now, God, Sis, you're everything to me."
Her fingers curled in his hair, as her legs tightened around him, trying to draw him as close as possible. "Just keep going," she begged, her own voice coming out low and broken. "Just- don't finish yet. I want to make this last. I can't believe how good you feel inside me."
He kissed her deeply, feeling every little gasp she let slip between their lips. His body was pressed hard against hers, the full length of him sinking as deep as he could, filling her until her hips began to forcefully buck up to meet him, greedy for the friction. Jeff felt the slippery heat of her wrapped tightly around him, and the way her thighs clamped his waist, holding him close as if she could keep him inside forever.
Every movement was a slow grind of skin sliding against skin, sweat beading along his shoulders where her hands held him, trapping the warmth between them. Her fingers spread out to feel the flex and release of muscle on his lithe body as he rocked into her. Her breasts pressed up against his chest, where her nipples, which had been hot and tight from his earlier attention, were now crushed and dragging deliciously between them each time their bodies moved.
He worked his hips, wanting to drive himself deeper, and she cried out softly. The sound was gratefully muffled by his mouth as he swallowed her pleasure. He felt the tremble start in her legs, then the way her body pulsed and clenched around him each time he bottomed out, accompanied by the lewd suction of her drawing him back in on every retreat.
Jeff trailed his hand down her side, brushing his thumb along the sharp jut of her hip, then slipping between their bodies to find her clit. He rubbed her in fast focused circles, feeling her shudder and arch into his touch. Suddenly she gasped, digging her nails into his shoulder.
"Oh God, yes- What are you doing to me?" she whimpered.
He couldn't have told her if he tried, because he was only moving on instinct. The pressure built between them so that every nerve ending was alight, leading to their bodies moving faster now. Stephanie met every thrust with a desperate hunch of her hips, grinding her mound up against the base of his pubis. The barely restrained slap and slide of their bodies was the only sound in the world, leaving the rest of the house and the rain fading into unreality. Her breath grew wild and her channel began to spasm around him.
Jeff pressed his forehead to hers, grunting a raw confession. "Steph- God, I'm right there. I want you to come with me, please, I don't think I can hold back any longer-"
She locked her legs tightly around him, raising her hips up to take him as deep as she could. The sensations left her entire body trembling as the pleasure crashed through her. With her mouth open, she squeezed her eyes shut, whimpering his name into his neck and cumming hard. Her inner muscles gripped him uncontrollably, milking him through his mutual orgasm. She could feel every warm spurt that followed each spasm and swell of his erection inside her.
He'd peaked with her, burying himself as deep as he could, while his hips jerked involuntarily. The hot pulses of his cum joined hers, everything in him surrendering to her, to this moment, to the reality of being so deeply joined with the person he loved most.
They clung to each other as their bodies shook in the aftermath of what they'd done. Their sounds were muted in the thick hush of the loft, and anything beyond it was forgotten. For a long time, neither moved, lost in the echoes of what they felt, as the sweat cooled on their skin, and the wet mess and aftershocks were still shivering between her thighs.
All that was left was the feeling of being fused together, chest to chest, heart to heart. Just this bed, just these bodies, just this love. Eventually, Stephanie moved, feeling the quivers in her legs giving way to a languid, trembling strength. Without letting him slip free, she pushed him backwards, urging him to sit on his heels while she sat nestled in his lap. She was upright, with her thighs still spread over him, and Jeff instinctively wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her in place.
Her skin was still flushed, every inch of her pressed close to him, and she held his face in both of her hands, brushing her fingers through his hair. She kissed him passionately, feeling him twitch inside her depths as she did. Her lips parted for him as she poured out everything she felt. His hands skimmed up her back, caressing every bump and band of muscle as their mouths moved against the other. They stayed joined with no desire to separate from their union, wrapped in a moment that belonged only to them.
Having been woken by the storm, she had gotten up to use the bathroom. After, Carla pushed her bedroom door open with a groggy sigh, smacking her tongue at the taste of the cheap wine still coating her mouth. She whispered barefoot down the hall, heading to the kitchen to grab a bottle of water from the open pack on the counter in the corner. The house was quiet, save for the patter of the rain still coming down.
She raised the bottle to her lips, ready to turn back to her room, when an unusual sound caught her attention. It was barely audible, but enough to make her ears take notice. A creak from above, then a muffled gasp, joined by the consistent rhythm of a movement too unmistakable to ignore.
A knot formed in her stomach on the heels of what she'd found yesterday when straightening up. No, she thought. It's not possible. Not my son and daughter. She told herself she was imagining it, that the storm had stirred more than just her to life in this godawful hour. But still she found herself unable to resist moving further into the living room, drawn by a dread she didn't want to confront, but had not choice to confirm.
She stopped at the far side of the room, peering up toward the loft, feeling a pressure build as her heart began to race. At first, there was nothing but the dim outline of furniture, and the barely perceptible shadow of something on one of the walls.
Then, her son sat upright so that his bare shoulders and head rose into view, as he faced away from her. Carla's breath caught. And then, her daughter came into view, revealing her own naked shoulders, straddling his lap. Her hair tumbled down around the two of them as she leaned in, tenderly running her fingers through his hair. She watched as it looked like her children met in a slow, lingering kiss, and their bodies were pressed so intimately together that there was no mistaking what she was seeing.
Carla stood frozen, with the bottle trembling in her hand, and a dizziness starting to wash over her. She'd had reason to be suspicious after Frank mentioned his concerns, she even saw the red flags herself, but she'd tried to explain them away as best she could. When she heard a sound escape her own lips, a gasp or maybe a whimper, she moved, stumbling quietly back down the hall. Her mind was racing from being unwilling and unable to process the truth of what she'd just witnessed above.
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Chapter 13
The neighborhood was quiet when I pulled up to the Jacobs' house. I grabbed the small cooler I'd brought along and walked up the steps, knocking on their front door.
After a few seconds, it opened and there she was. Liz looked surprised to see me, dressed in a light top and a pair of shorts that showed off her tan legs.
"Zack," she said, blinking. "You're here so early. Stacy thought you'd be by around noon."
I gave a small shrug. "I told her to let me know how early I could come over, but since no one gave me a time, I figured I'd just start as early as seemed reasonable. Hopefully it's late enough I won't wake the neighbors with the mower."
Her expression softened into a smile. "Well, aren't you considerate. Come in, I'll show you where everything is."
I followed her through the entryway, watching the sway of her hips as we went. She led me to the garage, flipping on the light and pointing to the mower tucked beside a rack of gardening tools.
"There it is. Gas can's right next to it," she said, leaning against a shelving rack. "Stacy's out with her girlfriends, but she'll probably be back in a few hours. If you need anything before then, just let me know."
"Got it," I said, meeting her eyes for a second longer than I probably should have.
She gave a small nod and a smile before hitting the button to open the garage door and turning back toward the kitchen, leaving me to get started. I took a breath, hands braced on the mower handle, and smiled to myself. Saturday had only just started.
I wheeled the mower out onto the driveway, seeing the early sun still low enough to cast a soft light across the quiet street. There was a cool breeze, carrying that faint mix of dew and the ocean, that I was about to blend in with fresh cut grass.
By the time I got the mower running, I'd started to push aside the image of Liz's shapely tan legs, sticking out of her shorts, and was focused on the task at hand. I moved through the yard, cutting out each line of grass methodically, letting the pattern draw my attention. Every so often, I caught sight of her through a window, passing by with a mug in her hand, or standing near the sink, talking on her phone. I tried not to stare, but it was hard not to notice the way her top clung when she leaned forward, or how she'd absentmindedly fluff her full blonde hair with her hand before walking away again. Eventually the brightness outside, and the direction of the sun, started to make it hard to see through the window.
About halfway through the lawn, I killed the engine and wiped the sweat from my forehead. The sun had climbed higher, and I could already feel it warming my shoulders. I walked away from the mower to grab a drink from the cooler I'd brought, and when I looked up, the back door opened.
"Working hard already?" Liz called out, stepping barefoot onto the patio. She had her mug in one hand and a faint smile on her lips.
"Well, I got the front yard done already. So I think I'm going at a pretty decent pace," I said, taking a long sip from my bottle of water.
She laughed quietly. "Well, you're definitely making progress. Want something more than just water? I can make lemonade."
I hesitated, wiping my hand on my shorts. "That'd be great, actually. Thanks."
She nodded and disappeared inside again. I took a seat on the low brick wall near some flowerbeds, feeling the warmth seep through the back of my shirt. When she came back out, she was carrying two glasses of lemonade beaded with condensation, and she handed me one before sitting a few feet away.
"You didn't have to do that. I really appreciate it," I said.
"I wanted to," she replied, watching me over the rim of her glass as she took a drink. "Seeing you out here, reminds me of when Stacy's dad used to do the yard himself. He'd complain the whole time, but he always liked how it looked after."
I smiled. "Guess it's one of those things that's more satisfying when it's over," I said, nodding and looking at the fresh cut section I could see.
"Exactly." She turned slightly toward me, her legs crossed at the knee. The movement drew my attention whether I wanted it to or not. "So," she asked, "why on Earth would you get up so early to come do this on a Saturday? Most guys your age would be sleeping in."
I shrugged, meeting her eyes again. "Facts. I like being helpful, I guess, and it seemed like a good idea to get it done before it gets way too hot. Plus, it's not a bad excuse to get some sun."
Her eyes flicked toward my bare arms, then back to my face. "You'll get plenty of that today," she said, a hint of amusement in her voice.
For a moment, we just sat there, listening to the cicadas in the distance. Then she leaned back in her chair, tilting her face toward the light.
"You can take a break whenever you want," she said softly. "No rush. It's too nice a morning to spend it all on work."
I nodded, but my mind was already spinning with the fantasy that maybe she didn't just mean the yard. Liz shifted, turning her face upward and letting her eyes close as she took in the sun.
While she wasn't looking, I let my eyes wander over her legs stretched out in front of her, showing off how tanned and smooth they were, below the hem of her shorts that rode high on her thighs. The light fabric of her top draped over her breasts, emphasizing how soft they looked, catching the breeze as she leaned back in her chair. Even with her eyes closed, she looked relaxed, just completely at ease, and somehow that only made it harder to look away.
Liz opened her eyes again and glanced back at me, with a faint, knowing look as if she could feel the attention without ever seeing it.
"So tell me," she said, watching me closely, "you always this responsible, or do I just bring out your best behavior?"
I smirked, taking another sip of lemonade. "Guess I try to make a good impression. Don't want Stacy's mom thinking I'm lazy. Plus, I'm used to helping out my sister with whatever I can."
"Ha. Stacy's mom," she said with one short laugh and rolling her eyes. "So, you're worried about my opinion," she teased, recrossing her legs, switching one leg over the other. The motion drew my attention again, her tanned skin catching the sunlight, making it hard to look away. "That's cute, Zack."
I tried to play it off with a shrug. "I mean, if you're gonna ask me to come cut it, and I'm gonna wake up your neighbors with a mower, I should at least earn some points."
She laughed quietly, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees. "Trust me, you didn't wake the neighbors. I'd bet anything, everyone around here's already up. As for earning brownie points, you are throwing off my usual Saturday routine of coffee and a quiet house. It's my favorite kind of morning, when Stacy takes off early."
"Before the chaos of her and her friends?" I asked.
"Exactly." She smiled, looking directly at me. "You're the only thing interrupting it right now."
"Guess I'll have to apologize, then."
"Don't," she said, narrowing her eyes slightly in amusement. "There's nothing wrong with a little disruption every now and then. Can make things interesting."
Her words rattled around in my imagination for a few seconds. I could feel the blood start to rush toward my groin again, the way it always seemed to when she looked at me. I finished off the last of my lemonade, trying not to stare at the bead of condensation sliding down her glass and across her fingers, imagining something else running over them.
"Well," I said clearing my throat and setting my glass aside, "if I don't finish before noon, I'm gonna melt out here."
Liz tilted her head. "You're right, it's only getting hotter." Her lips curved into a knowing smile. "Better get back to it before you start using that as an excuse to take your shirt off."
I grinned, standing up. "Guess I'll save that for later, if you need me to trim the hedges."
She rolled her eyes but couldn't hide her smirk. "Go on, before you get yourself in trouble."
I grabbed the mower handle again, but as I turned away, I could still feel her eyes on me, following me out into the sun.
"I'll be inside if you need anything," she finished, gathering our glasses before disappearing through the patio door.
Once she was gone, I exhaled slowly, trying to shake off the excitement that had started in my chest. The air already felt hotter, making the sweat come that much faster, and after a few more passes across the yard, I tugged off my shirt and draped it over the handle of the mower. The cotton was damp with sweat, but would hopefully dry in this heat by the time I was done.
I kept working, drawing out my lines in neat rows. The mower rumbled beneath my grip, causing my hands to vibrate, but my thoughts were everywhere else. Every time I passed by the kitchen window, I wondered if she might be looking out again. The idea alone was enough to make me roll my shoulders a little tighter, to flex when I turned, pushing the machine just a bit slower, aware of every movement.
By the time I reached the back yard, the sun was fully beating down on me. My skin glistened with sweat, and my shoulders felt like they were cooking. I parked the mower near the patio and leaned over the edge of the pool, scooping up handfuls of the cool water and splashing it over my chest and neck. The shock of it made me gasp, but it felt good.
"Guess I don't have to ask if you're hot," came a voice from the shade of the covered patio.
I turned to see Liz stepping outside again, with a faint smile on her lips and a glass of ice water in hand. "You look like you're about to melt," she added.
I ran a hand through my damp hair and laughed lightly. "Yeah, it feels like it."
She tilted her head, studying me for a second longer than felt casual. "Why don't you come in for a bit? The air conditioning's on, and there's more lemonade. You can cool off before you finish the rest."
I hesitated, glancing back toward the mower, then at her. Her tone was inviting and it made my pulse jump again, causing me to abandon the concern about cleaning up behind myself, or grabbing my shirt where it hung from the handlebar on the mower.
"Sure," I said finally. "A quick break won't hurt before I put the mower away."
"Didn't think you'd argue," she said, stepping aside to hold the door open for me.
I followed her in, the cool air washing over my skin as I closed the door behind us.
Chapter 14
I dropped onto the edge of the couch, grateful for the rush of cold air coming from the vent above. The leather felt cool at first, but it quickly slipped against my bare back, and I realized how much sweat was still clinging to me.
Liz glanced over from the kitchen island, one eyebrow raised. "Uh-uh, up. You're gonna ruin my couch," she said, half teasing, half serious.
I froze mid-lean, not sure if she was joking. "Oh- uh, sorry. I didn't mean to-"
She smiled, shaking her head. "Relax, I'm kidding. Sort of." She grabbed a small towel from a drawer, ran it under the sink, and wrung it out before walking over. "Here. At least wipe off before you stink up my furniture."
"Thanks," I said, taking it from her. The towel was cool and damp, and the moment it touched my skin, it felt incredible.
She hovered for a moment, arms folded loosely as she watched me swipe it across my chest and shoulders. "I would've offered the pool, you know," she said casually. "Though I don't usually let anyone in there wearing regular clothes. The fabric clogs the filter."
I looked up at her, confused, and she smiled. "So unless you've got a bathing suit in your car, or you're ready to jump in in the buff, guess the towel will have to do," she continued with a wink and a teasing smirk.
I felt my face instantly go warm. "Yeah, guess I'll have to stick with the towel," I said quickly, trying to sound casual.
She laughed softly, clearly amused at how easily she'd gotten a reaction. "Figured as much. Such a shame," she pressed on, laughing.
I ran the towel over my neck, then turned slightly, trying to reach between my shoulder blades. It was awkward, the fabric slipping through my hands as I twisted my arms back. I must've looked ridiculous because she ended up shaking her head while watching me.
"Here," she said, stepping closer. "You're going to pull a muscle like that."
Before I could protest, she took the towel from my hands and moved behind the couch. The first touch of the cloth across my back made me shiver. Her strokes were forceful, following the curve of my shoulders and down along my spine.
"You really worked up a sweat out there," she said a little softer, close enough that I almost thought I could feel her breath where she wiped.
"Yeah, it didn't take long to heat up out there, for sure," I managed.
"Mm. Nothing wrong with a man who'll work till the jobs done, though."
Her tone had changed, and while it was still playful, it almost sounded a little wistful. She wiped along the back of my neck, grazing my skin with her fingers as she adjusted her hold on the towel. The contact felt accidental, but the contrast of her soft fingertips compared to the coarse towel sent a jolt through me.
I swallowed hard, trying not to turn around aware of how close she was. The air-conditioning was doing its job cooling me off, and I could hear the faint sound of her breathing just over my shoulder.
"Better?" she asked, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Yeah," I said, though it came out a bit scratchy. "A lot better."
"Good." She handed me back the towel, but she didn't step around right away. Her hand brushed my shoulder one more time before she headed toward the kitchen.
"Let me grab that lemonade for you," she said over her shoulder. "I'll be just a second."
I nodded, listening to her steps retreat, quickly using the towel to scrub any possible stink and sweat from my armpits, hoping I didn't stink up the towel.
"Speaking of cold drinks," I started, "whatever happened to that beer you took from me at the party?"
Liz's laugh floated from the kitchen. "I still can't believe you even brought a six-pack," she said. "Who at your age shows up to a house party full of parents with that kind of confidence?"
I rubbed the back of my neck, staring down at my feet. "Yeah, that might've been a little stupid," I admitted, thankful she couldn't see the color I could feel creeping into my face.
She came back a moment later, handing me the fresh glass of lemonade. "It's still in the fridge in the garage, by the way. Beer's never really been my thing." She sat across from me, tucking one leg beneath her. "How'd you even get it, anyway?"
I shrugged, taking a sip. "From my fridge at home."
Her brows lifted. "So you just... stole it?"
"Borrowed," I said, half-smiling. "It'd been sitting there for a while, so it's not like anyone was gonna miss it."
"Your parents didn't notice?" she asked, tilting her head.
I hesitated, staring into the glass for a moment before answering. "They would've, yeah. But they're not around anymore."
"What do you mean?" she asked
I bobbed my head side to side, forcing a small smile. "We lost them a couple years ago. Car accident." I took another drink to cover the awkward lump in my throat. "My older sister's been taking care of me since."
Her expression softened instantly. "Oh, Zack. I'm sorry. That's a lot for both of you," she said quietly. "You must've had to grow up fast."
"It's okay, and yeah, I guess so," I said. "She tries to play it cool, but she's basically been mom ever since. That's why I tend to try and be helpful. She could've just as easily said she couldn't take on trying to support me, and who knows where I would've ended up. We don't have a whole lot of family other than an aunt we barely know. But no matter what she was feeling, or going through, she immediately did whatever she needed to, to keep us together."
Liz sighed, leaning back in her chair. "Then I should probably give you those beers back. Sounds like she could use them more than I could."
That got a small laugh out of me. "Yeah, she might actually appreciate that."
"Well," she said, smiling again, "if she's anything like you, I'll bet she's stubborn and impossible to argue with."
"Something like that," I said.
For a moment, neither of us spoke. Liz's gaze lingered on me as though she were sizing me up.
"I didn't know that about you," she said quietly. "Stacy never mentioned it, but she's pretty good about not sharing other people's business. And you seem so... easygoing. I wouldn't have guessed."
"Most people don't," I said. "It's easier not to talk about it. And going with the flow raises a lot less questions than getting mad about everything I don't like, or agree with."
She nodded in understanding, her expression thoughtful. "Well, you're welcome here anytime, you know," she said after a pause. "Even when there's no lawn to mow."
I smiled at that, meeting her eyes. "I just might take you up on that."
"Somehow," she said, standing to grab the towel I'd set on the arm of the couch, "I think you probably will."
Liz gave me a half smile before heading toward the hall, where the laundry room was. I watched as she bent slightly to open the door, and toss it into the washer, the hem of her shorts lifting and pulling tight. The fabric clung tight across her hips and ass, the outline leaving no signs of anything underneath. I swallowed and looked away too late, to keep the image from being burned into my mind.
She straightened and turned back, her expression a little more serious. "Now, while I meant what I said about you being welcome here," she started, walking back toward me, "if you're going to be spending time with Stacy, I expect you to use a little more sense than you did with that beer stunt."
I blinked, caught off guard by the shift. "Oh, yeah. Of course."
"I'm serious," she said, pausing near the entryway to the hall. "I'm going to be out of town for the next week, and the last thing I want is to come home to a knocked-up daughter because neither of you had the brain cells to be careful."
The bluntness made my face go hot. I nodded quickly, trying to look as earnest as I could. "No, no- definitely not. I'd never be that dumb. And we're not even... y'know... actually dating or anything."
Her brows lifted as a look of surprise crossed her face. "So what you're telling me is, you're just sleeping with my daughter for fun? Planning to leave her high and dry when you get bored?"
"Wait- no, that's not what I meant," I said quickly, tripping over my words as she started to grin. "I would never-"
"Relax," she interrupted, laughing as she waved a hand. "I'm kidding. You really do need to learn how to loosen up if you're going to keep hanging around here."
I exhaled, rubbing a hand over my face like I could push the constant color back out of my cheeks. "You almost gave me a heart attack."
"Good. Hopefully it'll keep you honest." She turned slightly, giving me that same teasing look that always seemed to leave me off balance. "Besides," she added with a wink, "Stacy could've done far worse in picking up a boy toy."
My jaw nearly dropped, but before I could figure out how to respond, she was already halfway to the kitchen again, humming under her breath like what she said was a perfectly normal thing to say to your daughter's... friend.
I sat there for a few seconds, stunned, trying to decide if I'd actually heard her right. The words boy toy kept echoing in my head, and the way she'd said it without hesitation, made it sound like a dare to my eighteen-year-old brain.
When she came back into the living room, still humming quietly, I found my voice again. "You know," I said carefully, "you're setting the bar kind of high for her. Most guys would probably just end up disappointed if they met you first."


She paused mid-step, looking at me with one eyebrow arched. "Is that supposed to be a compliment, Zack?"
"Maybe," I said with a grin I hoped didn't look too nervous. "Guess it depends on whether you take it as one."
Liz's look turned almost salacious. "You realize," she said, sitting back down in her chair, "you're not the first one of Stacy's friends to try flattering me."
That threw me for a second. "Oh." I blinked, trying to recover. "Well, I guess I'm in good company then?"
She laughed softly, tucking one foot under her, and catching the heel of the other on the edge of her chair, leaving her knee up high. "Maybe. But most of them trip over themselves before they get to far with the compliments."
"I'm just being honest," I replied, forcing a grin even as my pulse picked up.
"Hmm," she continued, looking off as though she were picking her words. "Honest or not, I feel like you're trying to do more than just be honest."
"Well," I said, looking toward the crotch of her shorts where the material was pulled against her mound from how she was sitting. "I figured you deserved to know you're kind of impossible not to notice."
Her smile deepened, and her eyes snapped back to me immediately. They flicked over me briefly before returning to my face. "I guess it's a good thing I don't mind a little attention, though I hope you can handle what comes with it."
For a moment, everything else in the room seemed to fade. It was just her, sitting there with that amused look, knowing exactly what she was doing to me. I tried to say something back, anything to keep the moment alive, but before I could get a word out, the sound of a car door closing broke through the silence. Liz's expression changed in an instant, the hint of playfulness transitioning into her usual calm.
"Looks like your time's up," she said lightly, glancing toward the window. "Sounds like Stacy's home."
I nodded, swallowing whatever I'd been about to say, but her eyes lingered on me a second longer, making me wonder if she might've wanted to hear it after all.
Chapter 15
"Mom?" came Stacy's voice when the front door opened, followed by the sound of her bag hitting the entry table.
Liz turned toward the doorway. "In here!" she called, glancing back at me with a barely concealed smile as she straightened in her seat.
Stacy appeared a moment later, sunglasses perched on her head, with her hair tied up. "Hey," she said to me, grinning. "You've been here all morning, huh?"
"Yeah," I said, forcing my focus away from her mom. "Yard's done."
"Looks great," she said, stepping close enough to brush her hand along my arm. "You're such a sweetheart."
Liz stood, moving toward the kitchen counter. "He's been very helpful," she said evenly, though I caught the faint trace of a smile at the corner of her mouth. "Make sure you thank him properly."
Stacy laughed. "Oh, I will."
I tried not to think too hard about what Liz might've meant by properly, or the way she'd said it.
"Seriously," she said, looking down at me with a smile, "you didn't have to come this early. Mom would've been fine if you'd waited till later."
"I know, but I wanted to get it done before it got too hot," I said.
"Always the sensible one," she teased, poking at my bare chest lightly before glancing toward the kitchen. "Did he give you any trouble, Mom?"
Liz smiled over her shoulder as she poured herself another glass of water. "Not at all. He's been a perfect gentleman."
The words felt loaded somehow, though Stacy didn't seem to notice. She came around the couch and plopped down on the opposite end of the couch, stretching her legs out. "Well, I appreciate it," she continued. "I felt bad that you were coming over to do it all, so I intended to keep you company. I didn't know you'd be over so early though, and then I ended up gone longer than I thought I'd be."
"It's handled," I said, trying to sound relaxed while my pulse still hadn't quite slowed from earlier. "All I have left is to just clean out the grass and put the mower away."
"Go ahead," Liz said, without turning from the magazine she was flipping through on the counter. "I'll be out there in a few minutes to close up the garage."
Stacy tilted her head at me. "You want me to come help?"
"Nah," I said, shaking my head. "It won't take long."
She gave a small pout that quickly turned into a smile. "Alright. Don't disappear before I get to say a proper thank you."
"Wouldn't dream of it," I said, forcing a grin as I headed for the door.
The cool air from inside gave way to the reminder of the warmth of midday as I stepped back outside. I grabbed the mower handle and started pushing it toward the garage, replaying the morning in my head, from the teasing, the looks, and the way Liz's voice had become a bit more teasing when it was just the two of us. It was getting harder to tell where the jokes ended and something else began.
I wheeled the mower into the garage, the sound of its rubber wheels squeaking faintly over the concrete. My shirt was still draped over the handlebar where I'd left it earlier, the fabric was dry now, but had that feeling of having been sweated in. I reached for it and started pulling it over my head, and was halfway through when I heard her voice behind me.
"Well, that's a shame," Liz said, her tone unmistakably playful once again. "I was starting to enjoy the view."
I froze mid-motion, the shirt tangled around my arms. By the time I wrestled it down and turned, she was already stepping back into the house.
"Don't mind me," she added, pausing in the doorway. "Just appreciating the hard work."
I couldn't think of a single thing to say before she hit the button for the garage door, causing the rumble of it lowering to fill the space. She glanced back over her shoulder once more, eyes glinting, and called out, "Oh- and don't forget your beer from the fridge before you head out."
With that, she was out of sight, leaving me standing there with my heart hammering like I'd just run laps around the yard.
I took a second to focus, then crossed to the small garage fridge and pulled it open. The same six-pack sat on the middle shelf, exactly where she'd said it'd be. I grabbed it by the cardboard handle and headed back inside, the cool air hitting me again as the door closed behind.
Stacy was at the kitchen counter, uncapping a bottle of water. She smiled when she saw me. "Aw, I was hoping you were gonna stay shirtless," she commented, echoing her mom. "That the beer from the party?"
"Yeah," I said, holding it up. "Your mom told me to grab it before I left."
"Good," Stacy said, leaning a hip against the counter. "At least she didn't pour it out, or offer it to someone else."
Across the room, Liz was just disappearing down the hall toward her bedroom, a towel tossed over her shoulder. "I'm going to shower!" she called back. "You two behave!"
Stacy rolled her eyes, then looked back at me with a smirk. "Think she meant you more than me."
"Yeah," I said, setting the beer on the counter. "'Cause you'd never do anything wrong, would you?"
Moving back to the living room, I dropped onto the couch, the cushions sighing beneath me as I leaned back. Stacy followed, twisting the cap off her water and taking another long drink before coming over. She stood in front of me for a second, studying me with that mischievous smile she always got when she was feeling like teasing.
"You look exhausted," she said, setting the bottle on the coffee table.
"Feels about right," I replied. "Your yard's bigger than it looks."
"Uh-huh," she said, then without warning, slid right into my lap, her knees bracketing my thighs. "You could use a shower, though," she added, wrinkling her nose playfully. "You smell like lawn and sweat."
"Thanks," I said dryly, resting my hands at her waist. "That's exactly what every guy wants to hear."
She laughed, looping her arms around my shoulders. "I didn't say it was a bad smell, just... very you right now."
I looked up at her, trying to ignore the warmth of her body on mine. "Guess I'll take that as a compliment then."
"You probably should," she murmured, and then leaned in to kiss me.
It started soft, but the taste of her lip gloss mixed with the faint salt of my skin made it feel a little hungrier than it normally would've. Her fingers slid into my hair, and I felt the tension of the morning start to melt.
When she finally pulled back, she smiled down at me. "You really do need that shower, though," she said, brushing a thumb along my jaw.
"Maybe," I said, voice low. "But I didn't hear you complaining just now."
Stacy grinned, eyes bright with that teasing spark that always got me. "Only because you're cute, but that'll only get you so far."
"Maybe I should head home then," I said, brushing a hand through my hair, feeling the salt in it at the back of my head. "Get cleaned up before I gross you out completely."
Stacy gave an exaggerated pout. "You could just use mine," she offered, tracing a lazy finger down my arm. "We've got plenty of hot water."
I smiled, tempted more than I wanted to admit. "Yeah, but I don't exactly have a change of clothes with me. And I've got a few things I should take care of at home."
She sighed dramatically, sliding off my lap but staying close enough that her knee brushed mine when she sat beside me. "Fine," she said, mock-offended. "Abandon me after I just got home."
"I'm sure you'll survive," I said, standing up and grabbing the six-pack from the counter.
She tilted her head, looking up at me. "You could come back later, you know."
I hesitated, halfway to the door. "Maybe," I said with a shrug not wanting to commit to anything at the moment.
"Right." Her smile turned sly again. "Well if not, Mom's leaving town Monday morning. She won't be back till Friday."
I glanced over at her, wondering where that grin was headed.
"So," she continued, drawing out the words, "you should plan on staying the night one of those days."
I laughed. "Yeah, your mom mentioned she's heading out of town," I said. "She also made sure to warn me about being safe. Pretty sure she thinks I'm a walking hormone that's gonna get you pregnant."
Stacy groaned, throwing her head back. "God, of course she did. She's obsessed with that stuff. She knows I'm on the pill, because she's the one that got it for me, but I swear it'll never be good enough for her."
"Guess that's what moms do," I shrugged, trying not to grin too much at how worked up she was.
"Yeah, well, she acts like I'm still a kid," she muttered, crossing her arms before looking back at me. "You don't have to worry though, I'm not stupid. And I'm sure as hell not looking to have a kid."
"I didn't think you were," I said, smiling as I leaned in and brushed a quick kiss against her lips. "I'll text you later, okay?"
She caught my shirt lightly between her fingers before letting go. "You better," she said, sounding thirsty. "And don't make me wait all week, either."
"I won't," I said, backing toward the door with a grin. "Just try not to get into trouble while I'm gone."
She gave me her familiar half-smile. "No promises."
I stepped outside, as I headed for my car, still feeling the ghost of her kiss, and her mother's voice resonating in the back of my mind. I walked down the front path, and the quiet of the neighborhood made the whole morning feel even more surreal. Sliding into my car, I gripped the steering wheel for a moment before turning the key.
As I pulled away from the curb, a small pang hit my chest. I hadn't meant for any of this to happen with Stacy. She'd always been easy to talk to and fun to hang around, but my attention had always been on her mom from the start. She was the one that I couldn't stop thinking about.
My friendship with Stacy was supposed to stay harmless.
Somewhere in the last few weeks, though, it stopped being just teasing. A kiss turned into more, and before I could catch up to what I was doing, I was in too deep. The worst part was, she wasn't just some random hookup now. She liked me, trusted me.
And even though the guilt pressed at the back of my mind, it didn't erase the truth that made me feel even worse: she really was incredible. The way she looked at me, and the way her tight body felt in my hands was the kind of thing that stayed with you, no matter how much you told yourself it shouldn't.
I shook my head and cracked the window, letting the warm wind wash through the car. I told myself to stop thinking about it. To let it go before things got messy. But deep down, I already knew it was too late for that, because I was into her, but couldn't get the idea of her mom out of my head either.
Chapter 16
Back home that afternoon, running laundry, I was trying to catch up on chores I'd been putting off all week. The hum of the dryer filled the small closet, blending with the faint sound of music playing from my phone on the counter.
"College stuff's coming together?" Julie asked, upbeat as always.
"Yeah," I said, folding a shirt and tossing it onto the growing pile. "Orientation's not until just before school. I've got most of the forms in, just need to finish the financial aid stuff."
"Good," she said. "Because the last thing we need is you scrambling at the last minute. You know how I get when you procrastinate."
I smiled, shaking my head even though she wasn't looking. "Yeah, yeah. I know."
"Hey, don't roll your eyes at me," she teased. "I can hear it in your voice."
"Guess I'm predictable."
"Predictable is fine," she said. "Reliable's even better." There was a pause, with the soft clink of dishes. "You doing okay, though? You've been kind of quiet lately."
I hesitated, folding slower now. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just been... keeping busy."
"With Stacy?" she asked, and I could hear the smile in her voice.
I nearly dropped the towel I was holding. "What? No- well, kind of. I've been helping out around their place, mowing the yard and stuff. Figured I'd help them out with some chores, since I've been hanging around there a bit lately."
"Uh-huh." Julie didn't sound convinced. "You know, you always get a little cagey when you think you're hiding something."
"I'm not hiding anything," I said quickly, then sighed. "You sound like Mom when you say stuff like that."
That quieted her for a second. "You ever consider that maybe it's because she was right?" she asked finally. "Just don't shut me out, okay? You've got a good thing going right now, with a new start, new school. Don't let distractions get in your way."
"Yeah," I said, my voice dropping on its own. "I know."
Julie didn't respond, just rinsed a plate under the faucet and set it in the drying rack beside her. The sound of running water filled the quiet kitchen for a moment. We'd fallen into this kind of routine lately of her working in the kitchen, cleaning up or prepping something, while I handled laundry, dusting, or whatever chore I could use to stay busy. It wasn't like we talked about anything deep most days, but it still felt good to have her nearby.
"You'll like college," she said, looking back over her shoulder at me. "You'll meet a lot of new people, and get a new start. Maybe you'll actually enjoy yourself instead of just pretending to. There'll be less reminders."
Getting back to working, I folded another towel and shrugged. "Guess we'll see."
She gave me a small smile, that managed to be both reassuring and definitive at the same time. "Try not to think everything to death before you even get there, alright?"
"I can't help it," I said, half-grinning. "Bad habit."
"Then work on breaking it. I know it's hard, and you've done a lot to keep from acting out over the years, but this is supposed to be an amazing time for you. I loved college. You'll get a chance to live a life you won't get to after it's done. Try to make the most of it."
She turned back to the sink, humming softly under her breath, and for a few minutes, the only sounds were the clatter of dishes and the rhythmic spin of the dryer. I finished the last of the laundry and leaned against the counter beside her, watching the sunlight stretch across the kitchen floor.
Julie looked over again, eyes narrowing slightly. "You've got that look."
"What look?"
"The one that means your brain's off somewhere else. Who is she?"
I laughed, shaking my head. "Why do you always assume it's a girl?"
"Because I'm not stupid," she said, grabbing a towel to dry her hands. "You get quiet when you're into someone. And you keep dismissing Stacy, so whatever she is to you, it doesn't seem like she's the one you're thinking of."
I hesitated, not sure what to say. "It's complicated."
"It always is," she said, smiling faintly. "You don't have to tell me, but... be smart, okay? Don't let whatever it is mess with your head."
"Yeah," I said, glancing at the floor. "I'll keep that in mind."
She nodded, satisfied enough, and went back to wiping down the counter. "Good. Now grab the trash before it starts to smell."
I rolled my eyes, but couldn't help smiling. "Yes, ma'am."
As I tied off the bag and carried it toward the door, my phone buzzed on the counter. I caught the name on the screen - Stacy and decided to finish the trash before picking it up. I took the trash out to the bin in the parking lot, feeling the evening heat sticking to me even in the short walk there, reminding me of the first half of my day.
As I stepped back inside, I heard my phone buzz again. I grabbed it off the counter, wiping my hands on my shorts before unlocking the screen.
Stacy: Hey, you survive the rest of the day?
I leaned back against the counter, typing out a reply.
Me: Barely. Still recovering from all that yard work. Might need a medal or something. A nap at the very least
It only took a few seconds before the dots appeared.
Stacy: I can think of a few rewards that might work better 😉
I snorted quietly, glancing toward the kitchen to make sure Julie was still engrossed in what she was doing. She was humming again, back at the sink.
Me: Pretty sure your mom would have a heart attack if she read that.
Stacy: She's not here 😏 And it's not like she didn't catch you leaving the other morning.
I shook my head, laughing under my breath.
Me: Yeah, but she's still scary enough from a distance.
Stacy: You're such a wimp. Anyway, she's leaving Monday morning, so if you're too chicken to come over for the night while she's here, then come Monday, you're all out of excuses.
I hesitated, unsure how I wanted to answer.
Me: Meaning?
Stacy: Meaning you should come over Monday night. We can have dinner, watch a movie, whatever. Just us.
The message on the screen was simple enough, but loaded all the same. I could still hear Julie moving around in the kitchen starting to make dinner.
Me: Let me see how the day goes.
Stacy: Whatever. You'll be there. I'll even cook.
I smirked, sliding my phone into my pocket as I pushed away from the counter. "I'm gonna be out Monday night," I told Julie, already knowing I was going to, and anything else I told myself was a lie.
Julie looked over her shoulder, one eyebrow raised, holding a wooden spoon in her hand. "Glad to know you're taking my 'avoid distractions' speech so seriously," she said, her voice laced with her familiar tone of warning.
I gave a small shrug, trying to sound casual. "It's just dinner. Not like I'm running off to Vegas or something."


"Sure," she said, turning back to the pan she was stirring. "That's how it always starts. 'It's just dinner.' Next thing I know, you're skipping classes, or at least going in late."
"Relax," I said, dragging out the word as my head fell back in irritation. "You act like I'm five."
She only shook her head. "No, you're eighteen. Which is worse, because you think you've got everything figured out."
"I don't," I agreed, knowing where the conversation was going.
She smirked. "At least you know that much."
I watched her move around the kitchen for a few seconds, grabbing seasoning, tasting the sauce, and adjusting the burner. There was a flow in the way she did things that always inspired me a little, even when I didn't want to admit it. I probably made dinner more often than her at this point, but it was the grace she had when she did it, that got to me.
After a pause, she said, "Just... don't get wrapped up in someone else's world before you've even started building your own, okay?"
I nodded, eyes dropping to the floor. "Yeah. I'll be careful."
"Good." She tapped the spoon against the edge of the pan and pointed it at me. "Now, since you're apparently busy Monday night, you can make yourself useful tonight. Set the table."
"Yes, sir," I joked, smiling faintly as I reached for the plates.
"Smartass," she muttered, but I could hear the laugh in her voice.
I carried the dishes to the table, setting two places, trying to focus on the simple task. But my mind kept wandering to the text, and how Stacy had said you'll be there like it was already decided, and she was right.
Chapter 17
The rest of Saturday passed uneventfully. Julie and I ate dinner together, then we ended up watching a movie afterward. It was something she'd picked that I only half paid attention to. It was comfortable, though, the kind of evening that felt normal for us.
That night, lying in the dark, I kept picturing the way Liz looked that afternoon with her bare legs stretched out, displaying how tan they were, and the way her light top molded to her breasts under its own weight.
I gripped myself under the sheets, unable to help myself. My hand began to stroke my hard-on as I let the fantasy play out, imagining Stacy never came home. Instead, Liz stepped into the hallway, her eyes meeting mine as she suggested I join her in the shower so she could help wash off the sweat as payment for the yardwork.
In my mind, she peeled off her top right there, letting the fabric drop to the floor. Her shorts followed, inching down her hips and revealing the smooth, tanned skin. I pictured myself trailing behind her, stripping off my own clothes, as her bare ass swayed ahead of me, each step begging me to reach for her.
The bathroom filled with steam as she turned on the water, glancing over her shoulder before stepping inside. I imagined following her in, when she faced me, and in my mind, I finally saw her breasts. I pictured that they were full, heavy, big enough to hold one in both hands. I imagined reaching for them, my palms covering her, and tracing my thumbs across soft skin as the water ran over us.
Liz lathered up her hands and pressed them to my chest, gliding lower until she was soaping me up, taking her time for the sake of being thorough. When her fingers wrapped around my cock, slick with soap, she began stroking me until I had to brace myself against the tile. I pictured pushing her gently against the shower wall, stepping behind her so I could grip her by the hips, then sliding up to cup her breasts as I stepped in closer. The fantasy continued in vivid flashes of her arching her back, under the warm rush of water, so her body was pressed to mine and I thrust into her. The weight of her breasts filling my hands as I finally fucked the woman I'd been fantasizing about since the first time I met her.
Back in my room, the images drove me faster until I came, groaning, firing over my stomach and chest until the last of it ran over my thumb, gripping myself. The shower faded, the fantasy leaving a hollow desire and a restless energy that lingered long after the pleasure was gone.
Sunday moved in a blur. I slept in, did some more cleaning, and met up with a couple of friends later in the afternoon. We grabbed food, shot pool, and killed a few hours talking about college plans and girls. The usual shit guys our age fantasized about heading into the next phase of their life. They joked about me being around a bit less lately, and I laughed along, pretending my thoughts weren't still tangled around a woman twice my age and her daughter who was waiting for me to come over the next day.
By Monday evening, any chance of talking myself out of going to Stacy's was long gone. My heart thudded faster the closer I got to their neighborhood. I'd told myself it was all casual, nothing more, but even I didn't know where the line really was anymore.
The one side of the garage was empty when I pulled in, Liz's car already gone, and Stacy having left the door open for me to park in her mom's spot. I sat there for a second with the engine off, staring at the familiar front door I'd watched Liz walk through, the last time I saw her. Stacy's text from earlier that afternoon told me to: Come hungry.
I grabbed my phone, checked the time, and stepped out of the car. When I reached the door, I hit the button to close the garage, and let myself in like I was told to.
"Took you long enough," she said. "Dinner's almost ready."
I stepped inside to the smell of something cheesy and fried drifting in the air. The kitchen lights were on, and Stacy stood at the stove in a loose T-shirt and cutoff shorts, stirring a pot of bright orange macaroni with a wooden spoon. The oven timer beeped, and she opened it to check on a tray of chicken nuggets. I couldn't help it, but a small laugh slipped out before I could stop myself.
She turned, frowning. "What?"
I raised both hands, still grinning. "Nothing, sorry. It's just... not what I pictured when you said you'd cook and to come hungry."
"Oh, ha-ha," she said, rolling her eyes. "Sorry, Gordon Ramsay, I didn't realize I was supposed to make risotto and Beef Wellington. I hardly ever have to cook anything, okay?"
I bit the inside of my cheek, trying to hide the smirk that was trying to take over my face. "Hey, no judgment. Mac and nuggets are a classic."
She shot me a look, narrowing her eyes playfully. "Yeah? I'm sure you can do sooo much better."
"Actually," I said, leaning against the counter next to her, "I got pretty decent at it. Figured it wasn't fair for Julie to have to work all day and come home to cook too."
That made her pause, her spoon resting in the pot. "So, when you say you have to go cook, you mean you're like... really cooking?" she said, sounding genuinely surprised.
I nodded. "Some. Learned fast when I realized eating cereal for dinner gets old after the first week."
She laughed, bobbing her head and pursing her lips. "Wow. Look at you, just all kinds of helpful. My mom would kill for that kind of energy around here."
"Yeah," I said with a crooked smile. "I've heard I'm a pretty good choice for a 'boy toy'."
Stacy rolled her eyes but smiled anyway, reaching into the oven to pull the nuggets out. "Alright, Chef Boyfriend, since you're so capable, you can handle plating these while I dish out this."
"Chef Boyfriend, huh?" I said, grabbing a couple of plates.
"Don't worry," she said over her shoulder, flipping her hair out of her face, blowing at a couple of stray strands that were stuck to her lips. "It's just an expression, nothing more."
"Right, just an expression," I said, giving a wry smile as I set the plates on the counter. The term bringing up the concerns I'd already been feeling about the whole situation. "Wouldn't want to get ahead of ourselves, or anything."
"Exactly," she said, bringing the pot closer to the plates. "I wouldn't want to have to crush your little heart before dinner."
I laughed at that, shaking my head. "You're all charm, you know that?"
She just flashed a grin, nodding in agreement. "I try."
A few minutes later, we were both settled on the couch, balancing plates on our laps. Stacy had queued up Netflix and was scrolling through the endless list of options with the same level of focus most people reserved for major life choices.
"Comedy or something mindless?" she asked, stuffing half a nugget in her mouth.
"Mindless," I said. "Definitely mindless."
She nodded, selecting some random sitcom. The theme song started up, familiar but forgettable, and we both dug into our food.
I had to admit, it wasn't bad for what it was. The macaroni was creamy, the nuggets were crispy, and after the last few days, it all felt exactly like what I needed, in that it was simple and no thinking required.
Stacy stretched out beside me, bringing her legs up onto the couch. "See? Told you I could cook."
"Yeah," I said between bites, "you really outdid yourself. This is some gourmet stuff right here," I continued, pointing at my food with my fork.
She nudged me with her foot. "Careful, sarcasm doesn't pair well with my culinary masterpieces."
"Guess I'll have to make it up to you by doing the dishes."
"Now that's how you get invited back," she said, smiling at the TV.
The rest of the meal passed in comfortable silence. Every now and then, we'd laugh at something stupid on screen, or I'd steal glances at her legs, appreciating how nice hers were as well, when she was distracted with something.
When we finally finished, Stacy set her plate on the coffee table and leaned back, stretching her arms overhead. "Ugh, I think I ate too much," she groaned, but there was a hint of exaggeration in her voice.
I snorted. "Yeah, right. You ate, like, half a serving. If you're stuffed, it's only because your stomach's the size of a pancake."
She shot me a mock glare, pulling her shirt down as if to cover her stomach. "Shut up. It's called portion control. Maybe you should try it sometime."
I grinned, glancing down at her flat stomach. "Uh huh. Must be rough, being so full off such a small portion. And I need the calories. I'm still filling out over here."
She laughed, rolling her eyes. "Oh, yeah. 'Cause you're such a small guy." She turned toward me, one leg folding under the other. "You make it sound like you're still in middle school, praying to hit a growth spurt."
"Hey," I said, looking down at myself, "these things take time. And I'm not convinced I've hit my peak yet."
"Ah, got it," she teased, looking over me with clear appreciation. "So... this is your in progress phase?"
"Guess so," I said, watching her. "I'm a work in progress. Still refining the masterpiece."
She made a face, licking her lips. "Hmm. Well, you always seem pretty confident for a guy still under construction."
I shrugged, puffing up a little with pride, but also just playing along. "Confidence sells the illusion."
That got another genuine laugh out of her. "Okay, I'll give you that one." She shifted closer on the couch, tucking her legs up so her knee brushed mine. "But if this is just the illusion, I can only imagine the final results."
Chapter 18
I could see the lust in the way she looked at me. The glow from the TV washed over her face, accenting her features, and catching the tiny gold flecks in her eyes. She tilted her head a little, like she was studying me. "You really have changed, you know," she said after a second. "When I first met you, you barely talked."
"Yeah, well," I said, trying to figure out how to respond, "when you met me, I wasn't exactly in the best place."
She frowned at that, her gaze dropping briefly to my mouth before coming back up. The tension in the moment was palpable, but we both knew where this was headed.
"I don't mean to minimize what you said, but you're kinda cute when you get all personal," she murmured.
"Kind of?" I said, trying to keep things light. "That's it?"
"Don't push your luck," she said, as she reached forward. Her fingers traced the edge of the throw pillow between us absently, like she was debating something.
Then, finally, she leaned in. She softly pushed her lips to mine, but it didn't stay that way for long. My hand moved to find her leg, and she responded instantly, moving closer until she tossed the pillow to the other end of the couch. Her fingers brushed the back of my neck, as she continued inch closer.
The show kept playing, going unnoticed other than the now annoying laugh track breaking through the background. Her lips played against mine, urging me to give in. When my mouth parted, slipping my tongue against hers, a pleased sound escaped her. I pulled back just far enough to look at her, barely an inch between us.
"Your lips are so soft," I murmured, my thumb brushing the side of her knee. "Seriously, I think you may have the nicest lips I've ever felt."
She grinned, her cheeks flushed. "Good. Means all my lip balm is doing its job."
"Definitely doing its job," I repeated, leaning in to kiss her again.
She pulled back and with a teasing lilt, asked, "You sure you don't want to go back to your place and shower first?"
"No," I replied. "No yard work today, so I'm good."
"Good," she said, curling her fingers into the fabric of my shirt. "Because I wasn't going to let you this time."
She kissed me again, pulling my body toward hers, and she pressed a little closer, slipping her hand under my shirt to rest against my skin. I felt her hand move higher, so her warm fingertips were resting against my stomach. The teasing look in her eyes made it clear she was enjoying every second of my reaction, as she tickled the skin from how light her touches were. I slipped one arm around her waist, and with a tug, I guided her onto my lap.
Stacy settled across my thighs, straddling her legs around me, right back where she was the other day. Her hair fell around us, blocking out everything but her. I ran my hands up the small of her back, feeling how smooth her skin was. She kissed me again, her lips parting immediately as she pressed her chest to mine. I could feel her breathing speeding up.
I felt her lips tighten as she smiled against my own. "I like you like this. Confident. And a little greedy, putting me where you want me."
I smiled, tracing my fingers along the bottom of her spine. "You bring it out in me."
She moaned, her hips grinding a little on my lap so the friction made me suck in a breath. "Guess I'm just that irresistible, huh?"
I cradled her neck with one hand, so my fingertips rested at the back of it. "I was oddly thinking the same thing."
I felt her hips move again, with a slow roll that made it impossible to focus on anything but her. My hand slid to her waist, then tracing the soft line of her side beneath the loose T-shirt. I felt bold, impatient even, as my fingers worked under the hem and pushing it up, wanting to feel her skin, and to have her closer.
She pushed into my touch, letting me lift the shirt higher. With a quiet, eager sound, I tugged it up and over her head, her hair tumbling back around us as it came free of her shirt. I dropped it to the floor, quickly finding her bare skin with my hands. She wasn't wearing anything underneath, which left her firm breasts settling against my chest as she leaned back in, kissing me hard.
For a few long seconds, things sped up and I savored the taste of her, and the way her body moved over mine, feeling her nails digging into my shoulder as I let my hands roam. My heart was pounding when she started to grind against me again.
But just as my fingers slid around her ribs, she pulled back with a soft, gasp. She pressed her forehead to mine, her arms settling gently around my neck.
"Hey," she murmured, a teasing edge still in her voice, "slow down." She nipped lightly at my lip, smiling. "It's still early. We've got all night."
I let out a shaky breath, grinning back at her, trying to regain control, but unable to stop from looking down between us at her incredible tits. "You're right. Sorry. Guess I got carried away."
She brushed her nose along mine, settling more comfortably in my lap. "I like that you want me," she whispered. "Just... let's make it last."
I nodded, moving my hands back to her hips, content for the moment to hold her close. "Yeah. I can do that."
She pulled back, looking at me with a devilish grin. "Well, since you're so worked up already," she teased, her fingers drifting down my chest, "maybe I should help take the edge off. You know, so you can actually make it last later and really take your time."
Before I could say anything, she slid from my lap to kneel on the rug between my knees, her hands were already working at the button of my shorts. The playful look in her eyes lingered as she looked up at me, almost daring me to stop her.
I reached down, brushing her hair away from her face, and let myself relax into the couch. "You don't have to-" I started, but she cut me off with a sly look.
"I want to," she purred. "Just let me."
I lifted my hips so she could ease my shorts down, grazing my skin with her fingers, and making me shiver with anticipation. Her touch was confident while she took her time, and when she leaned forward to press a kiss to my testicles, I felt the last bit of tension drain from my shoulders.
Stacy met my eyes one more time, her smile full of promise. "You'll thank me later," she whispered, before lowering her mouth to me, drawing out every second until I forgot everything but the feel of her lips and the warmth of her breath.
Her fingers wrapped around the base of my shaft, squeezing lightly as she studied me, up close for the first time. She started with her tongue, tracing along the underside from base to tip, flicking and tasting, her curiosity obvious in the way she moved.
When she finally closed her lips around the head, the rush of pleasure had me biting back a moan. She eased down slowly, taking as much of me as she could, her mouth felt incredibly hot and soft. She didn't make it far before she had to pull back after a slight gag, causing her eyes to water, but she didn't let it stop her. She wrapped her hand around what her mouth couldn't reach, working me with a twisting motion in a steady rhythm as her lips sealed tight around the rest.
"Fuck, that's good," I huffed, and my brow tightening in concentration. "You look so fucking sexy right now, with my cock in your mouth."
She grinned around me and moaned, the sound sending a fresh jolt through me. She pushed herself a little farther, hollowing out her cheeks as she sucked, determined to take more, but her throat resisted and she gagged softly yet again. She pulled off, wiping her mouth, laughing breathlessly. "Sorry. Guess I'm not great at that part yet."
"Who fucking cares? You're doing perfect," I said, my hand finding her hair, stroking the strands from her face to gather it all in my fist. "Seriously, that feels amazing."
That seemed to encourage her. She went back down, bobbing her head in a steady motion, her hand staying in perfect time with her mouth. Every time her eyes flicked up, I felt myself pulse against her tongue. I don't know what it was, but there was something about her looking right into my eyes as she worked my cock with her mouth, trying not to gag on me, that fueled my ego. She was focused, determined, and messy with effort but utterly enthusiastic. Spit started to coat my length, making it easier for her to stroke and twist her wrist.
"God, you look so hot down there," I murmured. "You like making me feel good, huh?"
She nodded, not breaking pace, her lips shiny and flushed. Her free hand slid up my thigh until they found my hanging sack, as she tried to take me deeper again, coughing a little but refusing to give up. She switched to swirling her tongue around the head, then back down, using her fist to pump the rest of my shaft.


"Shit, that's perfect," I groaned, the praise coming out rough. "Just like that. You're gonna make me cum, Stacy, keep going- fuck... don't stop."
Her pace sped up, spurred on by my words. She moaned against me, the vibration making me gasp, and she kept at it relentlessly, eyes watery but never looking away from mine now. I felt the pressure building fast, instinct making my hips want to thrust up into her, but all I could do was tense up to fight it, not wanting to throw off her rhythm. My fingers tightened in her hair.
"Fuck, Stacy, I'm gonna-"
She pulled off suddenly, with a wild look in her eyes. "Move up," she said, her voice needy but commanding.
I pushed myself upright, sitting on the very edge of the couch, spreading my legs to make sure she had room. Stacy dropped back down to take me in her mouth again, one hand wrapped around my shaft, the other hand tugging gently at my sack as she bobbed. Her lips and tongue worked me quickly, coaxing me right back to the edge, and I could feel myself swelling again.
She pulled off right at the last second, stroking me in quick, focused bursts over the edge of my crown. Her eyes stayed locked on mine, then glancing deliberately down at her chest, where her nipples were already hard as she angled me toward them. The sight alone of what she wanted, was almost enough to push me over the edge.
"Come on," she urged, teasing me. "Cover me. I want to feel it. Don't hold back- right here." Rolling her shoulders forward, she squeezed her breasts together, lining me up, her hand working my tip fast and tight.
The words and the view sent me over. With a broken groan, I gave in, watching as the first spurt shot across her chest, splattering over her breasts and collarbone. She kept stroking me furiously, rope after rope, until the last of it pulsed out in messy flecks, splattering her skin and dripping down her cleavage.
Stacy laughed, a wild, satisfied sound, glancing down at the mess I'd made of her. "Damn," she said, breathless and proud, "that's a lot."
I tried to catch my breath, not bothering to hide the grin on my face. "You did say I'd thank you."
Chapter 19
She smirked, scooping some of it up with her finger and dragging it slowly over her nipple, not breaking eye contact. I continued to watch, nearly hypnotized, as her fingers slid over her slick and glistening nipples, each pull making her moan and her chest rise. She pinched and tugged, spreading him over her skin, then pushing me back, climbing into my lap without warning. Her mouth crashed against mine in a fierce, needy kiss. I could tell she wanted to curl her fingers behind my neck, but held back because of the mess that coated them. She pressed her bare chest to mine, smearing my own cum on my shirt and grabbing at it for something to do with her hands.
I gripped her ass, filling my palms with smooth pliant skin where it stuck out below her cutoffs, pulling her tighter against him. Everything felt desperate for a few moments from wet kisses, to her body rocking over mine, and both of us half laughing, short of breath.
Eventually, the urgency finally began to fade. Stacy pulled back, still straddling me, and sat upright. She looked down at my shirt, where streaks and dark spots marked everywhere her tits and chest had pressed against me.
She blinked, then shrugged with a crooked smile. "Sorry about your shirt. I'll wash it for you later." The glint in her eye made it clear she wasn't sorry at all.
I looked down, then met her gaze with a smirk. "Did you hear me complaining? Doesn't look as good on me as it does on you, but whatever."
She giggled, creeping as far forward in my lap as she could. "You know we're a mess, right? You're bottomless, I'm topless..."
Laughing, I looked down at the shorts she was still wearing. "Yeah, but between the two of us, it's like one of us could be dressed. That's gotta count for something, right?"
She snorted, bright and infectious, sounding as if she was on the edge of a giggle fit. I pulled my shirt over my head and used it to gently wipe the remains of the cum from her chest and where it had spread down to her stomach.
"It's already ruined, so what's the difference, right?" I said, working carefully around her breasts before tossing it aside.
Stacy leaned in, kissing me again, relaxing against my now bare chest. The warmth of her skin on mine helped the moment fade into a sweet, easy intimacy. She turned sideways across my lap and nestled into me, her head finding that spot between my neck and shoulder, with one arm draped lazily over my chest. My breathing finally started to even out, and I realized how good it felt just to sit like that, with nothing urgent left to chase.
Stacy traced small circles on my stomach with her fingertip. "So, be honest," she murmured, her voice muffled slightly by my skin, "did that earn the thank-you I said you'd owe me?"
I grinned, letting one hand settle at the small of her back and the other on her thigh. "Pretty much exceeded expectations," I admitted. "Didn't know you had that in you."
She pulled back, looking offended. "Wow. Setting the bar that low for me, huh?"
I laughed, shrugging one shoulder. "No way. You just... surprised me. In a good way."
She rolled her eyes but smiled, poking my side with a finger. "I can do more than make chicken nuggets and boxed mac, you know."
"Clearly," I said, giving her hip a gentle squeeze. "Honestly, you just always seemed so... proper, and above all that somehow."
She gave me a sly smile. "Guess you don't know me as well as you thought."
"Guess not," I said returning her smile.
We sat like that for a while, her draped over me, the sounds of the TV drifting in the background. With her pressed close to me, everything else seemed distant, content just to stay there with her.
Stacy looked up at me, with a soft expression. "You ever think about what happens after this?" she asked quietly. "Like... school, and everything changing?"
I considered it, staring up at the ceiling for a second. "Sometimes. Not too much, though. I know I don't want to be a drain on Julie forever, so college just seems like the right step, so she doesn't always have to support me and maybe I can pay her back one day."
She nodded, seeming to understand. "Yeah. I get that."
I brushed my thumb across her lower back, feeling the slow rise and fall of her breath. "You seem to think about the future a lot. Leaving, and what comes next. Let's just think about tonight," I said. "We've got plenty of time to screw up the rest."
I felt her chest shake in a laugh, but didn't actually hear anything. "Deal."
Stacy's finger continued to trace lazy circles along my skin, resting her head on my shoulder, so her hair fell over me. Suddenly, she lifted it, propping herself up to look at me with a mischievous spark in her eyes.
"Hey, random question," she said, full of fresh enthusiasm. "You ever gone skinny dipping?"
I shook my head, a little surprised. "No, never really had the chance. I mean, I didn't exactly grow up with a private pool in the backyard."
She grinned, eyebrows lifting in delight. "Well then, I guess now's your chance."
Before I could respond, she slipped off my lap in one smooth motion, reaching back to grab my hand and tug me upright. "Come on," she urged, already walking backward.
Letting go of my hand, she reached for the button of her shorts, popping it open. I followed her, matching her steps, and watching the denim slowly slide down her hips. It was almost hypnotic, and she made a show of wriggling out of her shorts and panties together, letting them fall to the floor in a small pile. My eyes followed the movement, taking in the subtle curves of her hips and the bare, soft skin revealed as she stepped out of the fabric.
She paused, letting me watch as she straightened up completely naked in the dimming light, and her shaved mound glinted as she tilted her hips toward me for just a second, revealing how wet she'd been from our previous activities. I took a quicker step forward, drawn in by what I saw, but she laughed and spun away, darting toward the back door.
"Catch me if you can!" she called over her shoulder, running just fast enough to keep the gap between us. I followed, not really trying to catch her, just taking in the sight of her bare, toned ass as it disappeared around the corner.
She made it to the patio first, barely pausing to slide open the glass door. The smell of the evening air rushed in, and without hesitation, she bounded out onto the deck and launched herself into the pool with a splash.
I stood in the doorway for a moment, grinning like an idiot, slightly concerned about what the neighboring houses to either side might be able to see. Stacy surfaced, wiping the water from her face, and looked back at me with a wild, triumphant smile.
"Well?" she called, voice echoing off the water. "You coming, or what?"
I stayed where I was, scanning the fence lines toward the neighboring houses. "You know it's not even dark yet, right?" I called, trying to sound less bothered than I was, even as my nerves buzzed. "What if the neighbors see?"
Stacy just laughed, paddling backward until she bumped against the far side of the pool. She propped herself up on her elbows on the edge, her bare chest rising out of the water, glistening in the dimming light. "So what?" she teased, unabashed. "Pretty sure it wouldn't be the first time anyone's seen something. And it's not like I haven't seen one of our neighbors doing the same thing."
She was completely unbothered, and her confidence made my own hesitation feel pointless. Her tits were fully exposed, leaving beads of the water clinging to her nipples that I could see were stiff even from here. I suddenly couldn't remember what, exactly, I'd been worried about. My eyes wandered over the glistening curves of her body, as droplets traced their way down her skin.
"Come on," she called, wiggling her fingers in challenge.
Chapter 20
That was all it took. Stepping forward, I dove straight in, the water felt refreshing in the summer warmth. I swam underwater for a few strokes and surfaced right in front of her, catching one of her nipples lightly with my lips as I came up. She gasped, surprised but delighted, arching into me for just a second before I quickly kissed her. She tasted of pool water and she laughed, trying to keep up with my teasing.
Then, grinning, I pushed off the wall and floated backward, watching as she slid back in after me, her hair fanning out around her like a halo.
"Not so shy after all," she teased.
I shook my head, grinning wide. "Guess that body of yours is a bad influence."
She just bit her bottom lip, as we drifted closer together in the center of the pool, the rest of the world feeling far away. The nerves and thrill of being naked outdoors seemed to be turning everything electric. Stacy spun away with a practiced kick, flicking a splash of water at my face.
"Hey!" I called after her and wiped my eyes. "So that's how it's gonna be?"
She stuck her tongue out, gliding in a circle around me. "You're the one who started it with your sneak attack on my nipple," she teased, swiping her hand along the surface to splash me again.
I lunged for her, but she darted away, just out of reach. I did, however, catch her by her ankle under the water, giving it a playful tug, and she shrieked, twisting free and kicking off the wall to float on her back, her breasts rising above the water line.
"Can't catch me," she taunted, lightly kicking her legs. I chased after her, diving beneath the surface, and came up right beside her, catching her with an arm around her waist.
She gasped and giggled, wriggling in my grip, but didn't try too hard to break away. My free hand sneaked a pinch at her hip, and she retaliated by reaching under the water and giving my bare ass a playful squeeze.
"How dare you?" I accused, feeling my dick swelling. "I feel so violated!"
She winked, twisting in my arms to face me. "You love it."
She broke away, this time swimming for the steps. I caught up, and before she could climb out, I caught her by the waist, lifting her just enough that her legs kicked out in front of her. She shrieked, then twisted in my arms, wrapping her legs loosely around my hips as I drug her back to deeper water. Underwater, her hand trailed boldly down my thigh.
I nipped at her shoulder, feeling my erection bump up against her, when she twisted, pinching me under the water, sending us both splashing apart. The playful game went on with little pinches, and sneaky grabs, while the two of us were laughing and taunting, all sense of modesty forgotten under the open sky.
Every accidental brush, every glimpse of her wet and shining body, only cranked the pressure higher in my groin. It seemed both of us enjoyed pretending not to notice how much we wanted it to go further, savoring the teasing, since neither of us were quite ready to let the game end.
She splashed at me again, giggling as she floated backward, letting her breasts break the surface yet again, and I'm sure it was with the sole intention of trying to tease me.
"You know, for such a strong looking guy, I really thought you'd be able to do a better job keeping ahold of me," she teased, flicking water at my face with her toes.
"Who said I was really trying?" I argued, drifting closer. "Maybe I just like watching you squirm to get away."
She kicked off a nearby wall, trying to glide away, but this time I was ready. I dove at her, grabbed both her ankles, and yanked her smoothly toward me. She squealed, laughing, and ended up wrapping her legs around my waist.
All the teasing and touching meant there was no hiding anything. My erection pressed right up against her slit when she latched around me, and the bare contact was electric and impossible to ignore under the water. Stacy's hands gripped my shoulders; her lips parted in surprise as my cock skidded over her clit. She was slick, even in the water, causing her to bite her lip, her eyes meeting mine. The unintentional contact had sent a spark of both shock and thrill passing between us.
"Jesus, that thing is fucking hard," she whispered, a breathless, playful taunt, but her hips wiggled against me all the same.
I tightened my hold around her waist, feeling her shiver as I rocked my hips just enough to slide over her again. "Yeah, so it's kinda hard to hide anything right now," I said, my voice takin a more serious tone.
She laughed, but it was shaky at best, and her eyes had gone half-closed. "Maybe I don't want you to."
We hovered there in the water where it was just deep enough to keep my feet on the ground, bodies pressed close, the teasing game suddenly abandoning the teasing part. I felt her legs tighten at my sides, her core grinding softly along my length, and the urge to take things further was almost overwhelming.
I slid my hands down her back, gripping her ass beneath the surface, and using my fingers to spread her wider. I flexed my cock, lifting her to line myself up. Stacy's breath caught and her eyes fluttered closed as I pushed the head against her entrance. There was a moment of resistance, feeling like there was less glide than I'd expected, but I pressed forward anyway, easing inside inch by inch.
She gasped, her forehead dropping to my shoulder, letting out a small whimper as I filled her. She was tight - tighter than usual, the water adding a strange pressure or maybe the lack of lube, yet everything was both hotter and more awkward than I'd expected. My hands squeezed, pressing her closed tighter around me, and holding her steady as we tried to find a rhythm, while she kept her legs wrapped tight around me.
It was anything but smooth. Each thrust was short and jerky, the water seemingly working against us, making every movement feel off. I slowed, pressing a kiss to the side of her head, feeling the tension in her body.
"You okay?" I asked quietly, searching her face.
She nodded, but her jaw was tense. "Yeah, it's fine," she murmured, though I could tell it wasn't the truth.
I rocked my hips a little, still inside her, but hesitated. "Stace... really. Is it okay?"
She let out a shaky laugh, looking up at me with a crooked smile. "It's just... sex in water always sounds hotter than it is. It feels... weird. Like the water's washing everything away and, I don't know, it's like having water shoved inside me." She shrugged, trying to play it off. "Sorry. I just... it's not as fun as movies make it look."
I kissed her again, brushing her hair back. "We don't have to keep going here," I said, my voice soft. "We've got all night. Let's do this somewhere better."
"No, really, it's ok. If you've never tried it, we can stay here," she urged, lifting her head so I could see the sincerity in her eyes.
"It's alright, I've tried it long enough to know it's not as good as it was in your bed," I insisted.
Chapter 21
She just looked at me, smiling at the memory I assumed, when I got an idea. Looking around, I spotted the ladder out of the deep end. Before I could overthink it, I wrapped one of my arms tighter around her and started swimming us in that direction, keeping my cock buried inside her. It was an awkward swim as she used one arm to help paddle us in the direction I was heading. She held on with her other arm around my neck, and her legs squeezing at my waist.
When I reached the ladder, I planted my feet on one of the rungs and started to climb. She clung to me, refusing to let me go, until I stepped up high enough that her ass could rest securely on the pool's edge. Water spilled off her as the pool deck supported her weight, and her dripping skin looking sexy as hell in the fading light. I eased myself out of her, earning a small pouty sound, and then I nodded toward the ladder.
"Lean back," I told her.
She did, trusting me, and bracing herself on her hands. I grinned, then gently guided her legs through the bars of the ladder, one at a time, until a crossbar running between where it came out of the ground and went into the pool, pressed up against the back of her thighs, holding her wide open for me. Her knees bent, her heels hanging over the water, and the pose leaving her completely exposed and open for me.
I lowered myself down, pressing into the ladder with the backs of my arms to hold me in place, so my face sat just inches from her smooth, bald pussy. Water dripped off her, and I took in the view, now my first time seeing her up close. Her lips were already swollen, and still parted from where I'd been inside her. I saw the faintest shiver of excitement running through her body as she watched me examine her up close, with only light from the dusk sky.
Bracing my arms against the rungs a little tighter, I held myself in place, eye level with her, and a hungry smile on my face. "Just relax," I said, letting my breath fan over her sensitive skin. "Let me make it up to you for the water, and give you a proper thank you for earlier."
I pressed my hands to the backs of her thighs, holding her steady as I leaned in. The chlorine from the pool was still sharp in my nose, but under that, her natural scent was starting to come through. It wasn't much, just a mild, musky scent that was pleasant and unmistakably her. I let my breath brush over her wet lips for a moment, watching her shiver, before I pressed my tongue flat to her slit.
It was my first time tasting her, and it was different at first from some other girls I'd been with. It was clean, almost washed-out from the water, but as I traced up and down her folds, lapping gently, the faint tang of her began to return, and with each pass, the slickness under my tongue changed from cool pool water to the real, sweet slippery taste I'd learn to crave.


Stacy gasped, and looking up from where I was, I saw her abs flexing and her fingers gripping onto the metal rail of the ladder. Her eyes were focused on me, watching everything I did. I licked her slowly, taking my time, exploring every inch. I parted her lips with my thumbs, letting my tongue circle her clit, then moved lower, flattening out to savor her, feeling her body tense and relax in waves.
I slipped one finger inside, being sure to go slow and careful after the abrasiveness of entering her in the water. I could feel the subtle change as the water gave way and her body gripped me tighter, welcoming me in. She made a choked, needy sound, trying to spread her legs wider though the bars of the ladder restricted how much she could move.
I kept my tongue working in slow, soft circles and gentle flicks over her clit, alternating the pressure, watching her shudder and twist. Her hips began to jerk up to meet me, but the crossbar of the ladder holding her steady. My finger curled inside her, coaxing out more of her slick fluids, and then I added a second, feeling her clench tight.
"Oh, fuck, Zack..." she whimpered, through a trembling voice.
I groaned reflexive against her at the sound of her words, unintentionally letting the vibration travel through her body. I couldn't help savoring the way she started to lose control. My hand kept a steady rhythm, moving my fingers in and out as I licked and sucked at her clit, starting to pick up the pace, guided by every twitch and moan. Each time my tongue pressed just right, she let out a breathy gasp and jumped, her thighs trembling on either side of my head, unable to really move.
Her taste was everything now with no trace of pool left, just her, coming through sweet and intense. I kept going, building her up, letting the pressure build in her until one of her hands slipped from the bar and tangled in my hair, pulling me against her more forcefully.
"Oooh yes, baby. Those thick fingers feel so good inside me," she gasped, hips rocking helplessly against my mouth.
Taking the hint, I pressed in deeper with my fingers, flicking my tongue in quick, wet strokes, feeling her start to shake. Her whole body tensed, breath catching, and then she came hard. I could feel her legs trying to squeeze inward toward my head, but locked in place by the bars. Her thighs trembled against my shoulders as she cried out, not caring who heard.
I eased her through it, slowing my movements, kissing her gently, and tasting the last of her girl cum on my tongue as her body relaxed and she sagged back on the hard pool deck. Letting my head rest against her thigh for a second, I focused on catching my own breath, then looked up at her with a nervous expression.
"You know you were really loud, right?" I glanced around, half-expecting to see a neighbor peeking through an upstairs window.
She just laughed, her chest rising and falling, still gasping for breath. "Fuck 'em," she said, with conviction, leading me to think she wasn't kidding. "If they watched, they clearly didn't mind that much." The sheer boldness in her tone left me speechless, and all I could do was shake my head, grinning.
Carefully, I eased her legs free from the bars and helped her sit up on the edge of the pool. She reached down with both hands to cup my cheeks, and pulled me up until I was close enough for her to kiss me deep, pushing her tongue into my mouth with no concern of where it'd just been, tasting herself on my lips. I felt her shiver one last time, wrapping her legs around my back as she held me tight for a moment longer.
We finally broke apart, she moved back and I climbed the rest of the way up the ladder, standing dripping wet on the pool deck. Stacy stood next, taking her time, wringing water from her hair. As I reached for a towel, she flashed me a wicked grin and, instead of drying off, she made a show of slowly bending at the hips, wiggling her ass at me while she pretended to search around for something.
Taking it as an invitation, I grabbed her by the waist, making her yelp in surprise, and lifted her up. She squealed, wriggling in my grip, but I slung her easily over my shoulder, giving her bare ass a solid, playful swat. She laughed, kicking her feet, and thumping her fists at my back, but she never once told me to put her down.
"Hey! Who do you think you are, and what do you think you're doing?" she protested, but her voice was pure mischief.
"Taking you to bed," I said, striding through the door, both of us dripping water across the tile. "You didn't really think I was finished with you, did you?"
She just giggled, hanging upside down, and let herself be carried, swatting at my own ass, all the way down the hall and into her bedroom, where the door swung shut behind us. I tossed her onto the bed, maybe with a little more force than I meant to, and she bounced once, causing the bedframe to protest with a loud creak that made both of us freeze. For a split second, we just stared at each other, wide-eyed and afraid the bed was going to break, then burst out laughing, shaking off the last of any nerves.
Chapter 22
She lay sprawled out, and still wet from me having scooped her up before she could dry off. I watched her giggling as I crawled onto the bed beside her. She grabbed my arm and pulled me down, her mouth finding mine. Our bodies pressed together as we kissed, and her wet skin rubbed against mine, cooling in the air-conditioned room.
Her hands roamed over me, skimming her fingers along my back and chest before she gently pushed me onto my back, to straddle my hips. Stacy held my gaze, a devilish grin on her face as she slowly slid lower, her thighs squeezing around me until she settled on my legs. She leaned forward, kissing down my stomach.
She took me in her mouth again, using her tongue to circle the head, then took as much as she could inside. Her mouth was hot, and she was seemingly working up more spit, sucking me just long enough to make sure I was coated in her saliva, and using her hand to smear it along my shaft. I let out a ragged breath, watching her with the anticipation building as she pulled off and wiped her mouth with the back of her hand.
Without a word, she slid forward, guiding herself over me. Her knees were braced against the mattress as she positioned herself above my cock. When she met my eyes, her pupils were fully dilated, and then she sank down, taking me in inch by inch. I couldn't get over how her body felt so tight and warm. It was so much better than the water had been.
As Stacy eased herself down onto me, the warmth of her enveloped my cock in one slow, steady motion. She exhaled sharply, when her ass finally settled against my hips, bracing her hands on my chest. For a moment, we both just breathed, savoring that first, perfect penetration and the way her cunt clenched and relaxed around me.
I ran my hands up her thighs, gliding my fingers over the still-damp skin, squeezing at her hips before slipping to her waist. I gripped her, urging her into a slow, up-and-down motion, my hips coming up to meet her body, rising and falling in a rhythm that quickly came more forceful, than it was fast. Each time she dropped down, I could feel the subtle clutch of her muscles, the heat and slickness growing with every stroke.
She leaned forward, her wet hair tumbling down around her face, and I cupped her breasts, filling my palms with their weight. Her nipples were hard, pebbled from the pool and the cool air, and I rolled them gently between my fingers, drawing a shiver from her. She leaned in, pushing her chest into my hands, her head dropping forward in pleasure.
"God, that feels good," she gasped, riding me harder now.
Abandoning her lovely tits, I slid my hands down, squeezing the soft curve of her butt to feel it flexing with each rise, then encouraging her to grind on me instead of just bouncing. She got the message quickly, rolling her hips in a slow circle, grinding down and stirring my cock inside her. The pressure changed, every angle hitting both of us differently, making her moan and clench around me.
Her pace alternated - up and down, then back to grinding, back and forth, every movement making my head spin. She braced herself on my shoulders, her nails digging in as she rocked, riding out her own pleasure with a single-minded focus.
I did my best to match her rhythm, thrusting up into her as she rolled her hips, feeling her body milk me with every twist and squeeze. The bed creaked beneath us, our bodies moving together, and the drying pool water giving way to sweat building on our skin as the tempo built.
She bent down, forcing her tongue into my mouth, she started to move faster, bouncing up and down on my cock, her ass slapping against my thighs. My hands never stopped palming her breasts, gripping her waist, digging into her ass as I tried to keep up.
"Fuck, Zack," she panted, her voice sounding a bit more frantic, "God, yes- just like that. Don't change a thing" Her hips snapped in a hard, perfect grind, and I felt her clench around me, her pleasure building again.
I flexed up against her, every muscle straining, and completely lost in how good she felt on me. Even the sound of her moans, were driving me forward, along with the way her body took over and worked me until neither of us could think straight.
The sensation was amazing, from the combination of Stacy's wet pussy gripping me, and the sight of her riding me so openly. I tried to hold on, biting my lip and clutching her hips as she bounced on my cock, but the way she ground down and twisted her body around me. It was all too much.
I gasped, my hips jerking up into her on their own as the first wave hit. "Fuck- Stacy, I'm coming-"
She didn't slow down, keeping the wild and relentless pace, looking straight into my eyes as I finally let go. My orgasm tore through me, my cock finishing deep inside her, flooding her with every spurt. She grinned, her lips parted and eyes wild, rolling her hips to keep me as deep as possible, but never letting the stimulation slow.
At some point, Stacy's hand had shot down between her legs, two fingers circling her clit in tight, furious little motions. She kept riding me, grinding hard so I stayed deep, her body gripping me as her own pleasure peaked.
"Come on, come on-" she whimpered, breathless, her fingers moving as fast as they could. I could feel her walls clenching, milking me as I was already starting to soften inside her, compared to her whole body which was taut with desperation.
Then she shattered, a ragged cry tearing from her throat as her hips bucked and she spasmed around my cock. Her fingers didn't stop, drawing every last tremor from her body as her orgasm rippled through her, until finally she collapsed forward, her hair falling over both of us. I could feel her chest heaving from the effort.
Recovering from the last aftershocks, I felt her shudder against me. I wrapped my arms around her, holding her close, feeling of her body resting on mine. My hands slid lazily along her back, tracing my fingers over the bumps of her spine as I tried to catch my breath.
"Jesus," I finally managed, my voice still shaky. "That was... insanely hot."
She didn't answer with words, just made a contented, muffled noise, with her face half buried in my neck, leaving me fighting the tickle of her breath against my sensitive skin. Her body still trembled faintly with aftershocks, as her hips settled more heavily on top of me with no energy left to support her own weight.
I stroked her hair, planting a gentle kiss on her forehead. "Seriously, Stace. That was unbelievable."
She nuzzled in closer, a sleepy, satisfied hum escaping her lips. "Mmm," was all she said, but I felt the smile against my chest.
For a while, we just lay there, tangled up in the silence, comfortable with her body draped over mine. Neither of us moved to break the spell since there was nowhere else we needed to be. In fact, it was still relatively early, all things considered.
That's pretty much how the rest of the night went. We never bothered getting dressed - hell, we didn't even collect our clothes from the living room - just drifting from the bed to the shower and back again, each round somehow just as intense or more playful than the last. Sometimes it was slow and lazy, sometimes fast and breathless, but every time, it left us a little more exhausted until the last.
By the time midnight rolled around, the sheets were half off the bed, the bathroom floor was wet from a second shower to wash my cum off her tits for the second time that night, and that turned into another session, until we were both so spent it felt impossible to move. We finally collapsed back onto her bed, the room faintly smelling of a weird mixture soap and sweat, sex and cleanliness, our skin to warm and slick to even think about getting beneath the covers right then.
Stacy curled up against me, her head resting on my shoulder, one leg draped over mine, so our bodies fit together perfectly. I held her there, listening to her breathing as she drifted off. I held the hand she had resting over my chest.
We fell asleep like that, sated, warm, and for once, not thinking about anything for once that night, too exhausted to concentrate.
Chapter 23
I was the first to wake up and for a minute I just lay there, letting myself get my bearings. It didn't take long to remember I was in Stacy's bed and not my own. But then the familiar, insistent pressure in my bladder made itself known, joining the dull throb of my morning wood. I knew if I didn't get up soon, things could only go bad.
I tried to move as quietly as possible, and slowly slid my arm out from under her. She let out a sleepy, little moan that made me freeze. I watched her brow knit for a second, pressing her lips together like she might wake, but then, she just shifted a little, pressing back into the pillow, and her breathing went slow and steady again. Relief washed through me that I didn't wake her.
Once I was sure, I slipped out from under the covers and tiptoed across the room, making sure I left the door cracked, so I didn't wake her when I closed it. Every part of me wanted to crawl right back in bed, but there was no ignoring the morning urgency. I ducked into the bathroom, closing the door softly behind me.
Staring down at myself, I realized that just focusing on not waking her had done half the work for me and my erection had faded enough that I could at least angle myself toward the toilet. Once I was finished, I shook my head, looking at my reflection in the mirror, and wondering if I'd ever get used to mornings like this, waking up hard, sore, and stupidly happy in some girls bed.
By the time I was finished in the bathroom, the sleepiness was gone for good. My body had decided it was ready to face the morning whether I liked it or not. I started back toward the bedroom, glancing in through the door to Stacy's room. She was still dead asleep, one leg kicked out from under the blanket, but her breathing was still steady. For a second, I thought about crawling back in beside her, but I knew I wasn't getting back to sleep.
Instead, I wandered down the hallway. The genuine hardwood floor felt cool compared to my skin still carrying the warmth from her sheets. There was something oddly satisfying about wandering through their house completely naked. The thought sent a small thrill through me, that felt like a reckless buzz that I'd never experienced before.
Then I realized I'd never actually been upstairs here before either, so I made my way toward the staircase. The house was silent except for the soft creak from one of the steps as I went up. At the top, the hallway opened into a landing that was set up like a bonus room, loft type area with bookshelves that lined one of the walls, and a half-finished puzzle that sat on a table under a window. A blanket was thrown over the arm of a chair, and it struck me as exactly the kind of spot Liz might curl up with coffee in the mornings.
Moving on, I opened the first door to find a guest room that was neatly made up but clearly unused. The next was a small workout space consisting of a yoga mat, a few free weights, and a stairstep machine, all spaced throughout. It wasn't anything fancy, but it had a distinctly feminine touch. I could picture Liz in tight leggings with earbuds in, and a ponytail bouncing as she moved. I tried not to linger on that image for too long.
Past that was another bathroom, and then a home office. I hesitated at the door before stepping in. The space was tidy but used, with papers stacked neatly, what appeared to be a clean coffee mug on a coaster, and photos that were scattered across the desk and shelves. Some were family shots of her and Stacy at various ages: school events, a prom photo, a recent one of Stacy in her graduation cap.
There were others too that looked like vacation pictures, casual snapshots of them on beaches or hiking trails. A few of Liz caught my attention showing off her figure in a light sundress, with a drink in her hand and that flashy smile of hers. Then there were the pictures from fancier events showcasing Liz in evening gowns that clung to her body in a way that would make any man's heart race.
I tore my eyes from the last photo, realizing how long I'd been standing there, bare-ass naked in Liz's office. I was even half-hard after staring at her pictures like some perverted voyeur. Guilt twisted through me, but it didn't exactly drown out the pulse still working to engorge my dangling cock between my legs. I forced myself to step away, telling myself I'd seen enough, and that I'd already crossed a line I shouldn't have. But my body didn't seem to care what I told it.
I slipped out of the office, backtracking back down the stairs. The house was still silent, and the morning light spilling through the upstairs windows gave everything a soft glow. I committed to going back downstairs, to head back to Stacy's bed. Instead, my feet carried me toward the opposite end of the house.
I walked down the short hall I'd watched her disappear down just a few days ago, passing more family photos and framed artwork, finding the door to Liz's room. I hesitated, resting a hand on the handle, the same prick of conscience creeping back up again, but curiosity and the dull twitch below my waist won out. I pushed the door open and stepped inside.
Her bedroom was larger than I expected, easily twice the size of Stacy's. The layout alone screamed how different their lives were from mine, even if Stacy had said her mom got the house from the divorce. A king bed dominated one area, layered in plush, neutral bedding. There was a faint trace of perfume or high-end air fresheners clinging to the air. The furniture looked like it was made of rich wood, polished and elegant, with everything perfectly coordinated.
I moved slowly, being careful not to touch anything. Her bathroom door was open and I headed toward it. It was set up like something I'd only seen in movies. It was spacious, with a large walk-in shower of tile and multiple showerheads, there was a separate soaking tub beside the window, and a long double vanity lined with bottles. They appeared to be expensive-looking perfumes, lotions, and a few scattered makeup brushes. It felt lived in, but effortlessly feminine.
Off to the side, an open doorway led to a walk-in closet. I stepped through, and my mouth fell open. Rows of neatly hung clothes stretched across the walls consisting of elegant dresses, blouses, jeans, even delicate robes that felt insanely soft between your fingers. There were built-in racks that held rows of heels and flats, and even a central island filled with drawers.
I hesitated only a second before sliding one open. More jeans, neatly folded. Another of athleticwear, and workout tops. The next was casual shirts, and tank tops. I tried to convince myself to stop with each one I'd opened. Then I opened the one below it.


It was the jackpot I didn't realize I was looking for.
Piles of lace, silk, and satin. A rainbow of textures and colors, all folded and arranged with care. Some pieces looked soft and modest, but others were tiny enough that I could probably fit a dozen of them in my fist. I reached out, grazing my fingertips over the smooth fabric of a black lace bra, imagining how it might look stretched across Liz's chest. Or better yet, how it feel under my fingers if she were actually wearing it. My heart thudded hard in my chest, with every inch of me aware of how wrong this was and how badly I wanted to see more.
I stood there for a moment, the temptation proving too much. Carefully, I moved the various items and reached for one of the bras that I could see a tag sticking out of. It was a black lace thing that was almost see-through. I turned it over in my hands, half-expecting to hear footsteps behind me, and I could feel my heart pounding at the thrill and the risk. The tag said 34D. I didn't really know what the numbers meant, but I knew what her tits looked like the day I'd seen her through the window at the party. They'd been full and perfect, bouncing just a little as she'd pulled her dress back up, completely unbothered by the idea of me watching.
I swallowed, letting the bra fall back into place, the style burned in my mind. Closing the drawer, I moved deeper into the closet and looked at the rows of dresses and stacks of shoe boxes until I found another door at the far end. It opened back into her bedroom, along the far wall from where I'd entered. The sheets on the bed were crisp and unwrinkled, with several pillows stacked neatly along the top. Her whole room had the feel of a magazine photo, nothing like Stacy's, and probably half the size of the entire apartment I lived in.
Curiosity was still coursing through me, so I made my way to the nightstand. The top drawer was harmless enough, only hiding a magazine with folded pages, a tube of lotion, a couple of pens, and a stray lip balm. Nothing too personal. I slid it shut and tried the one beneath it.
That's where I found them lined up neatly, almost clinical. At first I just stared, not quite processing. There was a small, purple thing, barely the size of my thumb with a single button at one end. If I hadn't known better, I'd have thought it was some kind of tech gadget. Next to it was a larger, jelly-like one, that was more... lifelike, the shape impossible to mistake. But the last one made me pause from the translucent purple, with beads inside the shaft and a strange side attachment that looked almost like a cartoon dolphin. It had a couple of little sliding switches near the base.
I picked it up, thanks to the curiosity overtaking any guilt. I thumbed the first slide, and the whole thing buzzed in my hand stronger than I'd expected. I tried the second, and the beads inside started to spin while the dolphin attachment wriggled in a way that was both hilarious and, if I was honest, kind of intimidating. I had to clamp my hand over the beads to keep it from being to loud.
Staring at the toy in my hand, the absurdity of it caught up to me. For a second, my mind went to picturing Liz, naked in this very bed, using it on herself, maybe with her legs spread wide. I tried to shake the mental image, but it was stubborn, planting itself in my brain.
Then the most insane thought hit me: what if I actually licked it? Part of me recoiled at the idea of putting my mouth anywhere near something shaped like a dick, let alone one that vibrated, but another part of me was just as fascinated by the thought of tasting anything that had been inside her. I gripped the base a little tighter, before finally snapping out of it. No way. I set it back in the drawer, suddenly aware of how stupid I was being.
As I put the toy down, something underneath caught my eye. Wedged beneath the pile was an old porn magazine. The woman on the front was all centerfold-style and naked, posed for the camera. I blinked, thrown for a second, wondering if maybe I'd misunderstood everything. Maybe that was why she never seemed fazed when guys flirted with her and she always brushed them off with a smirk. Maybe Liz just wasn't interested in men at all.
I closed the drawer quietly, feeling more confused than ever, and backed away from the nightstand. I'd definitely crossed a line somewhere in there, and the guilt started to creep in, finally overriding the stubborn arousal I couldn't quite shake. Enough, I told myself. I'd seen more than I ever should have.
I slipped out of her room, pulling the door closed softly behind me and headed down the hall. By the time I reached the kitchen, the adrenaline had started to fade, leaving me with a raw, restless energy. The house way to quiet with just me sneaking around in it.
I started rooting through the cabinets and fridge, finding coffee, eggs, some bread. Making breakfast felt like the right move. Something I could offer to Stacy, after last night. I scrambled a couple of eggs, toasted bread, and hulled some strawberries, all while doing my best to keep quiet so I wouldn't wake Stacy too soon.
Once everything was ready, I loaded up a tray with two plates, the coffee, and a bowl of mixed fruit to go with the strawberries, and made my way back to her room. She was still sprawled out in bed, hair a mess, half-covered by the sheets. The morning light painted her in soft gold, and for a second, I just stood there, admiring the parts of her sticking out from under the sheets.
Her breasts were fully exposed, rising and falling gently with each breath. Even lying on her back, they sat high and proud on her chest, showing off the impressive mounds that caught the sunlight. Not feeling the same immediate need to paw at them as I did last night, I noticed the faint remainders of old tan lines. They were just barely visible against the smoothness of her skin. She'd clearly been working to even them out, but I could still see the difference in shades at her bikini line. Centered on each was a small, perfect nipple. They weren't as dark as Liz's had looked through the window, but there seemed soft and delicate against the golden glow of her skin.
As much as I wanted to sit and appreciate every detail, I figured I should probably wake her, before she woke up on her own, to catch me perving on her.
"Hey," I whispered, setting the tray on her nightstand. "Wakey wakey. I brought you breakfast."
She stirred, squeezing her eyes shut tighter, and reached out for me, with a sleepy smile on her lips. For a moment, everything else faded to be replaced by the simple pleasure of sharing a quiet morning with her.
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Chapter 69
Aiden stood in the kitchen with a pan heating while refilling the coffee maker with fresh water. Standing there waiting, he heard her bedroom door open.
"Morning," Lisa said, coming out in her oversized sleep shirt.
Natalie followed in drawstring shorts and a tank with her hair a mess, and still unbrushed. They'd both slowed when they saw him.
"Morning," Aiden said, eyes moving from Lisa to Natalie and back.
"Coffee?" Lisa asked, already at the machine.
"Yeah. Pick a pod," he said, flipping the lid for her.
"I'm just gonna grab a water," Natalie said. She moved to the fridge, grabbed a bottle, and took a drink, but it didn't help calm her nerves. Natalie's fingers fussed with her waistband before dropping them to her sides.
"Want some eggs?" Aiden asked.
"I'm good," Lisa said. "How about I take a shower, then we can all figure out the day together." She glanced at Natalie and she couldn't help the flirtatious look that came out, so she tried to hide it with a turn of her head.
"I'm fine with whatever," Natalie answered, setting her bottle on the counter without looking up.
"How was your night, sweetie?" Lisa asked Aiden.
"Good. Nothing special," he said. "And thanks for understanding I had plans. I felt bad that you came up yesterday and I dipped out."
"Don't worry about it," Lisa said. "It gave Natalie and me some time to catch up."
"Cool. And how was your night? You two do anything?" he asked.
"It was good," Lisa said, giving Natalie the quickest glance. "We just went to the hot tub and then hung out here."
"Yeah- it was good," Natalie echoed, setting her empty glass by the sink.
"Are you sure you don't want a coffee? Come on, what are you in the mood for?" Lisa asked, opening the k-cup drawer. The smile she had though, was a little too big.
"Whatever," Aiden said, chuckling as he shook his head at both of them.
"What?" Lisa asked, all innocence.
"Nothing."
"Come on," she said, dropping a pod into the machine. "What?"
"Really, it's nothing."
Lisa reached past Natalie to grab a mug, her fingers brushing Natalie's wrist. Natalie stepped back, trying to make it look like she was just giving Lisa room.
"Let's hear it, Aiden," Lisa said, looking over. "Spit it out."
"Oh, for the love of God, Mom," he said, setting the spatula down and rubbing his forehead. "I know you and Natalie-" he gestured between them, then exhaled. "I know about you and Natalie."
"Aiden," Natalie said, strained, but keeping her focus on the counter.
Lisa's eyes slid to Natalie.
"Don't worry, she didn't say anything," Aiden cut in. "I heard you that first night we came up here."
Color rose in Natalie's cheeks. She picked up her bottle, took a small drink, and set it down with care.
"All right then," Lisa replied, steadily. "I guess that just means we don't have to pretend anymore, do we?"
"I'm not twelve," Aiden told her. "You never had to hide anything from me in the first place. Not that any of it's my business."
"Fair, I've always told you to be honest with me, so I guess you should expect the same," Lisa returned. "I care about her. I care about you. Let's not turn this into a secret or a show."
Aiden flipped his eggs, watching the pan. "Is this... actually a thing? Or what's the deal."
Lisa cleared her throat before looking to Natalie, seeing if she wanted to weigh in. She didn't.
"'A thing' would honestly be too strong a choice of words," Lisa answered. "It's clearly more than a one-time deal, but it's not like we're together."
Aiden worked the spatula under the eggs. "Got it. You're casually seeing each other, or whatever."
Natalie nodded once. "That's... closer."
He slid the pan off the burner. "Okay then."
Lisa exhaled, letting some of the tension leave her shoulders. "Then let's stop circling it. We're good?"
"Yeah," he answered. "We're good. I've been good, I was just asking."
A small pause carried the moment until Lisa finally spoke up.
"Let's get out for a bit," she said, with a little more cheer in her voice. "We can do brunch, and get some fresh air. We'll figure out the rest of the day after."
Aiden tapped the spatula on the rim. "I'm literally making eggs."
"Since when has an egg ever filled you up?" She lifted an eyebrow. "You'll eat them now and be hungry in an hour."
"Two eggs," he countered, but smiled.
"You'll live." Lisa set her mug down. "A shower for me, then we go."
Natalie reached for her bottle. "We could try that spot on Stone by the park. The one with the patio."
"I'm down," Aiden said. "They do decent pancakes."
"Perfect." Lisa backed toward the hall. "Give me ten minutes. Maybe fifteen."
Aiden plated the eggs turning to Natalie. "You sure you don't want some?"
"No, thank you," Natalie said. "I'm gonna go get dressed."
"Yeah, I will right after I scarf these down."
She gave him a quick, meaningful look. "Thanks for getting that out in the open."
"No worries," he replied with a shrug. "I mean, if she's gonna try to sneak in little touches and be that bad at hiding it, then we might as well just lay it out there."
She considered him for a moment, and with a nod she left to get dressed, and the apartment settled into the bustle of a late Saturday morning. Aiden finished his eggs in a few quick bites, rinsed his plate, and ducked into his room to swap sweats for jeans and a clean tee. When he came back out, Lisa was waiting by the door, with damp hair, and her sleep tee traded for a tank and shorts. She was tapping out a message on her phone but looked up the second he stepped into the hall.
"Ready?" she asked, smiling.
"Yep." He checked for his wallet, pocketed his keys, and waited for Natalie.
She joined them a minute later, perching her sunglasses on her head. "Let's go before it gets crowded."
The three of them walked down to the street, feeling the sun already warming the fall air. At the crosswalk, Lisa rested her hand briefly on Natalie's shoulder, a gesture so casual it might have gone unnoticed a day ago. This time, Natalie let it happen, barely acknowledging the gesture. Her eyes stayed forward, focused on the crossing signal ahead.
Brunch was a simple affair. The hostess put them on the patio under a string of faded umbrellas. Lisa sat on one side, nudging Natalie to slide in beside her. Conversation stayed light at first, revolving around orders for pancakes, omelets, and a giant cinnamon roll for the table.
Aiden watched the way they interacted, more curious than bothered. He stacked butter wrappers, forked up pancakes, and gave them space.
"Okay," Lisa said after a lull. "Level with me, how have you been since you called?"
Aiden tipped the syrup onto his pancakes. "Better. It was just a rough day. I wasn't sure how I did on a quiz, sleep had been a bit rough, and I guess I was just feeling a bit unsure of things. I'm sure I sounded worse than I was," he lied, not wanting to bring up his concerns about Natalie.
"You didn't just sound tired," Lisa said. "You sounded like you used to, when you'd be spiraling about something."
He grimaced. "Nah, it's just school, it's nothing really. Natalie's made me a couple good meals since then, I got some sleep... I promise, I'm not spiraling. I guess I just needed my mom for a minute," he continued, attempting to flatter her and get her to let the topic go.
"I came because you sounded wrung out," she said. "I'm not here to hover- just to see you with my own eyes."
He nodded. "I know, and I appreciate it. I really did feel bad bailing last night, but I'm good, I promise."
Lisa looked to Natalie, and back to Aiden. "You'd asked if I'd heard from Natalie. Is everything okay between the two of you? Were you not talking or something?" she pressed.
They both poked their food around, taking small bites and trying to avoid eye contact.
"We're fine," Natalie said, finally breaking in. "As far as I know, everything's good."
"Yeah," Aiden said quickly. "We're good."
Lisa studied them. "Then why won't either of you look at me?"
Aiden glanced up. "Mom, please, everything's fine. I swear."
"Does this have anything to do with... me and Natalie?" Lisa asked.
Aiden let out a short laugh. "I haven't given it any thought. Who you two see is up to you, even if it's each other. That's your deal, not mine."
Lisa searched his face, then Natalie's, and let it go with a nod. "All right." She set her fork down. "After we finish, could we stop and check out a few stores? There were a few little clothing shops on the way here that looked super cute."
"Sure," Natalie said. "I've got nothing planned for the day."
Aiden, on the other hand, gave a groan. "I'm sorry, but do you mind if I just head back? Sitting around while you two try on clothes doesn't sound like how I want to spend my Saturday."
Lisa waved off Aiden's protest with a smile. "Go. We'll call you if anything comes up."
He finished his juice, stood, and tucked his chair in. "Don't have too much fun shopping."
"No promises," Lisa called after him, her mood lightening a notch.
Chapter 70
After Aiden left, the mood between Lisa and Natalie relaxed. They wandered down the block, taking their time until Lisa spotted a boutique with bright sundresses out front and tugged Natalie inside.
Lisa made a beeline for the swimwear racks and began flipping through hangers. "You know, I could use something new. That bikini from last night is barely holding together."
Natalie smiled, picturing the bold print and high-cut bottoms. "It looked a bit like it was struggling, but not because it's worn out."
Lisa grinned, then pulled a coral two-piece from the rack and held it up to her waist. "You think this one's too much?"
"No, I think it's perfect for you. Definitely your color."
She didn't hesitate, heading straight for the dressing rooms, pulling the curtain tight behind her. "Seriously though, right, Nat? I think this place was made for me. They have so many cute items."
Natalie waited by the racks, casually browsing what they had while Lisa's voice floated out from behind the curtain about summer concerts and sunscreen brands. A minute later, she emerged, tugging the new bikini into place, turning sideways in the big mirror.
"Well?" she asked, striking a quick pose.
Natalie gave an approving nod. "You look amazing."
Lisa checked herself once more, then beamed. "Done deal. I'm getting it." She ducked back inside to change, then grabbed a bright pair of cheap, but fun sunglasses before heading to the counter.
After the bags were packed, Lisa looped her arm through Natalie's as they stepped outside. "Just so you know we're hitting your pool when we get back. No excuses."
Natalie shook her head, laughing. "It's heated, but don't expect it to feel like a hot tub."
"That's fine. We can just do little dips in it then. It's still warm enough out, I can work on my tan."
Back at the apartment, they dropped their bags in Natalie's room. Lisa pulled out her new bikini, then poked her head down the hall to find Aiden where he'd been sitting on the couch with his phone.
"Hey!" she called. "We're heading to the pool. Grab your suit."
Aiden looked up, raising an eyebrow. "I just got comfortable."
Lisa waved a hand. "You can be comfortable out there. I didn't come all this way to sit inside. Besides, you already ditched me last night, you're not doing it this afternoon too."
Aiden let out a groan. "You two go ahead. I'll catch up later."
Lisa crossed her arms, grinning. "Nope, not happening. You're coming- it's family time. You can consider it part of my visitation rights."
Natalie peeked around the door, towel over her shoulder. "You might as well give in. You know she's not gonna take no for an answer."
Aiden tried for one more protest. "Can I at least finish what I'm doing?"
Lisa held up a finger. "Ten minutes. Pool deck. No excuses."
He couldn't help but smile at her stubbornness. "Fine. But if you sunburn, I'm not gonna be the one to go buy you aloe."
"Deal!" Lisa shot back, already heading for Natalie's room.
Natalie slipped into her own suit and tied her hair up, catching Lisa adjusting the fit of her new bikini in the mirror. "You're really something, you know that?"
Lisa just winked, grabbed the towels and speaker, and led the way out.
True to his word, ten minutes later Aiden showed up in board shorts and a t-shirt, carrying a bottle of water. Lisa greeted him with a triumphant little cheer and waved her arms around the empty pool area. "See? It's not so bad."
Natalie set her phone aside, eased herself into the pool, and watched as Lisa did a quick twirl in her new bikini before diving in. She surfaced with a wide grin, splashing water in Aiden's direction.
He backed up a step, laughing. "You're in a mood today."
Lisa flashed him a victorious grin. "That's what happens when I finally get to drag you outside. Now c'mon, get in before I make you."
Natalie laughed, finally letting the energy between the three of them settle into something a little more relaxed. The afternoon sun beat down, the water was warm enough to not feel like she needed to jump right back out, and despite everything that had changed, they almost felt like a family for the moment.
The afternoon unfolded in the pool with an easy, infectious energy. Lisa started it by tossing a foam ball she'd found earlier at Aiden the second he sat at the pool's edge. He scooped it up and tossed it back, sending it arcing right over Lisa's head so that Natalie had to stretch to catch it.
Lisa grinned. "Okay, so here's the game. First person to drop the ball has to go back to the apartment to grab us all water."
Aiden gave them both a mock-apologetic look. "One of you two are toast."
Natalie rolled her eyes but played along, laughing as Lisa made up more rules as they went - no holding onto the side, you could only tread water, you had to throw left-handed every few rounds, you could only hold the ball for two seconds. It was ridiculous, but fun.
For a few minutes, they were just three bodies in the water, shrieking with laughter as Lisa, who was highly competitive, tried every trick to win. At one point, she clambered onto Aiden's back, trying to keep him from being able to catch the ball. "Mom, you're cheating," he called, ducking as Natalie lobbed the ball their way. Lisa just cackled, clinging on, her feet making a mess of splashes.
When Aiden still managed to catch the ball, Natalie finally relented, sinking down until the water washed up to her chin. "All right, you two win. I surrender."
Lisa raised her arms in victory, then slipped off Aiden's back and sent a spray of water in both their directions. "Go get me my water!"
Aiden grinned and climbed out, shaking water from his hair. "I'll go get them. Natalie, you want anything while I'm there?"
She shook her head, squeezing water from her hair and following Lisa to the sun loungers. "Just a bottle of water is fine."
Lisa flopped onto one, stretching out with a satisfied sigh. "That was what I needed. You two are good for me."
When he made it back, Aiden settled in next to her, their chairs angled so they could both watch the pool. He passed Lisa her bottle and tapped his to hers.
Natalie dried off and took the seat next to them, but stayed quiet, tucking her towel under her. She watched as Lisa kicked a foot at the end of Aiden's chair, the two of them chatting about old road trips and how often she'd really gotten them lost. Lisa nudged his leg with her toes, laughing when he tried to imply that he didn't think they ever ended up where she intended, and just lied to play off being lost.
Natalie let herself watch them for a moment. She enjoyed seeing Lisa's smile, and the familiar way she teased her son bringing the playful rhythm of their back-and-forth. There were similarities of Lisa in the way Aiden smiled, and the way he furrowed his brow when he pretended to be annoyed. The commonality stood out to her, not just in the physicality, but in the warmth and openness they carried together.
Something twisted deep in her stomach. She'd always admired how close they were, and how easy it was for Lisa to show affection, or to make people make room for her, and fill the space with enthusiasm. Now, watching them like this, Natalie felt an emptiness as the two bantered back and forth. A wish that she belonged to something as comforting as they did, and a guilt that swept in at the thought she could cause a rift between them.
Even now, some part of her couldn't help but want Aiden the same way she wanted Lisa. The guilt came in quickly setting over her. Guilt over what she and Lisa already shared, tangled with the thoughts of Aiden that kept creeping in, uninvited, and reminding her of how she wanted him too.
Lisa's laughter carried, and Aiden glanced over, his mouth forming into a smile that looked exactly like his mother's. Natalie turned her face toward the sun, closed her eyes, and let herself drift, just for a moment, in the glow of what she had, and everything she wanted.
Chapter 71
Back in the apartment, the mood was relaxed. The sun had drained them all, leaving them draped on the couch and armchairs with snacks within reach. Some reality show spin-off flickered on the TV. The cast was older now, but all the same drama still circled, just about different things. Aiden sprawled sideways with the remote, remembering when he was a kid and his mom used to watch the original version, all bronzed skin, messy hookups, and club lights of the roommates living in some shore house. Natalie curled at one end of the couch with her feet tucked beneath a throw, while Lisa sat cross-legged on the floor in front of the couch, close enough to steal handfuls of popcorn every so often.
For a while, everything felt simple. The hours after a swim had been full of food, laughs, and the fun energy of Lisa, leaving them all lazy, sated, and each of them just existing together. Eventually, during a break for commercials, Lisa muted the TV.
"Okay," she said, taking on a serious tone. "I need to say this before I don't get around to it, because I'm heading out in the morning."
Aiden groaned. "Don't get all sappy."
Lisa rolled her eyes but she stayed serious. "I mean it. I need to know you're both good when I go. Whether you'll admit it or not, I can tell things have been weird between you two for some reason, by the way you both react whenever I ask. So, if there's a problem that you're not telling me, I need to know you'll at least talk about it with each other. For real. I can't help fix what I don't know about, and I hate leaving with things up in the air. I care about both of you, and Aiden moving in here was my idea. I don't want that to be the cause of some sort of problem, and no one say anything, or whatever the issue is."
She looked back at Natalie over one shoulder, then over the other at Aiden. "Promise me. Both of you."
Natalie moved, pulling the blanket tighter. "We'll talk if there's ever something we can't figure out. I promise."
Aiden sat up, mouth quirking at the edge. "Mom, there's no problems! How many times do I have to say it? Don't make me regret calling you."
Lisa just kept her eyes locked on his. "If there's no problem, then there's no reason you can't promise me this, in case anything comes up in the future."
"Yes, I promise. If anything ever comes up, we'll talk it out," he relented.
Lisa searched their faces, reading them both for any trace of hesitation, then nodded, satisfied. "Good, that's all I need. Now, turn the volume back up. I want to see which of these meatballs is gonna hit the ground first."
Aiden grinned. "You would want to see them fall on their face."
"They're the ones that do it for national television," Lisa said, settling back in with a fistful of popcorn.


Natalie watched them, relief working its way in under the lingering guilt. For tonight, at least, the promise to talk seemed to be enough.
Aiden finally pushed up from his spot, stretching his arms overhead. "I'm wiped. I'm gonna watch something in my room, and probably crash."
"Night, kiddo," Lisa called, wiggling her toes at him.
"Night, Aiden," Natalie echoed, offering a small wave as he slipped out of the room and closed his door.
For a few minutes, the apartment fell into the background hush of just the murmur of the TV. Lisa waited only moments before climbing up beside Natalie, folding herself against her, and pulling the blanket across their laps. She slipped her arm around Natalie's waist, her hand coming to rest low on her hip, holding her close until their thighs pressed together. The familiarity of it, the way Lisa's body fit so easily against hers, always surprised Natalie with how quickly things could turn from friendly to charged with her.
Lisa brushed Natalie's hair back, tucking it behind her ear, her fingers lingering as they moved along her neck. "Finally, some time with you all to myself," she murmured, leaning in for a kiss. Natalie turned willingly, meeting her lips in a slow, searching press. Lisa's thumb traced lazy circles against her side, the rest of her hand finding its way under Natalie's shirt, gliding over warm skin.
Natalie shivered, and didn't pull away, but when Lisa's hand began to drift higher, she caught her wrist, holding it against her ribs and pinning it there. She didn't try to push it out, just stopped it from climbing any further. Her hand stayed where it was, warm against her bare skin.
Lisa's eyes flicked up, questioning. "What's wrong?" she asked quietly, her nose brushing Natalie's.
Natalie hesitated, feeling her heart thump in her chest, her thumb stroking the back of Lisa's hand from over the shirt. "We're in the living room. If Aiden comes out... he could be in the kitchen in two seconds."
Lisa kissed her again, softer and more coaxing than urgent. "He already knows, Nat. We don't have to hide anymore."
"I know, but..." Natalie trailed off, closing her eyes for a second. She felt the heat from Lisa's palm, the way her fingers felt against her. She didn't let go. "That doesn't mean he needs to see everything. I have to live with him after you leave."
Lisa's mouth quirked. "No he doesn't. We could... take this to your room instead," she suggested with a little back and forth of her head.
Natalie didn't answer right away, leaning in and resting her forehead against Lisa's. The moment lingered, her nerves tingling with the feeling of wanting two things at once. Wanting Lisa close, yet wanting to not be seen wanting Aiden. And feeling guilty for all the thoughts she'd had about him.
Lisa's hand stayed where Natalie kept it in place, just resting against the curve of her side, heat soaking in, letting her thumb make tiny circles.
After a minute, Natalie sighed. "He already knows about us because... he heard us. That first night you stayed over. He told me a while ago, but I didn't want to make things weird by telling you."
For the first time, Lisa's confidence wavered. She blinked, her cheeks going pink. "Yeah, I caught that when he mentioned it this morning." A nervous little laugh slipped out, low and breathy. "That's- wow. Okay, it's kinda embarrassing."
Natalie couldn't help but smile, shifting just enough to nuzzle Lisa's jaw. "Yeah. I've wanted to tell you, but... You just walk through life with no shame, don't you?"
Lisa's eyes sparkled, even though her face was red. "It's not that I have no shame. Just... less shame, I guess. At least until right now." She laughed again, more genuinely this time, burying her face in Natalie's shoulder. "God, I can't believe he heard us. I wonder what else he's heard that he's never told me. We've always been so open, I guess I just always figured he'd call me out on keeping him awake or something."
Natalie loosened her grip, finally letting Lisa's hand drift up to her collarbone from under the shirt, pulling the lower hem up to mid-stomach with it. Lisa took the invitation and kissed her again, slow and deep, the room shrinking to just the two of them for a moment.
They stayed like that, tangled together on the couch, leaving the TV forgotten. Natalie traced lazy lines along Lisa's arm, her heart still skipping every so often. She wasn't sure if she was more embarrassed, relieved, or just grateful to feel wanted at all.
Lisa's blush lingered, but she smiled, pressing a final kiss to Natalie's neck before settling against her side, both of them finally relaxing into the hush of the night, letting their worries drift. And Lisa, unaware of what Natalie had witnessed on that very couch, roughly only a week earlier.
Chapter 72
The morning sun hadn't fully crested the horizon yet as Lisa zipped up her carry-on sized suitcase. She moved quietly, not wanting to wake Natalie, who was still tucked in bed. Aiden waited by the door, with his keys in hand, and watching as Lisa hefted her bag, not wanting the wheels to make any noise. She gave the living room one last sweep to make sure she wasn't missing anything.
"Ready?" he asked.
"As much as I'm gonna be I suppose," she said, smiling at him. "Thanks for getting up to walk me out."
They stepped out together, everything quiet at this hour of a Sunday. In the parking lot, Aiden popped the trunk and hoisted Lisa's suitcase in, shutting it with a soft thud.
Lisa caught his hands before he could step back. "Hey. Before I go, I just want to say something." She didn't let him pull away, her thumbs rubbing over his knuckles.
He looked down at her expectantly.
"Listen," she started, her voice softer than usual, "first, I caught how you found out about us. I should've said something to you myself. You and I- well... we've always told each other everything after losing your father, and I hate that you had to hear it like that," she joked, trying to make light of it. "Or that you even had to walk around wondering. That's on me, and I'm sorry."
Aiden shrugged, giving her a warm smile. "It's fine. If we're being honest, it's not like it's the first time I'd heard something like that. I just... didn't know you were into chicks, that's all."
Lisa's laugh came out small and honest at his admission of hearing her before, as well as regarding her sexuality. "It's not really a thing, honey. It's not like I've got some secret history. With Natalie, it just sort of happened once, and... well, I guess it's continued to happen on occasion." She squeezed his hands. "But that's it. There's nothing you need to figure out or stress over. And I really hope it's not what's making things weird between you and her. Because just so we're clear, Natalie and I-" she gave him a look, lifting her eyebrows, "we're not a couple. So, if she's dating someone, or seeing anyone else, she's not cheating on me, and you don't need to go carrying that around like some kind of obligation. Her and I talk all the time. I don't want you worrying about your mom, or about her, or thinking you need to play secret keeper for anybody. Okay?" she finished, taking a deep breath.
She searched his face, her whole confession out in the open with no edits.
Aiden held her gaze, then gave a genuine smile. "Okay. I get it, and I'm good. Promise."
She let go of his hands and pulled him into a tight hug, her head tucked beneath his chin. He hugged her back, giving her a solid squeeze and kissed the top of her head before he let her go.
"Drive safe, Mom. Love you."
Lisa patted his cheek, eyes a little brighter. "I will. Text me if you need anything, all right?"
"Yeah. I will."
"Love you, too." She gave him a wave and slid into the driver's seat, glancing back once with a smile before she pulled away. Aiden watched her go, a small, lingering smile still on his lips as he turned back toward the apartment and the day ahead.
Chapter 73
He closed the door behind him; Lisa's words stuck in his head more than he wanted to acknowledge. She could always sense when something was off, and she'd practically begged him to talk if there was ever anything going on with Natalie. But the problem wasn't something he could actually just come out and say. Not to Natalie, and absolutely not to Lisa.
He moved through the apartment, not really seeing it, while his mind looped back to that night on the couch. They went days without speaking, and only God knows what Natalie must've thought of him now. If it wasn't for his mom coming up, they could very well still not be talking. No matter what Lisa thought, the real thing between him and Natalie wasn't about her. The root problem was about him wanting Natalie. About not knowing how to stop focusing on it. Or stop making bad decisions.
Aiden set his keys on the coffee table as he sat on the couch, when he heard Natalie fumble with her door knob behind him. She stepped out wrapped in an oversized tee, with hair sleep-mussed and half lidded eyes.
"Is she gone already?" she asked, groggily.
He nodded, not quite looking at her. "Yeah. Just now."
Natalie rubbed her eyes, then leaned against the hallway hall, seeing he was fully dressed. "You going somewhere?"
"No, I just walked her out." He paused, trying to sound calm despite the thoughts that he'd just been swirling around. "When she woke me up, she said her schedule's about to get more back to the usual. No more weekends off for a while. She knew it was only temporary, but it's finally over."
Natalie gave a small, tired smile. "Yeah, she'd mentioned that to me the other day."
An awkward pause hung in the air. Aiden fiddled with the edge of the couch cushion, trying not to think about how many times he'd replayed that night since she'd stopped talking to him.
"You sleep okay?" he managed.
She nodded, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear. "Eventually. We hung out watching TV for a while." She said it softly, like she was measuring how he'd respond.
Aiden huffed out a laugh, finally looking up to meet her. "She loves her reality TV."
Something in her expression softened, but she didn't say more. Instead, she crossed to the kitchen, grabbing a bottle of water from the fridge.
Lisa's words from last night kept circling his mind- about them needing to talk, and how she'd made them promise. He wanted to say something, anything, but all he could manage was, "I can make breakfast, if you want. I may not be a chef, but I've gotten pretty good at making eggs different ways."
Natalie sat in one of the chairs to the side of the couch, pulling the hem of the shorts leg down, before propping it up on the table, her smile was almost as beautiful as he remembered it being a couple of weeks ago. "Sure. I'll take coffee, too."
He nodded, feeling a wave of relief wash away some of the nerves. As he started for the kitchen, he wondered if this was what moving forward looked like in how it was awkward, and just a hint of tension, full of things unsaid, but not completely broken. For now, at least it was step toward the relationship they had built.
Aiden pulled two plates from the cabinet and slid eggs onto each - scrambled for him, over easy for her. The coffee finished with a dribble, and after a moment, he set a mug next to Natalie's plate.
"Thanks," she said, cupping it. "Smells good."
He shrugged. "It's the Aiden specialty at this point."
They ate at the table. Small talk filled the time, asking about her job, his classes, passing the salt flashing a quick smile when one of the yolks broke clean.
"I'm going to do some yoga before I hop in the shower," Natalie said, finishing her coffee.
"I'll give you some privacy," he answered. "I've got a lab write-up due anyway, so I'll be in my room."
She nodded. "Sounds good." A small pause. "Thanks for the eggs."
He cleared the plates while she rolled out her mat on the balcony. When he passed through to grab a drink, she had her hair tied up and was in the middle of a pose. He slipped by, making sure to not linger and closed his bedroom door.
For an hour the apartment settled into parallel routines. Natalie moved through poses, breath steadying as her body loosened. In his room, Aiden typed, erased, typed again, staying focused on his report and repeatedly pushing the image of her doing yoga out of his mind.
By mid-morning, Natalie finished, rolled up her mat, and headed to the shower. After, she traipsed into the kitchen in shorts and an old tee and started a grocery list. Aiden drifted out of his room, and leaned on the counter when he saw her.
"We need anything besides the usual?" she asked.
"Granola bars. And, uh- those yogurt cups."
She wrote it down. "I'll go in a bit. Want to come?"
He considered, then shook his head. "I should actually finish up while my brain's cooperating."
"Okay." She capped the pen. "Text me if you think of something."
"Will do."
She left around noon, came back texting him to ask for help carrying everything up. Aiden met her outside and picked up the heavier of the bags. They put things away side by side, bumping once at the fridge and both saying "sorry" at the same time. It broke something small in a good way, like when she taught him how to cook.
He made himself a bowl of ramen for lunch; she chopped tomatoes and threw together a quick salad for herself. They ate on the couch, absently watching some cooking show, but neither were really paying attention.
Natalie forked a last bite of tomato, then set the bowl on the coffee table. The show babbled on about sauces, but she wasn't taking any of it in.
"We should talk," she said, eyes on the screen. "Not right this second, but... soon."
Aiden's ramen paused halfway to his mouth, caught off guard. Composing himself, he brought the bite the rest of the way, giving a small nod. "Yeah," he managed. "I know."
"I meant it when I told your mom we would, I just need to gather my thoughts first, I guess." She drew a small breath. "Tomorrow's stacked for me. What about Tuesday night?"
He nodded again, a quick, uncomfortable motion. "Tuesday works."
"Here in the living room," she added, trying to give some sense of structure to it. "After dinner, and no dodging it."
He huffed a quiet laugh that wasn't really a laugh. "Okay. No dodging."
"Good." She picked up her bowl again, moving toward the kitchen. "Thank you."
He reached for the remote and turned the volume up a notch, as if that could take the edge off. "I'm gonna finish my write-up after I eat," he said, almost afraid to look away from the TV to see what her expression may be. "Then I'll get out of your hair."
"You're fine," she answered. "I'm doing laundry and a couple emails, then I might go for a jog."
He nodded, grabbed another mouthful, and chewed in the hopes of seeming calm. After a minute, he stood and carried his empty bowl to the sink. "Just let me know if you need anything," he said over his shoulder.
"I will."
He washed the bowl and left it in the rack, then headed for his room. Natalie leaned back, watching him after he passed, and let the clock in her head start counting down.
Evening came and went. She read on the balcony for a while; he half-watched a game on his laptop with earbuds in. Later, they ended up in the kitchen again, building simple quesadillas and sharing the limited counter space, trying to not crowd each other. He plated them, she brought the salsa, and they ate standing up around the small island, both a little tired.
"Thanks for breakfast and lunch," she said, rinsing her plate.
"You did the salad," he countered. "And thanks for washing my towels. Team effort."
She smiled. "Good night, Aiden."
"Night, Nat."
With both bedroom doors closed, he stared at his ceiling for a long moment, hearing his mom's voice in his head and seeing the way Natalie had looked, out of the corner of his eye. He could still hear the cautious tone when she said they needed to talk.
In her room, Natalie set her phone on the nightstand, leaving it face-down. Soon felt too close. For now, she'd survived the day and that was something.
Chapter 74
Natalie was up before Aiden. Having taken a quick shower, throwing her hair in a ponytail, and with a blazer over a simple top, she started to head out. Deciding she didn't want to seem like she was still evading him, she left a note on the fridge at eye level - "Have an early meeting at work. Promise I'm not avoiding you." - and headed out.
Work moved fast. There was an early morning check-in with the marketing team about some edits on a campaign brief that needed urgent attention. The rest of the morning consisted of vendor calls, and a spreadsheet that refused to cooperate. Around noon, Lisa texted
Lisa : Sorry I left without waking you yesterday. You okay
Natalie: All good, I'm not offended. Busy day though today.
Lisa sent back a heart and left it there.
Rush hour traffic on the way back gave her too much time to think. By the time she parked, she'd already ran through several different versions of what she might say tomorrow night, and none of it sounded right in her head.
Aiden was at the table with his laptop when she came in. He had earbuds in, watching what appeared to be a lecture, with a half-empty mug of something next to him.
"Hey," she offered.
He tapped his spacebar, pulling one earbud free. "Hey. There's still leftover quesadillas if you want it."
"Thanks." She warmed a piece, ate at the counter, then joined him with her own email open. They worked in quiet for a while, a small, workable peace.
Later, she changed into soft pants and a tee and put on a show for background noise while she folded and did some light cleaning in the living room. Aiden wandered through during an inning break, grabbed water, and paused.
"Do you need any help?" he asked.
"No, it's alright. I'm actually just finishing up," she answered, sitting down on the couch.
"Just let me know when you're gonna clean," he muttered, a hint of a smile. "I'm happy to help, I just don't think about it."
"I appreciate the offer," she finished.
They watched ten minutes together without comment. At some point, he said he'd turn in early. She told him to sleep well. The doors closed, and Natalie stared at the TV, wondering if they needed to talk. With a sigh, she muttered to herself "No dodging." Her words had set the expectation.
Natalie woke with that uncomfortable tug in her chest and the sense of a clock ticking. She dressed a little nicer than Monday with a simple dress, and flats. She got out the door, grateful for the drive.
Work was a blur, operating more on autopilot than anything else. Finalize copy. Approve a layout. Give notes on a landing page. A coworker asked if she wanted to join for lunch; she begged off and ate at her desk, jotting a few lines on a sticky note instead:
-"I saw you that night."
-"I didn't mean to."
-"I don't think less of you."
-"We have to be careful."
-"We can't... but I think about you."
The lines getting more carried away, the longer she went.
On the way home, she stopped to grab a pizza and a six-pack. In the car she practiced a sentence out loud, then laughed at herself. "I'm definitely going to need a drink for this," she muttered, and tried again.
Back in the apartment, Aiden met her at the door and took the pizza from her. She lifted the six-pack with an awkward smile. "Figured I might need something other than wine tonight."
"Then I better be allowed one too," he said.
"Of course," she answered, trying to sound casual.
They moved around each other grabbing plates, napkins, a bottle opener. She slid a bottle to him without comment and cracked one for herself. The TV stayed off. They ate at the table and let small talk carry them as best they could in broken conversation. How the lab write-ups came out, a group chat he'd gotten sucked into about a project he'd already finished, a new layout her boss really liked. He said the pizza place was solid. She told him he could pick the place next time. The whole evening was pregnant with the expectation of what was to come, but they managed.


When they finished, he stacked plates and carried them to the sink. "I'll take care of these."
"I'm gonna throw the box out," she said, folding cardboard and wiping crumbs from the table.
At the edge of the living room, she looked at the couch and the two chairs around the coffee table. She nudged one chair an inch toward the other and set out two coasters. Aiden noticed, rubbed his palms on his jeans, and gave a small nod.
"Ten minutes?" she asked.
"Sure," he said.
They split - she to rinse her face and change out of her work clothes, and he to save what he was working on when she came in and to close his laptop. The apartment settled into a hush, like it knew what was coming.
When she came back, Natalie picked one of the chairs, and dropped down into it, sitting with her legs crossed. Aiden took the seat across from hers. Both looked as though they were trying to figure out how to start.
"Okay," she finally said, his eyes raising to meet hers. "Let's talk."
Chapter 75
"Okay, so- we both promised Lisa we'd talk, and I think it would be best if we just put it all out there," Natalie started, holding her bottle and twisting it by the neck.
Aiden nodded, picking at the label on his own. "I know."
A silence stretched as they both drank.
Natalie was the first to cave, glancing at him. "We should probably just say it out loud. Saturday... on the couch."
Aiden stared at his beer, as his teeth clenched. "Yeah," the word came out quiet, and drug out.
She fidgeted with her bottle, summoning the nerve. "I got up for water after I'd gone to bed... Obviously I didn't mean to see you- but I did."
He winced, face going a little red. "So you did see me. Okay... I figured as much, but fuck..." he trailed off for a second. "First of all, I'm sorry. How much did you see?"
She nodded, just as embarrassed. "Well I mean... I saw you. Pretty much the whole thing."
He let out a breath, rubbing a palm across his face. "Shit. I wanted to believe I was just hearing things. I thought maybe I'd heard you, but-" He paused. "You didn't say anything."
"What would I have said?" Natalie took a long sip. "Hey, just checking if you need more privacy to clean up? Or should I just stand here and critique your form?"
That made him snort, easing the tension just a hair.
"I figured you'd... I don't know- yell at me or something. That night, the next day, anytime you crossed my path."
She shook her head, forcing a rueful smile. "I froze. Then bolted. You have to know how mortifying it was for me too, right?"
He swallowed, then looked at her, a little braver with the beer settling in. "You say you saw pretty much the whole thing. Does that mean- Did you... actually watch?"
Natalie's cheeks flushed but she didn't look away. "Yeah. For a second. I should've left sooner. I'm sorry."
He shook his head with an awkward smile. "You don't have to apologize. I mean, I was the idiot jerking off on the couch." He took a long drink. "And you were- what, just standing there?"
She nodded, biting her lip. "Pretty much. It was like watching a car wreck. Except..." She trailed off, glancing at him, weighing her next words. "Except it wasn't just shock, I have to admit, I was kinda fascinated by it."
That got his attention. "Seriously? What do you mean?"
Natalie took another swig. "I mean, it wasn't just you. I-" She stopped herself, then barreled on, cheeks warm. "After I got to my room, I... I had to, you know... take care of myself. It wasn't just you who needed to relieve some tension."
His eyes widened, then darted away. "Oh! You- right after?"
She nodded, giving a nervous laugh. "Yeah. So, if you're worried about being the only perv, you're not. I just had the sense to use my own room."
He let out a breath out of a mix of wanting to groan at being an idiot, and trying not to laugh. "That actually makes me feel a little better."
A silence held for a minute. Natalie sipped again, then set her bottle down. "If we're laying everything out- before all that, you were rubbing my feet."
Aiden half-grinned, half-grimaced. "Yeah. Sorry if that was too much."
"Honestly?" She looked at him, no dodging now. "It felt amazing. Too amazing. I should've stopped it sooner, but I didn't want to."
He met her eyes, emboldened by the beer. "I didn't want to stop, either." His mouth twisted. "You noticed I... looked up your shorts, right? I mean I swear you were looking right at me at one point, when I looked up."
Natalie's eyes narrowed, a little smirk slipping out. "Yeah, you weren't exactly subtle. But I didn't make you stop, did I?"
He shook his head. "I didn't mean to be a creep. I just... you looked good. You always do. And the way the legs of your shorts were draped open..."
A quietness settled over them that felt charged and intimate. She tucked her knees up, arms folded loosely. "I'm not just saying these things for fun, or to toy with you. If we're going to live together, we need to be honest about the situation. Aiden, it's not just you. I think about you, too. Way more than I should."
He exhaled, finally saying, "Same."
She smiled sadly. "I mean, we both know nothing can actually happen. There's so many reasons, but it doesn't change what I think about. We have to be careful though. You live here. Your mom- God, if she knew..."
He shook his head. "I know. I get it. I don't want to mess up what we have, or make things weird. I just- yeah, I think about you, all the time."
Natalie studied him, both of them buzzed enough to let the words hang. "It's not nothing. But it can't be something."
Aiden nodded, eyes falling to his beer. "Yeah. Again, I get it."
She nudged the coffee table toward him with her foot, trying to get him to look up. "Promise me we'll keep talking, even if it's awkward."
He looked up. "Promise."
They both sipped, letting the truth settle.
Natalie broke the silence opening another beer, sounding a bit more playful now. "So, if we're done making confessions, next time you decide you need to relieve yourself, just swear you'll do it behind a closed door next time, okay?"
He laughed for real, instantly going red. "Yeah, I think I've learned my lesson as far as that goes."
She grinned, relaxing a little more, followed by another pause.
Natalie tilted her beer, considering him. "What do you say we get out of here tomorrow night? Go down to The Copper Rail. They've got pool tables, decent fries, and I can drink while I kick your ass at pool."
His smile took over his whole face. "You're on. But I'm not going easy on you."
She clinked her bottle to his. "The question is, will I go easy on you?"
The moment stretched, and everything less tense with a layer of guilt lifted. Natalie's laughter was genuine as she drained the rest of her beer, feeling a little lighter than before, having laid everything laid out on the table finally.
They were winding down, a handful of empty beer bottles on the table between them. The mood was looser, and a little punchy from everything they'd admitted. Natalie stretched her legs when Aiden spoke up suddenly.
"If we're being open, can I ask you something? About the laundry?" He didn't quite meet her eyes, fiddling with the bottle cap of a fresh beer.
Natalie blinked, unsure of where he was going. "If this is about socks going missing, I'm just as lost as you."
He shook his head, flushing a little. "No, uh... it was that same day. I'd done laundry, and later I found a pair of my red boxers folded on top of the dryer that I guess I'd missed. But I'd already washed them that morning, and... let's just say they didn't exactly seem clean." He risked a look at her, half sheepish, half accusatory, and wondering if he'd just imagined it.
Natalie's mouth parted, as her memory tumbled forward. The color hit her cheeks instantly. She covered her face for a beat, then peeked at him through her fingers, groaning softly. "Oh God. I completely forgot about that." One final secret she'd forgotten wasn't on the table quite yet.
Aiden's eyebrows shot up. "Wait- so you did do something. What... happened?"
Natalie let her hands fall into her lap, then grabbed her beer, taking a long swig. "Okay. Honesty hour, right?" She glanced at him, saw the earnestness in his eyes, and let out a laugh that was a combination of nerves and resignation to this moment of drunken confessions they'd already established. "I didn't steal them or anything, if that's what you're thinking. I was folding laundry, and I found them- your boxers. They just... I don't know, I got curious. I tried them on. For like... a minute."
Aiden's jaw dropped a little, surprise mixed with amusement and a flush of something deeper. "You wore them?"
Natalie tucked a knee to her chest, shoulders hunched, but she was smiling now despite herself. "Yeah. I was alone, the apartment was quiet, and I was already... in a mood" She bit her lip. "So, I put them on. I might have... used one of my toys, just to see what it'd look like. How you- how they'd fit on you."
His ears were red now, but he couldn't help grinning. "So that's why they were... I mean, I thought maybe I'd forgotten to actually wash them, but I also wasn't sure why that particular area would look a little... dirty."
She shook her head, mortified but laughing. "Nope, that was all me. I should've just tossed them back in the washer but I... honestly, I'd been so wound up, I liked the idea of you wondering. If you even noticed, I mean."
Aiden stared at her, caught between aroused and dumbfounded. "I can't believe you're telling me this."
Natalie rolled her eyes, letting the moment land. "Look, after all we've laid out tonight, what's one more humiliating secret? Maybe this makes us a little closer to even."
He let out a breath, then started laughing - a real, deep laugh that loosened everything left between them. "That's... honestly, pretty fuckin' hot."
She threw a napkin at him, cheeks still pink. "Don't make it a thing. I was in my own head, alright?"
He raised his hands, catching the napkin. "No judgment. I mean... now I really wish I'd seen that."
She grinned, shaking her head, still blushing. "Not a chance."
"Come on, at least let me see the 'toy'," he prodded.
"No fucking chance! You're just gonna have to wonder."
"At the moment, I'm wondering just how many toys you've got that you 'used one of' your toys," he continued, laughing and throwing the napkin back at her. He leaned back, taking it in. "So, all this time I've been embarrassed about you seeing me, and you were trying on my boxers and... yeah."
Natalie took the last sip of her beer, grinning at him. "Guess neither of us is as innocent as we pretend."
She held his gaze, the guilt in her chest finally replaced by something almost close to relief they'd talked. Even knowing she shouldn't be telling him any of the details she'd shared, didn't dampen the sense of calm that finally came over her now that they were able to talk and joke again.
Chapter 76
The little neighborhood restaurant bar was already busy when they walked in. The TVs on the wall were lit up with sports highlights, a few pool tables that were occupied, and a low thrum of conversation and laughter rolling across the open room. Natalie led the way to the bar, ordered a pint of lager, and nodded for Aiden to grab a soda. The bartender, barely older than Aiden himself, didn't bother checking IDs as long as she was the one paying.
They snagged a spot at an open table in the back. Natalie chalked a cue, rolling it between her fingers. "You ready to get spanked, little man?"
"Oh, it's on like Donkey Kong," Aiden laughed
"I'll let you break," Natalie said, starting to rack the balls.
Aiden gave her a look. "If you want to give me the opportunity to run the table-" he shrugged, "then who am I to pass it up."
She rolled her eyes. "Yeah, we'll see."
He cracked the rack clean. Two dropped. "Solids," he said, and they fell into a quick back and forth, trading shots, a couple of scratches, and just some light conversation. The first game went fast.
A waitress stopped by with her pad. "Food?"
"Wings and fries," Natalie said. "And could we get some extra napkins, please?"
"Of course. Anything else?"
"We're good," Aiden answered.
When the waitress walked off, Natalie tipped her chin after her. "She's cute. You should chat her up."
He smirked and lined up a shot. "I'm not shopping."
"Not even browsing? She has a nice ass, you could spank," she teased.
He almost spit out his soda, laughing at her reference to the girl he'd brought home one night. "Hard pass for now, but thanks for looking out."
Game two started. Natalie took a long pull from her pint and slid it toward him. He glanced around. "You sure?"
She snapped her fingers for him to hurry. "I wouldn't have given it to you otherwise. Either drink up before someone sees, or give it back."
He took a quick sip and handed it back.
Their food landed midway through the next rack. They ate standing at the table between turns, fingers shiny with sauce, and the napkins piling up. Natalie's pint thinned as she snuck Aiden more swigs, eventually ordering another round.
By game three the room had settled into its evening groove. Natalie was loose, laughing easier, and her dress skimming her legs when she bent to line up a shot. Aiden's eyes drifted down before he could think better of it.
She straightened up and eyed him. "You trying to distract yourself from the fact you're losing by checking out my legs?"
"Checking you out? Pfft," he scoffed, lifted his soda. "I was trying to see if I could spot a hint of my boxers under that dress."
Her mouth parted, then she laughed, surprised. "You did not just say that."
"I mean," he said, grinning, "I wouldn't have expected it before, but now I just don't know."
"You wish," she said, shaking her head, still laughing as she took her next shot.
"If you're gonna talk shit about me having smacked some girls ass one night, then yeah, I'm gonna give you shit, too."
The banter stuck, coming quicker as it went. He missed an easy corner while he was watching her, and she clucked her tongue. "Focus, rookie."
"Well, when you're standing at the pocket I'm shooting at, trying to cheat by distracting me..."
"Oh whatever!" she replied.
They finished another game and picked at the fries. Natalie dabbed her fingers with a napkin, eyes bright. "Alright, kiddo... Since you're accusing me of cheating, how about a wager?"
He leaned the cue against the rail. "You're on, name it."
"If I win the next one, you model a pair of my panties. My choice of what pair," she smiled mischievously.
Aiden choked on his drink. "What? Hell no. That's not even fair, I didn't get to see you in mine!"
Natalie grinned, enjoying the way he sputtered. "Oh, poor baby. Afraid you're gonna lose another round?"
"Absolutely not. Just- no way." He shook his head. "I mean, I doubt I'd even be able to get them on, and you don't really want me to stretch your shit out, do you?"
Her brows lifted at the thought, then she smiled teasingly. "You're only making me want to see it more. I bet you'd look adorable." Natalie batted her eyelashes at him teasingly.
"Yeah, 'cause I can only imagine how hot that would look," he said, rolling his eyes. "Okay, fine," he relented, "but if I win, you put my boxers back on. Tonight. And you have to recreate whatever you did with your toy while wearing them. Deal?"
Natalie laughed in response, not expecting him to have ever taken her up on it in the first place. Seeing him stare at her, with a cheesy grin, she decided to call his bluff.
"Okay, deal," she said smiling. "You're gonna look so good in a thong."
He shrugged picking up the cue. "We'll see." His eyes looked down toward her waist, wondering if she was wearing a thong under her dress now.
"Try to keep your eyes on the balls," she replied, lining up. "You're going to need to pay attention."
"I'm not even worried about it," he finished.
She sank the shot, the ball thudding, followed by the sound of it running down the track inside. "Oof, not looking good for you already."
Their banter bounced back and forth, with the pool table being just a stage for everything building underneath. As the game wound down, Natalie started talking more trash, Aiden matched her, neither willing to back down, and both feeling the stakes rising with every ball sunk.
Aiden made a risky bank shot, missing the corner pocket by a hair. Natalie pounced, running three stripes in a row and giving a little hip sway after each one.
"I've gotta ask," he said, chalking his cue, "how'd you get so good at pool, anyway?"
She grinned. "My ex used to love to play. I got tired of his attitude every time he won, so I played on my own until I could kick his ass. It's been years since I've played though. He kinda lost interest after always losing."
Aiden snorted, watching as she leaned in, ponytail swaying, checking next shot. He tried not to stare. He failed.
She sank another, then missed the eight, groaning for show. "Guess you get one last try before I shut it down."
He lined up, but his mind was racing. He could feel the way she watched him, waiting for him to crack under the pressure. He made his shot, but left himself bad position, and she took advantage. She circled the table, finding her best angle, then dropped the eight, nice and clean, nothing to argue.
Natalie straightened, triumphant. "Game. Set. Panties."
He let out a low, resigned groan, half-grinning. "Best of seven," he said, begging.
"Hell no." She placed her cue in the rack on the wall, placing her hands on her hips. "I'm already deciding which pair you're gonna wear. I have this little black mesh thong with-"
Aiden held up his hands in surrender as she joked, cheeks flushed. "Alright, you won. Just... nothing with bows."
She batted her lashes at him, voice syrupy-sweet. "No promises. If you're going to ruin a pair of my panties by stretching them out, then I'm gonna make it worth it for me."
They were both laughing when a shadow loomed beside their table. A tall, athletic guy with a square jaw, designer shirt, and a too-smooth smile sidled in, giving Natalie a once-over that made it clear what his intent was.
"Hey there," he said, in low voice. "You're pretty good with a stick. How about I buy you a real drink and see if you play as good as you look?"
Natalie flicked her eyes up, unfazed, and reached for a wing from their basket. She took her time, licking the sauce from her finger, letting her tongue stick out a little further than necessary, before sucking her finger while looking at him. "Thanks, but I'm all set." She glanced at Aiden, giving the stranger a smile that was pure challenge. "My boyfriend's got me covered."
The guy looked Aiden up and down, then back at Natalie. "Boyfriend?" His tone oozed disbelief. "You mean you're not just babysitting him or something? No offense, man, but what exactly do you bring to the table?"
Aiden bristled, squaring his shoulders, but Natalie just leaned closer to the guy, sucking the last bit of sauce from her finger. Her voice dropped, becoming a little playful and sultry. "Well, you could say he's... more than enough for me. It's not so much what he brings to the table, as much as it is that puts between my legs..." She started to hold her hands apart, brow furrowed as if measuring, eventually waving her hands off with a flourish. "Honestly, I don't even know. What I do know is that it's longer than both my hands, and one won't wrap around it."
The guy blinked, thrown off, then looked at Aiden, sizing him up again. "For real?"
Natalie smiled sweetly, then shot Aiden a wicked little glance. "Based on the fact I need a cold compress by the time he's done, yeah, I'd say for real."


Aiden fought the urge to smirk, adjusting his stance. The guy started to approach him with a look Aiden couldn't quite place, but figured it was best to prepare for the worst.
Coming within arm's reach of Aiden, he stared him in the eye for a second, then gave Aiden a rough pat on the shoulder. "If that's true, good for you, buddy." He let out a half-drunk laugh, then ambled off, glancing back once at Natalie, who was still smiling like the cat that ate the canary.
Aiden watched him disappear, then looked back at Natalie. "Longer than both your hands, huh?"
She licked the last bit of sauce off her thumb, eyes glinting. "I had to sell it. He wasn't getting the hint."
Aiden laughed, shaking his head. "You're gonna get my ass kicked one day, I can already tell."
She grinned, picking up her beer. "And you, my friend, owe me a modeling show. And from what I saw on the couch, I don't know that what I said is a lie." She winked before taking another swig.
He groaned, but the look he gave her was pure affection and a wild sort of disbelief. "Yeah, well, if you're serious, I'm gonna need a lot more to drink before that happens. I'll need the courage."
She raised her pint, toasting him. "You're a good sport, rookie."
He clinked his soda against her beer, feeling lighter than he had in weeks, enjoying this new dynamic.
Chapter 77
They left the bar in a swirl of cool night air and neon glow on the sidewalk. Natalie looped her purse over her shoulder, cheeks still flushed from laughter and beer. Aiden walked beside her, hands jammed in his pockets, trying to hide the grin that wouldn't leave his face.
The parking lot was full of cars, but empty of people. Natalie wobbled just a bit in her heels, bumping into Aiden as they stepped off the curb.
He steadied her with a hand at her elbow. "You alright?"
"I'm good," she said, laughing quietly. "I only had two beers and how much of that did you drink? So, I'm gonna blame it on my terrible taste in shoes."
He shook his head, the humor in his voice coming through as he wrapped an arm around her. "You're fine. I've got you."
"You had fun, right?" she asked, holding onto him.
He nodded, looking over to search her face. "Best night I've had in a while."
She smiled, finding her ponytail, and pulling the tie free. "Me too."
They walked in step without talking, the din of the bar fading to a low thrum behind them leaving only their steps and the beat of her heart in her ears. At her car, Natalie thumbed the key fob; the lights blinked and the locks popped. Her fingers wrapped around the handle, the metal warming beneath her grip. When she turned, Aiden was right there, standing several inches taller, but close enough to feel his body heat, his eyes fixed on her with a kind of hungry patience. She could tell he wanted her to close the gap, but he wouldn't make the move.
She'd never intentionally stood this close to him before. For a beat, she searched his face, so familiar, and suddenly not at all. Her pulse nudged upward, feeling the press of her dress against her own skin. Just days ago, she'd kissed Lisa with a desperate hunger, and now here she was, electricity buzzing through her veins at the thought of wrongness, and the certainty that she was crossing a line she may not be able to go back from.
He hadn't moved. His eyes stayed on hers. Aiden's hand began to lift, then settled back at her hip, his thumb finding the seam once more.
"Okay," she breathed, mostly to herself.
Natalie rose onto her toes and kissed him. It was tentative at first, her lips brushing his, half-afraid, but half-thrilled with crossing the line she knew she shouldn't. Barely a day had gone by since they'd agreed this very thing couldn't happen. Then something broke open and she pressed closer, the first brush of lips became a second, deeper one; her fingers slid up. His hands stayed at her hips, fingers tight against her hipbone, holding her in place but not taking over. She curled her arms around his neck, drawing him down until the difference in height all but disappeared.
He let out a deep, shaky breath, and suddenly he was the one pushing her, gently but firmly, back against the car. The metal and glass cooled the back of her, his mouth warmed everything else, as they met again, harder this time. Her hips arched off the door as she pulled him tighter. The world shrank to the scrape of stubble on her cheek, feeling the heat of his palms through thin fabric. She could feel her pulse racing in her neck. Every second felt stolen and dangerous, all of it impossibly new.
She let out a sound she didn't mean to make. He swallowed it, still not moving his hands, only his mouth, patient and hungry and young in a way that made her feel reckless. She tugged him in tighter and his own grip answered, firm at her waist. The kiss turned greedy in a mash of teeth, and the slide of his lower lip as she chased it.
They might have stayed tangled up like that, but a couple stumbled out, quickly followed by laughter. The guy gave a low whistle; the woman giggled, swatted at his arm, and told him to knock it off.
Natalie and Aiden's mouths parted slowly. They looked over, then back to each other, foreheads almost touching, breathing hard.
"We should go," she whispered.
Aiden nodded, his own voice barely more than a whisper, licking his lips. "Yeah. We should."
She smiled, a little out of breath, and went to open the door, finding it had relocked itself. Fumbling for her keys, she unlocked it once more. As she slid into the driver's seat, Aiden closed the door behind her and stood for a second, trying to get his heart rate under control.
Natalie looked up at him through the window, still grinning. "You riding with me, or are you planning to walk home?"
He laughed, circling around to the passenger side. "Sorry. With you, obviously."
The night suddenly felt different as they pulled out of the parking lot, the streetlights blurring past, as a whole new tension began simmering in the car. Neither spoke, not quite knowing what to say.
Inside the apartment, the silence between them felt more like a loaded pause, everything holding its breath with them. Natalie slipped her shoes off by the door and brushed her hands over her dress, feeling the memory of Aiden's mouth pressed against her still stamped across her skin.
She walked toward the kitchen hitting the lights, and glancing back. "I need a water," she said, trying to make it sound casual, though the words came out a little unsteady.
Aiden trailed after her, letting the door fall shut with a soft click. "Same," he replied, his own voice rougher than normal.
The cold air brushed her calves, when the fridge opened. She reached for a bottle, the familiar ridges grounding her for a moment. When she turned, Aiden was right there beside her, his shoulder just barely brushing hers. He reached in for his own, and the space between them shrank to nothing.
"About tonight," he said, then shook his head, a crooked smile surfacing. "I had a good time."
"Me too." She leaned her hip into the island and rested the bottle against it. "You played better than I expected."
"That sounds like a dig."
"It is," she said, and the smile that followed softened the jab, "-'cause you still lost."
Aiden laughed under his breath. "I'm aware." His eyes flicked to hers and held. "You really would've made me wear a thong?"
"I still might," she said, heat curling in her voice before she could stop it. "Depends how the rest of the week goes."
He swallowed. "And if I'd won?"
Natalie slid her bottle an inch on the counter, the plastic skidding. She couldn't help thinking about what they'd promised they wouldn't do, and yet, here they were. "Let's not pretend you wouldn't've insisted on collecting."
He didn't argue. "Hey," he said after a second, the teasing in his tone working as a release valve. "The thing you told that guy, about... your hands."
Her cheeks lifted; the flush there wasn't only from the beer. "He was being an ass. I improvised."
"Improvised, huh?"
She studied him, the crease of concentration at his brow, the way his thumb kept finding the seam of the label on his bottle. "Are you really fishing for compliments right now?"
"I'm not-" He stopped, finally grinning. "Maybe a little."
She took another drink to buy a second. "You don't need me to say it out loud," she replied, setting down her bottle. "You already know you're not average in that department."
"Maybe I'm just trying to make you think about it," he chuckled.
Something eased in him, something pride-adjacent but not arrogant. He stepped closer without quite realizing he was doing it. The island pressed against the small of her back. He set his bottle down beside hers, carefully, like he was setting down a glass thing that might shatter.
"Nat," he said, and the way he said her name made her feel it course through her.
She reached for him before she could talk herself out of it, one hand at the front of his shirt, fingers curling in the cotton. The kiss she gave him was firmer than the one against the car, and no less hungry. He kissed her back, his hands finding the same spot they had earlier. An apparent safe space, where she'd left them at her waist without protest, and his thumb rubbing the fabric of her dress at her hip once more.
"This is a bad idea," she murmured into his mouth, not moving away.
"I know," he said, not moving either.
Sliding both palms up his chest, she felt the warm rise under the fabric, the thud of his heart matching hers. The kitchen felt almost too bright, the white of the cabinets, the stainless sheen of the fridge, every surface reflecting any light they could. Aiden's fingers tightened at her hips and then eased, as if reminding himself not to take more than she offered, after his last bad choices revolving around her.
"We said we couldn't," she reminded, breath catching when his lower lip grazed hers again.
"We did," he agreed, and the agreement didn't do a thing to stop him from kissing her once more, deeper, like he wanted to explore the shape of her mouth.
She exhaled into him, a sound that surprised her. He didn't chase it; he let it be, his forehead resting against hers for a long second before he tipped it down, closing his eyes. His hand didn't wander, they stayed at her hip, warm and steady through the thin fabric, that thumb still on the seam like it was the only place he trusted himself to touch.
"Look at me," she said, because she needed to see his face to know exactly where they were with each other.
He did as he was told. What she found there made her braver than she meant to be.
The smallest smile pulled at her mouth. "Maybe one more kiss."
He bent and gave her one more. Her fingers slid to the back of his neck and held him there, and something in him answered. He pressed his palms into her waist, checked her eyes for half a beat, then lifted. She rose with a soft gasp, dress whispering against the counter as he set her on the edge of the island. The cool stone met the backs of her thighs; she shivered and then leaned into him, ankles sliding around to hook behind his knees. The pressure drew him closer, lining them up until there was nowhere else to go but into the next breath and the next kiss.
He braced one hand on the counter beside her hip and kept the other at her waist, his thumb finding her hipbone once more. She kissed him deeper, tilting his head with the curve of her hand, the line of his jaw rough with stubble under her fingertips. He made a small sound and pressed forward just enough that she felt the steadiness leave his knees.
Chapter 78
"Do you really want to know what I saw that night on the couch?" she asked, her breath warm against his mouth.
His answer was a ragged nod. "Yes."
Her voice dropped to just above a whisper. "I saw you on the couch- my couch, with your hand wrapped around yourself. I saw exactly how big you are. I heard that bimbo you brought home say it, but seeing it... Fuck, it wasn't exaggeration just to make you feel good, was it?" Her lips brushed his again. "It was all real."
His hands tightened at her waist. "Nat-"
"I watched you stroke it," she went on, unhurried, like she was letting him picture it the way she saw it. "You were well on your way, by the time I saw you. Your strokes were incredibly steady. I watched you get so hard- it looked thick, even in your hand. Then I watched you finish." She swallowed, pulse knocking at her throat, giving little kisses between her sentences. "There was so much. God, it made me cum right there, leaning against the wall, as you made a mess all over yourself."
A sound broke out of him, subtle and helpless. His fingers slid down her thighs, palms spreading as if to feel every inch of her he could at one time. He edged to slip one hand beneath her dress.
She caught his wrist and held it there. "No," she whispered, meeting his eyes. "Hands stay outside."
He stilled, breath shaking. "Okay."
"Good." She guided his palm back to her thigh over her dress, signaling that area was safe, the warmth sinking into her. With her other hand, she reached for his belt and worked the buckle loose, followed by his button, then the zipper. All of it done with a kind of careful decisiveness that made his chest begin to heave. She slipped her hand inside the waistband and found him, hot and slick, already leaking for her.
"Oh, hello," she sighed, honest awe coloring the word. "There you are."
His forehead tipped to hers. "You don't have to-"
"I want to," she cutoff, and drew him out into the cool kitchen air.
He was fat in her fist, as thick as she imagined after what she saw that night, and the weight of him settled into her palm like it belonged there. Her fingers couldn't close all the way around, just as she'd expected. She gave him one slow stroke from base to head and watched his jaw lock, the muscle jumping as he fought to keep still. When her hand slid back down, pressing toward his balls until she held them, his length extended part well up her forearm, as she fondled the substantial orbs in his sack.
"Yeah," she murmured, approval threaded through it. "This is exactly what I saw."
Her thumb swept over the slick at the tip on the next upstroke; he twitched in her hand. She lifted her eyes and held his. "The way that girl said it," Natalie started again, voice soft enough to be wicked, "-'how are you this big?' -I thought she was putting on a show at first." A tiny smile crossed her lips. "Clearly she wasn't, was she big boy?"
He shook his head helplessly.
"No, she didn't." She spit lightly into her palm, then worked it down his length, the glide now smooth and obscene. "Longer than both my hands," she said, testing it, one hand sliding up, the other joining it for a warm, wet double-grip that made his eyes go dark. "And thick. You could absolutely hurt someone with this thing, if you weren't careful."
He made another sound from deep in his throat. His hands started to move on her thighs, testing just how far "hands outside" allowed him to go. He started slowly and let her work.
"Tell me if I'm going too fast," she murmured, and set a rhythm that was worse for him because it was patient. It was long pulls, applying pressure at the base, then a twist of her wrist at the crown that made his breath break and stutter against her cheek.
"I can't- " he started, and then lost the rest.
"Can't what?" she teased, pumping him again, slower, meaner. "Can't last? Or can't believe I watched?"
"Both," he managed, with a ragged chuckle.
"Baby, I watched all of it," she confessed, stroking harder now. "I watched your stomach jump when you were right there. I watched it pulse in your hand." She squeezed. "And when you came, God, Aiden, it shot so high it hit your chest. I swear I could hear it." Her mouth brushed his ear. "I came with you."
His hips jerked, a small betrayed thrust into her fist. She answered by tightening her calves around the backs of his thighs, holding him exactly where she wanted him. It was close enough to feel his heat against her thighs.
One hand gripped at the top of her leg, while the other started to work toward her center. She didn't fight him, only warned.
"Hands stay outside," she reminded softly, while internally cursing the timing of their encounter, when his fingers twitched near their target. "Let me take care of you tonight."
He nodded, eyes shut now, with the tendons in his neck standing out. She sped up a fraction, then stopped just long enough to draw her thumb across his slit, collecting more precum, and set back in with a rhythm that had a clear intention. His breath turned into these punched-out pieces of her name that made her feel reckless and powerful and very, very alive.
"Look at me," she said.
His eyes stayed locked on hers, groaning, as her hand worked him over, slowly, knowing just where to apply pressure along the underside of his shaft, as she reached the head. Natalie felt the way his hips jerked into her fist, the need ratcheting higher, his self-control fraying.
"Tell me what you heard that night," she said, voice low, measured.
He blinked, trying to comprehend what she was asking through the pleasure. "What?"
She didn't stop, her grip tightening, thumb dragging slick across the head. "When Lisa and I were in my room. The night you moved in. I want to hear exactly what you heard."
Aiden's breath stuttered. "You... you must've been kissing. Laughing at first. Then it got quiet. Then-" He bit back a moan, his eyes threatening to roll back.
"'Then' what?" she pressed, her rhythm never faltering.
"You were moaning. I could hear her voice... and yours. You-" He shuddered, hips jolting. "You said her name."
She squeezed him at that, applying a focused pressure to the underside of his shaft. "And what did you do when you heard it?"
He swallowed, shame and need colliding. "I started to jack off."
"Yeah, you did," she murmured through a growing smile, her lips finding the edge of his jaw, her breath tangled in his hair. "And what else did you hear?"
He bit his lip, almost too shy, but the words came regardless. "I heard... you asked her to play with your ass."
She smiled, slow and wicked. "And does that bother you?"
He shook his head, groaning. "Fuck, no. It was so hot."
His knees trembled. Natalie slowed, drawing a soft whimper from him. Then she leaned in, velvet-voiced, "You're close, aren't you?"
He nodded, eyes squeezed shut. "So close."
She nipped his chin, still stroking him. "Good. Because I want you to remember this."
One of her hands slid down to cup his balls, rolling them gently as her grip on his shaft got firmer, faster. "When I heard you with that girl that night - when you brought her home without asking - I had to just lay there, listening to all of it." Her breath warmed his ear. "She was loud, but you... you were all I could think about. Even while I was texting Matt, all I could hear was you."
Aiden moaned, helpless. "Nat..."
She squeezed harder. "And when I had to listen to that little twit orgasm, I couldn't stop thinking about you. About your hands on me instead of her. Where you'd put your fingers. How you'd spank me." She kissed along his jaw. "I came so hard all over my toy, thinking about you."
She could feel his balls starting to pull up higher as she continued.
"And when I went to Matt's that night you saw me leaving, I couldn't get you out of my head. I made him fuck me the way I imagined you did with that girl. Wishing it was your hand coming down to smack my ass. Your body slamming into mine. God, I wanted it to be you. I made him tear my lingerie off in my need for him to spank me like you did her."
"Fucking Christ Nat, you can't tell me that," he whimpered.


Her hand didn't stop. Her other hand squeezed his balls, then slid up to join the first, double-gripping him, twisting, stroking, her gaze burning into him. "You know that night you rubbed my feet?"
He gasped. "Yeah- God, yeah-"
"I knew what you were doing. You might've thought I didn't notice right away, but I could feel your eyes up my shorts the whole time." Her pace quickened; his knees nearly gave.
She kissed him, wet and open-mouthed. "I knew how much of my ass was showing while I laid on my side, when you first came in. I went to my room after everything, soaking wet. You barely touched me, and I couldn't think straight. Your hands on my feet felt so fucking good."
Her grip was relentless now. "I touched myself, thinking, what if you didn't stop? What if your hands drifted all the way up my legs?"
He choked, desperate, "Please- Natalie, I-"
She kissed him hard, and when she broke to look at him, she moved so her lips could brush his ear. "Do it again, Aiden," she whispered. "Right here on the kitchen counter. Cum for me. On me- Let me feel it this time."
That was all it took. His hands clenched bringing her attention to the one pressed against her panties through her dress, desperate for something to hold. His hips jerked forward, lacking any rhythm, and Natalie felt him pulse in her hands, thick and hot.
"Mmm," she hummed, licking her lips at his ear. "I told Lisa I'd take care of her baby, didn't I?" She continued stroking him through it, never letting up.
He let out a strangled moan as he came in a messy, wet, uncontrollable gush.
Her hand worked him through every spasm. The first drops spattered across her wrist, then more as she adjusted her angle, thick ropes streaking her fingers, her forearm, catching her dress and dripping onto the floor.
"It's so hot on my skin. I love it," she breathed, still stroking, watching his face as he rode it out.
"Such a dirty boy," she teased, a grin pulling at her lips. "Making a mess of my kitchen like this... Now I'll have to get on my knees and clean it up." She could feel it seeping through her dress and warming her thighs momentarily before it cooled in the conditioned air.
He groaned again, gnashing his teeth together, and pressing his forehead to hers, as he tried to catch his breath.
"That's it," she whispered, finally slowing her strokes at last. "Give it all to me sweetie. Every drop."
After a few last passes, she let him go, feeling his whole body shudder against her grip, his hands braced hard on the island. His breath came rough and uneven, as color bloomed across his skin.
Natalie smirked, letting the moment hang. She wiped her hand and wrist on the hem of her dress, the fabric already half soaked in his cum. Then she pressed her palm to his chest and gave him a gentle push; he stumbled back, catching himself against the opposite counter with wide eyes, still dazed.
Natalie smirked, grabbing a towel from the counter. Dropping to all four, she wiped the floor, looking up at him.
"Does seeing me on my knees wiping up your cum make you feel good about yourself?" she asked, clearly not upset, but responding to the look of shock still on his face.
He didn't know the correct answer, so instead he stayed quiet. And when she was satisfied she got it all, she rose and stepped to the sink. She washed her forearm properly, fingers lingering under the cool water, and glancing over her shoulder at him where he was still panting. He was zipped up but red-faced, unable to look away from her.
She smiled at him with fire in her eyes, carefully grabbing the towel, so she didn't get more on herself after cleaning, intending to take and throw it in the laundry basket. "You okay?" she asked, warmly, with only a trace of the teasing left in her voice.
He could only nod, swallowing hard, his whole body humming with aftershocks.
She crossed back to him, kissed him once, soft and quick, with just a hint of mischief. "Next time, maybe I'll let you finish where you want."
He made a sound that was almost a laugh, almost a prayer, and leaned back on the counter, finally steadying himself as she disappeared down the hall. The exaggerated sway of her hips holding her attention, and her dress marked by what they'd just done.
Next time... he thought, reveling in the idea this wasn't just a one-time thing.
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Chapter 1
I'd been doing this food delivery gig for a couple of months when her address first popped up on my phone and I met the woman of my dreams. It was mid fall, so it was warm enough during the day, but the evenings still got a bit cool. Nothing cold enough that I needed a hoodie or anything when running up to someone's door, but cool enough that I wouldn't hang out outside without one at night.
The order came for a local Mexican restaurant that was a bit on the pricey side for me, and almost seemed crazy that someone would pay that much for food, only to have it sit and wait for someone to bring it to their house. But whatever, it's not my money. I kinda checked it real quick, making sure there wasn't anything missing from the order, and split. Nothing prepared me for the woman who opened the door when I got to her huge house, though.
I remember it was a little later in the evening because the sun had already set and the house was all lit up. She looked like she was finishing getting ready to head out for the evening, and based on what she was wearing, it must've been something fancy, if not important. Her hair was down in thick, glossy waves that caught the porch light, showing just how shiny her hair was. Add that to the subtle makeup that seemed like it made her golden skin glow, and these long lashes framing her deep brown eyes... Fuck me. To top it off, she wore a shimmering champagne-colored dress, that was sleeveless and fitted through the upper body, with a high slit up one of her toned thighs. That thing hugged every ridiculous curve and screamed money and confidence.
She asked whoever she was on the phone with to hold on for a minute, and then set her cell down on a little table, and then the heels she was carrying in the other hand, she set down by the bench just inside the front door. She smiled politely, thanked me in her soft voice, and gave me a crazy tip. Before I could really even say anything, she disappeared back inside giving me just enough time to mumble "have a good night." I drove away, picturing her heading off to some fancy gala or dinner with her husband. Something the rest of us only see people do in the movies.
She was easily the sexiest woman I'd personally ever seen. I couldn't imagine how anyone managed to land someone that untouchable and perfect. It probably took me another five minutes to register the fact that there had been two kids running around screaming inside, with some other woman chasing after them, practically begging them to please go get ready for dinner.
How does a woman as hot as her, have that kinda body after popping out two kids? Granted, the younger looked like he was probably two or something, but holy hell.
Thankfully for me, that was only the first time I saw her.
Now it's several months later, and a getting much warmer in the evenings, when her address comes up on my screen again. At this point, I was extremely familiar with that house on the quiet street, but everything feels different when the door opens.
Sofia seems run down. The messy bun I typically see her in is looser than usual, with strands falling across her face that had slipped free. It's as if she's been running all day and is just exhausted. The wide-necked beige top she's wearing has slipped off one of her smooth, golden shoulders, somehow managing to give her this teasing quality. I know that's not the vibe she's going for, but jeez.
I can't see the waistband of her gray sweat shorts under the hem of her shirt today, but I've seen those same shorts enough to know just how low they sit on her hips. There was nothing on her feet today, so they're bare on the tile, showing off her perfectly manicured toes. There's no makeup on today, and the faint shadows under those amber-flecked eyes show just how tired she appears.
Regardless of all that, she's still beautiful- shit, more than beautiful for whatever reason. I think it's because it's the days like this that show just how real she is, and that she doesn't need the makeup to be sexy. Even without it, her skin is perfect and rarely ever has a blemish. But the exhaustion is etched into every inch of her body, leaving her shoulders slightly slumped, like the weight of everything has gotten the better of her today.
"Hey," she says, still managing to give me a smile even if it's more out of courtesy than anything else. One hand swings the door open, while the other reaches for the bag. The house behind her is a lot more chill this time without the kids running around, but she still seems distracted, like her mind is a thousand miles away.
"Long day?" I ask, handing over the food.
She nods, glancing back inside. "Yeah. Carlos is out of town again," she scoffs, sounding as tired as she looks. "Thanks for always being so fast, Jay. You're a lifesaver."
She's polite, just like always, but there's none of the genuine smile or eye contact from the last few deliveries. No tantalizing tilt of her head or opportunity to feel like I can tease her about the kids running around, or for ordering from the same restaurant nearly half the time, which, from my understanding, is because of how much her kids love the place and are not beyond throwing a fit over it.
"Well, for what it's worth, you look good," I say because it's true and because I can't help myself. "Even after a rough one and having to be supermom by yourself."
She gets an expression that says she's not buying it and glances down at her rumpled clothes as if she's double-checking what she's wearing. Pulling at the shirt where it hangs loosely over her stomach, she says, "Yeah, because I'm sure this is how every husband likes seeing his wife dress."
When she pulls the shirt far enough that it snaps free from her fingers, she lets out an "Ugh" and glances back up to me as she takes the bag. Being as proper as ever, there's barely any contact when she grabs it, and she backs into the house to clear the door.
"But thank you, Jay, you're sweet. Have a good evening," she murmurs, closing the door. I know her comment was just her being nice and acknowledging the compliment, but it doesn't matter. I always hope those little gestures make her feel a little bit better when she's having a rough day.
Turning to walk away, I hear the lock click. She might always leave the porch light on, but a part of me likes to think she does it as a courtesy to me, for whatever reason.
Chapter 2
As I walk back to my car, picturing the way she looked tonight, not really showing too much other than a shoulder and her legs, I piece her together from every delivery I've done to her house.
That first night, she was pure glamour with the way her hair was cascading down her back, and the dress clinging to full, heavy breasts. Not to mention the dramatic flare of those unmistakably Latina hips, that led to legs I bet would've seemed endless in the heels she'd been carrying. But since then I've gotten to see the version I imagine most people probably don't get to. With that, I'm just referring to seeing a woman that's probably so put together and polished, just to go to the grocery store, that I can't imagine anyone getting to see her when she doesn't bother dressing up. The real Sofia.
Her face isn't quite square-shaped, but she has a pronounced jawline that gives way to a rounded chin, giving her an elegant and feminine appearance. Then there's the high, prominent cheekbones that sit just below her almond-shaped eyes, that are always expressive, no matter what that expression is. Her eyebrows are always perfectly sculpted, just a tiny bit thicker in the middle and then becoming narrow arches as they move outward. Perfectly centered in her face is the small, refined, and slightly pointed nose, that hovers over the full, plush lips that barely even need lipstick, they look so good. The shape of them, along with the natural and subtle curve at the corners, almost give her the appearance of having a tiny smile half the time. And I think that's a part of what makes her still come across as somewhat approachable to me now, after having seen her so many times. Well, that and just seeing how worn down she's seemed lately.
Beyond just her face, she has rich golden-caramel skin that's indescribably smooth and like it would be softer than any of the girls I've dated before. Curves that make me feel the need to adjust myself every time I see them. And did I mention generous sized tits? The way they move under her tops, with or without a bra, is too much. For having two kids, I was blown away that first night when I saw her narrow waist, and the way it curves in before spreading out to her wide, rounded hips.
Combine all that with an ass so full and perfectly shaped that even the baggy sweatpants she wore through half the winter can't hide it. The loose cotton just drapes over it, jutting out and hinting at what I imagine is perfection based on the sway and how each globe flexes when she walks. But no matter what, you know what's underneath is something else entirely.
Most nights now, it's a quick bun with a pencil or something thrown through it to hold it in place, and comfy clothes that do a decent job hiding her curves, but not entirely. She's stopped trying to look perfect just because the delivery guy was on his way, and somehow that raw, natural version makes her even more intoxicating. I enjoyed believing I was the only guy getting these private glimpses of the woman behind the perfect house and the absent husband.
Yeah, again, she was stunning that first night, all dressed up and glowing, but seeing her simply real and tired, kinda showed just how undeniably sensual she was, even when she wasn't trying to be.
But then there's her ass...
My convictions of just how nice that ass is is all thanks to this one time in early December, I think it was. She usually wore her baggy sweatpants that swallowed her figure, leaving everything to the imagination. There was nothing inherently sexy about them, and they did nothing to prepare me for what came next.
She opened the door and she must've been fresh from a workout based on the glow of her skin with a light sheen on her arms. And the tiny gray sweat shorts she had on... fuuuuuck. It's not like they were made to be barely there, but on her, they were clinging to her hips like a second skin, stretched thin over every inch they tried to cover. She stepped back to let the door swing open, but then her foot stepped on something, one of the kid's toys that was sitting on the floor. With a frustrated sound, turning to grab it, she bent over right there in the doorway to pick it up.
I swear time slowed down and my brain stopped functioning. The shorts were instantly pulled tightly across her plush, heart-shaped ass, outlining every perfect curve, and the material had to be straining toward its limits. That was when I got my first real glimpse of that delicious crease where her shapely thighs met those ridiculous cheeks that just barely stuck out of the bottom of the shorts when she bent over. They were smooth and inviting, with this strip of a tan line that ran across them where her ass must've slightly met her thigh just a fraction when she laid out for sun.
It instantly made me feel like I needed to adjust myself because my pants were starting to feel a little too tight. When she straightened up, yelling at her oldest son, "Hey! Come pick up these toys before someone breaks their neck!" the shorts had ridden up even higher, getting wedged deep into her crack, as if they were a second skin. They hugged the split and accentuated just how full and round her ass was.
I stood there frozen, with their bag of food dangling from my hand, and a throat that was suddenly dry as hell, while trying not to stare as my brain grinded to a stop. Those thighs were strong and thick, flexing subtly as she shifted her weight to brace herself against the doorframe so she could rub the foot that had stepped on the toy, with one of her hands. The action caused the leg and ass cheek of the side she was holding her weight on, to flex to help her keep her balance.
All I could imagine was reaching out to touch that thing. The baggy sweatpants she typically wore had been hiding a goddamn masterpiece all this time, and now I could never see it in any other way. My appreciation went from casual to full-blown obsession in one bend. I had a good idea of the size of it in her dress that first night, but that doesn't compare to actually seeing the skin stick out of her shorts.
She was still mid-yell and taking a few steps away from the door, trying to get one of her kids to pick up his stuff when her husband rounded the corner into what I guess would be the foyer. Without breaking stride, he looked down and smiled as he passed her, and then he swung his hand back where it landed in a hard, playful smack right on one of those cheeks that ended with a squeeze that had his hands digging into the meaty swell.
Now, when I say hard, I mean it was loud enough to echo off the tile and walls a little. She jumped with a sharp yelp, then burst into a giggle, swatting at his arm just as playfully. "Stop it, you!" she laughed, but there was a spark in her eyes as she caught my attention in the corner of her eye. Glancing in my direction, I think she blushed, then turned, reached back to pull her shorts out of her ass, rubbed where he smacked, and went back to hollering after the kids again.
He just grinned, stepped over to me, and reached out to take the bag from my hand. "Thanks, kid," he said, checking me out like he was judging me and didn't think much of what he saw.
I don't know if it was his intention or not, but it felt like he intentionally marked his territory just for my benefit. I mumbled something back, handed it over, and got the hell out of there before either of them noticed how long I'd been staring. But that view? It's burned into my mind forever. From what I saw, I didn't think much of him either. He wasn't a bad looking guy, and he wasn't overweight or anything like that. He was just average. Average enough that I couldn't figure out how he ended up with her.
Chapter 3
Anyway, back to now. I slide into my car, close the door, and I immediately pull out my phone. Quickly scrolling through, I find my friend Dan's number and immediately give him a call.
I can still smell whatever vanilla scented thing she always wears when he picks up on the second ring. "Yo, what's up my dude? You done for the night?"
"Nah, just finished a drop." I start the car and pull away before I sit in front of her house too long and make things weird. "Guess whose address came up again?"
A pause, then he laughs. "No shit. The hot mom? Sofia with the taco?"
I exhale, turning onto the main road. "Yes, but no, jackass. Yes it was Sofia, but stop referring to her 'taco,' fucker. And it was enchiladas that she'd order."
"Dude, how many times is this now? You're basically like her personal bitch at this point."
"I have no idea. Lost count. Two or three times a month, though?" I weave through the traffic, heading toward a grocery store where I can park for a minute before checking what other pickups there are. "And why are you such an asshole?"
"I don't know, but it's taken a lot of practice. I'm still working on getting my ten thousand hours in though."
"Whatever. She looked rough tonight, man. Like really wiped out. She wasn't wearing any makeup, just... exhausted. And I guess her husband's out of town."
"And that's a problem because...?" Dan snorts.
"It's not. It's just-" I stop, hearing Dan suddenly yelling.
"Oh fuck off, you little bitch! I will hunt you the fuck down," Dan shouts, randomly going off.
"What the fuck?"
"Sorry," he laughs, "I wasn't talking to you. I was talking to some jackass online that's camping the spawn point."
"Jesus Christ, man," I say. "You know, I've never seen you talk to anyone like that in person. Can you stop acting like you're all hard or something, for just a minute?"
"Meh. I make no promises."
"Anyway... like I was saying. She answered the door in this top that was hanging off one of her shoulders and her little sweat shorts. But even like that..." I continue before trailing off.
"Yeah, I know, even like that she's still stupid hot," he finishes for me.
"Yeah." I laugh under my breath. "You remember that one time I told you about how she bent over to grab a toy off the floor? And those shorts rode up and-"
"Yes! Fuck, bro, you've told me this story like a thousand times. I even had to sit through a live reenactment of you bending over, making hand gestures."
I grin despite myself. "I'll never forget the sight of that, what can I say. The way her shorts were working overtime, and then got caught and swallowed up by that thing when she stood up... I mean, hell, even her sweatpants can't really hide what she's working with. Curves like that don't hide."
Dan blows out a long whistle. "You've fucking lost it, man."
I shake my head, not responding to his last comment. Getting to the parking lot so I could park, I pull in and crack the window to let in some of the cool air.
"I don't know," I eventually say. "She barely glanced at me tonight. It was almost like she just took the food, said thanks, and closed the door. I told her she looked good though. That was probably dumb, but by the way she's talking, I don't know if he's telling her that too much."
"Dude-"
"I know, I know," I say, wiping my face with one of my hands. "And did I mention her husband's out of town again?" I ask, half laughing, knowing I told him that at the beginning of our conversation.
"Translation: she's alone in that big house, probably hasn't been touched in weeks, and you keep showing up with dinner," Dan says, sounding a bit exasperated. "Dude, you talk about him like he's your competition. You know he's not though, right? He's her husband, and you're one of the many random guys that brings her food when she orders it."
"Yeah, I know, he's her husband and I'm not," I retort. "That doesn't mean a guy can't dream."
"Fine, maybe she was just having a shit day, and he was out of town. That doesn't mean it's a good idea to hit on his wife."
I groan. "Don't do that."
"Do what? State facts?" he scoffs. "All right, fine, check it - if you're gonna keep mooning and popping off over her, at least make a move before some other idiot figures out how to go spelunking in that ass."
"Again, fuck you, and I'm not mooning."
"Right, and I didn't rub one out over your mom last night. Dude! You literally just called me to talk about her ass."
I shake my head at one of his favorite smartass remarks. "Shut up."
"Fine. But next time she orders, at least video call me the second you pull up so I can see if she's really got a back porch like a Pixar mom."
I hang up on his laughing, find another run, and toss the phone into the passenger seat.
Chapter 4
I've started gaming the app a little. I try to stick around the areas of the restaurants she usually orders from, and if one comes up, I grab it just in case it's her. Most of the time it's not, but today, on a Saturday afternoon of all times, the stars finally line up. A big order pops up from that Mexican restaurant I see her frequently order from, and it's enough food to probably feed twenty people easy. When I claim it, the delivery address is hers.
Jackpot, motherfucker!
I pull up to the house and immediately see the decorations. Balloons are even tied to the mailbox at the end of their driveway. I stack as many of the insulated bags on top of each other as I'm comfortable with, and head to the door.


Sofia opens the door before I even get to it. She's in a simple black tank top that hugs her full breasts and shows off her smooth golden shoulders and arms, paired with high-waisted jeans. Her hair is in a high ponytail, and this time the strands appear to be intentional in how they frame her face. She's wearing minimal makeup and her cheeks are flushed, but her eyes are brighter than they've been in weeks, though right now they appear to be a bit stressed.
"Oh my God, Jay, hi," she says, sounding relieved to see me and stepping back from the door. "I'm so sorry, this is a huge order. Would you mind bringing it inside? The kitchen island is right through there."
"Yeah, no problem at all."
I step inside her house for the first time, and it's impressive how much it opens up. There are high ceilings, an open floor plan, and a sleek marble island in a kitchen that's easily the size of the kitchen and living room of my apartment, plus some. Everything is spotless except for the organized chaos of what appears to be party prep. She's got colorful cups and plates stacked, a sheet cake on the counter, along with streamers that look like she's laid out to be hung.
I set the bags down where she points, quickly go grab the rest, and then start unloading all the food while she busies herself, pulling out serving spoons.
"So, what's the occasion?" I ask, trying to make small talk.
She purses her lips and blows at a strand of hair, flicking her head to try and get it out of her face. "It's Mateo's fifth birthday." It seems like she should be happy, but she doesn't really seem like it, and there's the faintest roll on the r that I've never heard from her before. "And of course Carlos told his boss he'd be in the office today for some bullshit client thing that 'couldn't wait until Monday.' Claro, pobrecito bebé, tan urgente, couldn't wait until after his own son's party, apparently. But what else is new, right? Work always comes first." I don't fully understand what she's saying, but it didn't exactly sound sincere.
I listen as the words come out in an accent that gets a little thicker the more she talks, and seems to grow with an equal amount of sarcasm. She catches herself almost immediately after speaking, and puts both of her palms flat on the cool marble countertop, dropping her head between her shoulders for a second. When she straightens up, she takes a deep breath, reaches up and pulls at her ponytail, tightening it, and setting her face with feigned composure.
"I'm sorry," she says stiffly, meeting my eyes with a small, embarrassed smile. "That was... really inappropriate. You don't need to hear me vent about my husband."
I shake my head. "Hey, no apology needed. I imagine it's gotta suck. A kid's fifth birthday is a big deal. No? I'd think he's gotta be pretty disappointed for missing any of the party too."
She lets out a quick unrestrained "Hmph," before catching herself again. "Hm. Yup, I'm sure he is."
For a moment, we're just standing there in the kitchen, with music playing and the distant sound of kids laughing somewhere deeper in the house. I stand there, trying to figure out how to respond, when she finally moves again to finish stacking the last containers and wipes her hands on a paper towel before handing me one as well.
"Um, anything else I can help with?" I ask.
She hesitates, looking around, then toward the living room like she's trying to decide on something, then just shakes her head.
"No. No, you've already done more than enough by setting all of this out. Thank you though, Jay. Seriously."
I nod, dragging out the moment, not wanting to leave. "Of course, I'm always happy to help. Oh! And happy birthday to Mateo."
For the first time today, her smile actually seems to be genuine when she peers at me through her lingering frustration. "I'll tell him the nice delivery guy said so."
Unable to think of any reason to stick around, I head back toward the door with the image of her standing back there bracing her hands on the counter. I take one last glance around, having never been in a house this big or nice.
Taking off, I end up cruising past a Target hours later. Needing to pick up something for my apartment, I run inside. Walking by the toy aisle, I back up and cruise through, seeing what they've got. After scanning a few shelves, I see some Hot Wheels hanging from the hooks.
I find a 3-pack with a sleek black Range Rover that's damn near identical to the one parked in her driveway. Not really knowing what he's into, it seems about as perfect as I can hope to get. The other two cars are a bonus that includes a matte-gray Lamborghini and a bright red Porsche. It's only ten bucks, so I decide it seems safe enough, and grab a small gift bag to throw it in, some tissue, and a simple birthday card.
Paying for everything and getting in my car, I scribble on the front of the card first. Happy Birthday, Mateo! Hope you like these. - Jay (the food delivery guy)
Next, I grab a piece of paper, writing a note to leave for her. Saw the black one and thought of your car. Figured he might get a kick out of it. If he's not into them, text me and I'm happy to swap it for something else. No big deal. - Jay [followed by my number]
I swing by her house around dusk. There are several other cars in the driveway besides hers by the time I get there. I set the bag right in front of the door, knock twice, and take off, not wanting to make things awkward when she comes to the door.
My phone stays silent the rest of the night. The next day, still nothing.
It's late the following afternoon when I feel my phone buzz while I'm watching TV in my little apartment.
Unknown number: Hey Jay, it's Sofia. You really shouldn't have done that. Mateo loves the cars. He's been making vroom noises nonstop, but you didn't need to spend money on my son, but thank you. That was very sweet.
I grin like an idiot, immediately texting her back.
Me: Don't mention it. Seriously, it was like ten bucks. You've tipped me way more than that over the past few months 😅 Glad he likes them.
The blue checkmark appears almost instantly, telling me she saw my text. Then... nothing. No dots, no reply. Radio silence.
The rest of the evening passes, and the days after that stretch into a week, then two. I don't catch any new orders from her address on the app. I still snatch every delivery I can in her neighborhood, hoping for a lucky break, but it never routes me there again.
I find myself driving down her street once when I have a delivery that puts me in the area.
By early-April, it feels like it must be intentional. I open our short text thread too many times, wondering if the tipping comment landed wrong or if she felt guilty about accepting the gift. I even consider the possibility that maybe her husband noticed the texts and shut it down.
Chapter 5
Late one Friday evening, almost a month after I left the cars, I'm sprawled on the couch with a beer and a mindless movie after day drinking with a couple of buddies. I decide it'd be a good idea to reread the couple of texts between us, which consist of just her thank-you and my reply. It doesn't take long after that for me to make the jump from reading a text to sending a text.
Me: Hey Sofia, it's Jay. Haven't seen anything of you in forever. Hope you and the kids are doing okay.
I hit send, drop the phone on my stomach, and justify to myself it was the alcohol that made me make that choice.
Twenty-eight minutes later, it buzzes.
Sofia: Who is this?
I go through a series of feelings over the fact that, first of all, she texts me back. But secondly, she obviously didn't save my contact. And third, not only did she not save my contact, but she must have deleted the original conversation.
Me: It's Jay, the guy who dropped off the Hot Wheels for Mateo a while back. And a ridiculous amount of Mexican food before that 😅
I answer immediately, and then watch the phone diligently, hoping she answers just as quickly. Only about thirty seconds go by before I see the little check marks turn blue. Seen.
The three dots appear almost immediately and bounce for what feels like an eternity. Then they vanish, but nothing ever comes back. I stare at the screen another five minutes. Ten. There's still no response from her. I flip the phone face-down, finish my beer, and tell myself it's fine.
I wake up late Saturday morning with a mild hangover and the immediate regret that comes from drunk-texting. My phone is on the nightstand next to my bed, and I groan as I unplug it, questioning what the hell I was thinking when I had texted her. I wasn't even that drunk by that point.
By early afternoon I'm nursing on a bottle of Gatorade at Dan's place. He's got the game on, and our feet are up on the old coffee table, while we're tearing into a bag of chips and watching a bunch of guys make more money in a few hours' play time, than I will all year.
"So," he says around a mouthful of overly seasoned goodness, "you gonna tell me why you're acting like someone kicked your dog, or do I have to kick you out? Because you're bringing me down, dude, and you don't even have to say anything to do it. That's how fuckin' miserable the energy is that you're putting out."
I groan and drop my head back against the couch. "I'm sorry, man. I did something stupid yesterday."
He pauses mid-chew, immediately smiling at my misery. "Oh, so you're the one that kicked somebody's dog. Now I've gotta hear it."
I tell him about rereading the old texts a little while after our drinking the day before, and then sending the "hope you're okay" message, which resulted in her asking who it was, me reminding her, the dots appearing... and then the confirmation that I'm a fucktard when she eventually decided I wasn't even worth texting back.
Dan listens, nodding slowly, then bursts out laughing. "Bro. You drunk-texted the hot married mom? You didn't need to do that to find out you're a fucktard. I could've told you that without you having to make yourself out as one to her."
"Fuck you, man."
"No, no- this is gold." He sets the chips down and turns toward me, leaning in like he's legitimately excited. "Let me get this straight. You've been mooning over this woman for months. And don't fucking deny that shit anymore, because I think this makes it pretty impossible to argue. And it's not like it's one of the hot chicks from school, but an actual woman who lives in a house that probably costs more than we'll make in his lifetime. Drives a brand-new Range Rover. And who the fuck knows what her husband does, but from the sounds of it, he's does God knows what kind of shady shit, that makes it so he's never around, but clearly banks enough to keep her in that zip code."
I rub my face with both my hands, having pretty much told myself the same thing already, but it's so much more painful to hear out loud from somebody else. "Yeah, I get it."
"But do you? 'Cause you, a twenty-year-old, no college, still trying to 'figure out what you want to do when you grow up,' delivering burritos for gas money while you drive your piece of shit car into the ground, decides the move is to slide into her DMs with 'haven't seen anything of you in forever.' Smooth, jackass. Real smooth."
I flip him off, but he's not done.
"Please, explain to me, what's the endgame here? She reads your text, realizes her husband's a dick, remembers the nice young delivery boy that's about as average as you get, but brought her kid ten dollars' worth of toy cars, and thinks, 'You know what? I should leave my rich husband for the guy who can't even commit to his own life'?"
"Jesus, Dan."
He's laughing harder now. "Hey, I'm just saying, man. She's way out of your league. Like, I'd say you're not even playing the same sport, but I don't know if they even play games on the planet of hotness you make it sounds like she's from. Hot Latina MILF in the big house with the luxury SUV, and you're out here playing Uber Eats Casanova, hoping for a chance to Uber Eat her taco. The dots showed up because she was probably trying to figure out how to block you without feeling rude."
I sink lower into the couch. "You know, I always forget just how good of a friend you are. Thanks for the pep talk."
He claps me on the shoulder, shaking his head with one of the biggest grins I've ever seen on his face before. "Look man, if you wanna dream, fine, I'm not saying it's impossible. I'm just saying the odds are somewhere between 'win the lottery' and 'my dicks gonna sporadically add two inches overnight.' Maybe let this one go before you end up on a watch list, or at least have a restraining order against you."
I grab a handful of his chips and shove them in my mouth before getting up to grab a bottle of water so I don't have to respond to him. He's being the same dick he's been since I met him in the seventh grade, but I also know he's not entirely wrong.
Still, later that night, when I'm back home, it doesn't stop me from checking my phone with a twisted sense of hope. And of course there's nothing. The smart thing would be to delete the texts and her contact, but if I was smart, I would've taken my above-average GPA and gone to college instead of bringing people their food.
Chapter 6
Another week and a half crawls by. I keep busy with my daily routines, working long days, even checking out gyms online with every intention of joining, but who's got the time for that? And I do anything else I can come up with to stop focusing on why I ever bought the toys in the first place since that's when she dropped off. It mostly works after a bit.
Except by Friday night I'm on a run, pulling up to a mid-scale Italian place downtown. The hostess points me to the waiting area and says the order's almost ready. I'm leaning against the wall, burning time on my phone, when I glance up and see her.
Sofia's standing near the podium with her back half turned, waiting to be seated. She's not all glamour like that first night I saw her, but no less hot. Dark jeans are hugging her ass and legs perfectly with the seam cleanly dividing the two cheeks, and a lightweight black blouse that has a neckline showing off the top of her substantial cleavage. She looks incredible.
There's no sign she's seen me yet, and I know I should just grab the food and disappear, but even as my brain is saying I should step to the side and blend in behind a small group of people, my feet start heading in her direction instead.
I walk over, trying to stay as casual as possible. "Hey, Sofia," I say, sounding almost nervous to talk to her.
She turns and the light expression on her face drops instantly. Her eyes widen for a split second, then starts searching the room like my childhood dog when it heard fireworks.
"Oh... uh, hi, Jay." She sounds polite, but tense at the same time, and folds her arms across her chest. It takes no time before she's turning slightly away from me.
I swallow, feeling like this is the only opportunity I'll probably ever have to apologize to her. "All right, so, I just wanted to say I'm really sorry about that text. It was out of line, and totally inappropriate. I wasn't thinking. I hope you can forgive me for texting you that last time, after you'd thanked me for the gift for Mateo."
Her cheeks flush slightly, and she glances around again, averting her eyes, so they're anywhere but on me. "It's fine," she says quickly. "Really, it's okay. You don't need to-"
"Yes I do," I cut in, wanting her to know I really meant it. "I know it was weird. I just... yeah. I'm sorry."
She nods, pressing her lips together in a tight smile that feels forced, and gives a couple of really small nods. With that, she angles her body away even more, one hip turned as if she's ready to bolt. "Honestly, don't give it another thought. I'm sure someone's waiting on their food, though. You should probably get going so it doesn't get cold."
The dismissal is gentle, but unmistakable.
Before I can decide if there's anything else to say, even a goodbye, the familiar figure of her husband approaches from the direction of the bar. Carlos is holding two glasses of wine when he comes over. He's in tailored navy dress slacks and a crisp white button-down with the sleeves rolled up, and the way he carries himself says casually wealthy.
He's average height, standing a little shorter than me, average build, making him only a little bit bigger than me, and just generally the kind of guy who would blend into a crowd unless he's standing next to his wife. I only remember him from that one quick exchange when he smacked her ass in front of me, but on the surface, there's nothing really significant about him.
He spots me instantly. I see him sizing me up from my face to the insulated bag in my hand, then to Sofia's now flushed cheeks and how she's averting her gaze. His expression is cold. There's no outright anger, but it's like it's clear he doesn't like his wife talking to me.
"Ah, if it isn't the delivery boy," he says, then turns to her. "The table should be ready any minute." He hands her one of the glasses, then slips his free arm around her waist, pulling her against him possessively.
Sofia doesn't resist. She only offers me another quick smile as he leads her away from me, but she doesn't say anything else.
Neither does Carlos. He just meets my eyes for half a second, like he's making sure that I see Sofia is his, then guides her toward the bar area where a couple of high-tops are open for waiting guests. His hand moves to rest above the pocket on the back of her jeans, dipping his pinky and ring finger inside it. The act feels very intentional once again.
I stand there like an idiot, watching them walk away. The dismissal couldn't have been clearer if he'd said it out loud. I'm stuck waiting around for another two minutes before I'm able to grab the order from the hostess and head out to my car.
Whatever tiny thread I thought is there between Sofia and me just got cut clean. And Carlos has made it crystal clear that Dan had a much better grasp on this whole thing than I did.
Chapter 7
Sofia barely tastes her dinner after the comments Carlos makes while they wait at the bar. He's quiet on the drive home, but she can see the tension in him, which is topped off by the fact that his hand is resting on the gear shift instead of her thigh like he usually does. She stares out the window, replaying Jay's awkward apology, and the guilt she feels for quickly trying to usher him along so she could avoid exactly this situation.
Barely a word is said the entire way home. Carlos kills the engine, but starts speaking as soon as she reaches for the door handle.
"That was the same kid from before, wasn't it?" he asks now that they're alone and parked. "The one who left those cheap little toy cars at our front door when I came home on Mateo's birthday, right?"
Sofia's pulse spikes instantly, and she turns to face him. "Yes. And his name is Jay, not kid or delivery boy. But yes, that's the same gentleman that often delivers-"
"Yeah, I thought I remembered him when I saw that fucking bag he was holding at the restaurant." Carlos cuts her off and turns away from her. "I also remember telling you to delete those messages from him and to get rid of his contact info. You said you did, right then while you were talking to me."
"And I did delete them," she says carefully, trying to not let the accusations get the best of her. "There was the thank-you, which I know upset you-"
"Damn straight it did," he snaps at her. "I told you not to text him in the first place when I brought that garbage into our house, and you still did it. You just waited a couple of days first."
Staying as calm as she can, Sofia starts again. "Like I was saying, I know it upset you, but he did something nice for a kid he doesn't know. He didn't have to do that. I'm sorry I have manners, but it was impolite to not say anything. You saw the whole conversation, and it was nothing more than a thank-you, and when he responded, I didn't say anything else."


"Pfft," Carlos scoffs, "right, but he just decides it's ok to text you weeks later."
"There wasn't anything," Sofia defends. "And the second he texted me, I showed you what he sent. I didn't try to hide it. Even that message said he hadn't seen me in a while. I haven't ordered delivery once since Mateo's birthday, so he can't even deliver anything to the house."
He finally looks at her and has an expression showing his complete disbelief of everything she's saying. "I'm sure if I wasn't sitting there when he texted you, you wouldn't have ever showed me. And yet, tonight he comes up to you in a restaurant after you've completely ignored him? That doesn't sound to me like someone that's been rejected. He seems to think you two are some kind of friendly with each other since he keeps trying to talk to you."
"That's not what happened at all! He came over to apologize and say that he never should've texted. He felt bad because he knew it was dumb. That's all."
Carlos gives a snort with a mock laugh. "Right. So, either you didn't delete the thread like I told you to, or you've been talking to him some other way. Snapchat, maybe? Something that disappears?"
Sofia feels her face growing warmer as her frustrations mount. "Are you serious? You honestly think I'm sneaking around with the delivery guy?"
"I think you've been lonely," he says, choosing his words to imply, but not clearly state anything. "And I think some kid his age showing up with gifts is suspicious. But it's also exactly the kind of attention that could make you feel a little bit better when your husband's working all hours to provide you with that car he seems interested in. I mean, he bought a toy version of it."
She stares at him, and the accusation isn't lost in what he said. "It's a toy for Mateo. Something he'd recognize, because I'm sure Jay has no idea what type of toys he'd actually like. He's never spoken a word to him that I can think of. And you're right. You're never home," she repeats slowly. "I find it funny you mention that. Because I've been wondering where you really are on all those last-minute, late nights and weekend trips that you say you're working. In fact, you seem to be a little too good at understanding how to hide things on your phone, Carlos. Maybe you can tell me, how exactly does someone make sure certain messages don't show up?"
She watches as the muscles at his temple flex and unflex with the clenching of his jaw. A glimpse of something goes through his eyes, like maybe she hit a little close to home.
"Don't turn this around on me," he states, and his voice has lost the last bits of its calm edge.
"I'm not turning anything." Sofia's own voice begins to rise a little louder, and the accent she usually keeps subdued starts to come through. "I'm asking a question you seem to have some insight into. But now that I'm asking you about it, you don't seem to want to discuss it anymore."
Before she finishes the last sentence, Carlos starts to exit the car. The argument follows them into the house, causing their voices to echo, and leads to doors closing harder than necessary. It's as if years of resentment start coming through all at once. She doesn't back down this time, and he doesn't either. The babysitter closes the door to one of their sons' rooms, distracting them by turning up one of the older boy's favorite movies.
Chapter 8
"So," Sofia's sister, Marisol, continues, "do you think he's actually been cheating on you?"
Sofia watches her kids running around her sister's living room, then peers down at the mug in front of her. "I don't know," she says after giving the question some consideration. "I mean... of course it's crossed my mind. What woman doesn't wonder when her husband's always 'working' late, or on his phone with one of those privacy screens? But I never had proof and I don't know that I ever really considered it before. Last night I was just mad. I threw it back at him because he was accusing me of something with Jay, and it felt unfair, because he should know I never would've done that to him. I didn't mean to piss him off like I did. But... You know, he did get pretty sensitive about it, which only set me off even worse."
Marisol leans back in the kitchen barstool, crossing her arms. "I've never trusted him, Sof. Never. If you ask me, he's always seemed like the type of guy who needs women flirting with him to feel like a man. Like... validation, you know? Even if it's just flirting with some 'golfa' online, or texting somebody's secretary in the office who laughs at his jokes. Whatever. You know what I'm saying. He's an insecure little boy under all that money and machismo. I wouldn't be shocked if he's doing something shady. I just don't know what."
Sofia gives a small, tired smile. "I know you've never liked him. You've made that very clear."
"I don't know, maybe he's fine. I know that I like that he provides for you and the boys," Marisol says honestly. "I like that the boys have a nice house and he makes sure that they don't want for anything. But what I don't like is how he treats you like you're lucky to have him, 'cause girl, it's the other way around. And yeah, I think he's the kind of guy who'd cheat just to prove he's a man and girls want him." She pauses, then smirks, dropping her voice so she can't be heard in the other room. "Probably has a little dick, too. That's why he has an attitude and overcompensates with everything else."
They both burst out laughing, startling the kids for a second before they go back to playing with their toys and making their own noises.
Sofia shakes her head, feeling her cheeks go red. "Uh-uh," she says conspiratorially. "That's actually one thing he doesn't have to compensate for."
Marisol covers her face with both hands, laughing harder. "Oh my God, Sof, I did not need to know that the next time I see him. It was a joke, that's all."
"Ay comadre, don't act innocent, you started this, but I'm serious," Sofia says, fanning herself dramatically. "Back in college, I accidentally walked in on him in the bathroom at a party - ay Dios mío..." she trails off with an exaggerated shiver and laughs again. "Let's just say it's why I agreed to go on a date with him in the first place."
Marisol peeks through her fingers, still giggling, and her face darker than it was before. "Okay, fine, maybe not the dick," she says, whispering the last word. "But that's probably more proof his insecure ass would feel the need to go show it off somewhere else. You know? Like he has to prove it to other women, too."
Sofia's laughter fades as she thinks of how he reacted to her comments last night. "Maybe," she murmurs.
Marisol reaches across the table and squeezes her hand. "This isn't something you should have to wonder about, hermana. You know that, right? He expects to be able to go through your phone anytime he wants, so you should be able to do the same."
Sofia nods, listening to the boys' laughter from the other room, and the thought of them makes everything a little bit scarier. Then she thinks about Jay's awkward apology in the restaurant, and the way his face had flushed with genuine regret. Last is Carlos's callous grip on her waist, steering her away like she was property. She doesn't know if she actually wants to know anything, or what it would mean if she found out something she didn't want to know.
Chapter 9
"You did what?" Carlos spits out in the dim bedroom. He's standing by the dresser, turning to face Sofia.
Sofia doesn't flinch from where she's sitting on the edge of the bed with her legs crossed, and her arms folded under her chest.
"You heard what I said. I went through your phone while you were in the shower," she repeats, emphasizing every word condescendingly. "And I saw it all, because you're not even smart enough to do what you were accusing me of doing." Seeing the tension start to course through his body makes her feel proud even though she knows it's petty.
"You had no right," he pipes up before she cuts him off. "That's my phone. My privacy! You don't just-"
"No, no, no. Don't start with that 'man of the house' bullshit, Carlos." Her voice lashes out like a whip, highlighted by her accent coming out immediately. "You've picked up my phone whenever you felt like it, and I would give you my passcode without you even having to ask me for it. You've read what I'm typing to Marisol over my shoulder. You even make comments about who I'm talking to. But when I finally want to see yours for the first time in our entire relationship? Suddenly it's a matter of privacy to go through a phone? And you're telling me I'm in the wrong?"
He takes a step toward her as his voice drops to a growl. "This is different. I'm the one who pays for everything in this house. I have a right-"
"Ay, por favor!" she says exaggeratedly, quickly standing up. Her head goes back and her hands go up in the air like she just remembered something, before coming down to slap against her thighs. "That's right! I forgot what I agreed to in our wedding vows. Since you pay the bills, you get to fuck around behind my back. Right? That's the deal now? Because I saw the pictures on your phone, Carlos. And I've been sucking your dick long enough to recognize a picture of it buried in some puta's ass. You took that picture on Mateo's birthday, you piece of shit."
The room goes dead quiet while Carlos's face floods red. She can see his nostrils flaring as he searches for anything to throw back at her. "What kind of mother are you, saying stuff like that loud enough our children to hear?"
"Don't you dare talk to me about how to be a parent when you don't go to your own son's birthday party for some ass!" she retorts vehemently. "And you can scream about privacy all you want," Sofia continues, stepping closer, pointing her finger at him. "You can call me loca, call me jealous, call me whatever it is that makes a little man like you feel better. But you can't undo what I saw. You can't pretend those photos don't exist. So how long have you been cheating on me? In fact, how many is there? Because I saw at least five fucking women sending you pictures. Or do you even bother learning their names, you little cockroach?"
He turns half away, rummaging through his drawer. "I'm not doing this with you acting all crazy. If you can't calm down-"
"Crazy?! You think this is crazy?" she snaps. "No, you don't get to decide when we do this. Not only did you decide to cheat, but you accused me of doing the same thing while your dick was in someone else. So we're doing it now. Right here. Right now."
Throwing on a shirt, Carlos grabs his keys from the dresser, ignoring her as he heads toward the door. "I'm going to a hotel for the night. I need space if you can't be reasonable."
"No, what you need is a lawyer before I take the kids, the house, and half your fucking paycheck!" Sofia shouts after him as she watches him storm off and slam their bedroom door. She lets out a short, bitter laugh and then chases after him, following him into the garage. "And you better go to a hotel. You'll need too, because none of your little girlfriends are going to let you in their bed after I send them screenshots of each other. Maybe they'll want to compare notes."
He doesn't say anything or even look in her direction. As soon as the car door is closed, she hits the button hard as though she were slamming a phone down. As the large garage door opens for him, she heads back inside, slamming the door behind her.
The restaurant incident happened Friday evening. How did it get it to this point by Monday? she wonders. It only took just over seventy-two hours to go from tense to threatening him with a divorce on his way out the door to get a hotel.
Taking a minute, she grabs a drink of water to calm down. Then Sofia walks to the children's bedroom, finding them asleep, and is thankful for the heavy doors and well-insulated walls. A minute later, she's sitting on her bed, calling her sister to let her know she was right after all.
Chapter 10
April's shaping up to be pretty nice this year. So far, it's full of sunny days without the brutal heat kicking in yet, and nice enough to go enjoy the outdoors. I've been hitting the park more after shifts, shooting hoops with friends or just jogging to clear my head. My birthday's coming up in less than a month, and this is one I'm actually excited for beyond just another birthday. Twenty-one means legal beers without the hassle of a fake ID, which sometimes works, but other times, people don't quite buy it.
Then one afternoon while I'm heating up some lunch in the microwave, I get a random call from an unknown number. My phone doesn't tell me it's potential spam, so I get ready to fuck with the poor person on the other end if it's someone wanting to tell me about the free trip I won.
"Hello?"
There's a pause long enough that I'm just about to hang up, then someone on the other end finally speaks.
"Jay?"
"Yeah," I reply, deciding it's not a telemarketer since I've never had one call me by just my nickname initial. A few more seconds go by before I speak up again. "Check it, if you're still trying to say the kids mine, I'm telling you it can't be, because I had my testicles replaced with neuticles, which is why they're so huge," I say, hoping to get some reaction from the woman on the other end of the line.
"Uh," I hear when I'm done, "sorry, it's Sofia- you deliver my food sometimes. I- I'm sorry, I shouldn't have called."
I nearly drop the phone, instantly recognizing the name and voice. Why did I delete her number? "No-Yeah! Crap. Yeah, Sofia, I know who this is. And no, I'm sorry. I just have a lot of idiot friends that like to call and play pranks. I shouldn't've- Ugh" I groan, instantly feeling like a jackass.
There's another moment of silence that makes me so uncomfortable, I feel the need to say something else.
"So... uh, what can I do for you, Sofia?"
"I'm not really sure why I'm calling exactly," she starts. "I guess I should start by saying I'm sorry. I'm sorry for a lot of things. First of all, I'm sorry it took me two days to even text you to say thank you for the Hot Wheels. That was rude of me. Mateo loved them and he still plays with the Range Rover every single day. I should've said something right away, I just... I didn't know how to respond without making it weird. Things were tense at home that week. My husband... well he brought them in from the front door. He wasn't thrilled about the gift, and I needed to keep the peace for the boys."
"It's okay," I respond, leaning against the counter, and ignoring the microwave that had gone off a minute ago. I'm so focused on trying to stay calm, I barely caught what she was telling me. "You didn't even have to text me at all. You've just been so generous when I've delivered to you, that I wanted to do something in return, and thought he'd have fun with them."
"That was very kind of you. And I appreciate it more than you know." There's another pause as she takes a deeper breath like she's trying to figure out what else to say. "I'm also sorry for how I acted at the restaurant. I was... caught off guard and I handled it badly. I shouldn't have brushed you off like that."
I feel my throat tighten with my own embarrassment. "Please, you don't have to apologize for that. That was completely my fault. I shouldn't have walked up to you in the first place. I should've taken the hint when you didn't answer me before. It was inappropriate, and I swear, I knew better."
She hear what sounds like a courtesy laugh come through the phone. "Maybe. But I still could've been kinder. And then when you texted a while back... yes, that was inappropriate. But I'm still sorry. I never saved your number out of respect for my husband, and I didn't know what to say when you texted me. He also made it very clear he didn't appreciate it.
"Sure," I start, not really positive what to say. "I guess no guy would appreciate some rando texting his wife. So again, my bad, not yours."
"Thank you, but it's ok. You already apologized. I thought about calling you the other day to apologize, but I had to search for your number on my phone bill online. Then earlier today, I kept meaning to reach out, but every time I started to put in your number, I talked myself out of it. Anyway, I guess that's it. I just... wanted to say I'm sorry for all of that."
Having screwed up with her so many times already, I don't push it. I don't ask any questions or go fishing for details. If she's not offering them, for once, I'm not gonna be stupid and ask.
"Hey, don't think anything of it," I say instead. "Family's gotta come first. I'm just glad you're ok."
"I'm... working on it," she says after pausing for a second. "I shouldn't have let it go so long without saying anything. To you or about the toys. I just wanted to make sure you knew I wasn't ignoring you on purpose."
"Thanks for saying that," I tell her. "It means a lot."
"Okay. Good. I... I should go. The boys are too quiet, and that never leads to anything good," she finishes, and I think I can hear a little bit of a smile in her voice.
I smile in response, out of reflex. "Go save the day. Oh, and Sofia?"
"Yeah?"
"Anytime you want some food delivered, just let me know. If I'm out and about, I can just grab it for you quick so you don't have to pay the delivery fee." I feel as dumb as I possibly can the moment the words come out. I essentially just implied that a woman who lives the lifestyle she does, can't afford to have her food delivered.
Thankfully, she's as kind as always, and only giggles softly. "Thanks for the offer. I'll keep it in mind. Good night, Jay."
"Yup, night. Uh, I didn't-" I start to try and backpedal, but she hangs up before I can.
I stand there staring at my microwave, trying to wrap my brain around the fact that she just called me. It was just an apology, but it was also from a woman who's clearly been carrying a lot more than she's let on. And if her husband hadn't been ok with anything before, why's she suddenly calling me now? What changed?
I wolf down my food, unable to think of anything else, and so I text Dan as soon as I'm done eating.
Chapter 11
Me: Yo, basketball in fifteen? I need to talk.
He replies with a thumbs-up and nothing else, so I grab the ball and my keys and head out. Dan got there before me, and he's dribbling at the top of the key when I walk up. He takes a step back and launches a three that clangs off the rim, dancing around like he made a game-winning shot.
I chase it down automatically, grab the rebound, and hold it while I try to get him to look at me.
"She called me, man."
"Who called you?" Dan asks, and I can't believe he even needs me to tell him.
"Sofia!"
He stares at me like he's not understanding. "The hot mom?"
"Yes! Sofia. She just called me out of nowhere. I had deleted her number, so I almost didn't pick up since I didn't know who it was."
Dan scoffs, walks over, and snatches the ball from my hands, going back to dribbling it. "And?"
"And she apologized. For everything. She said she was sorry for taking two days to thank me for the Hot Wheels, and brushing me off at the restaurant. Oh! And for not responding when I texted weeks ago. Bro, she even said she had to dig my number up from her phone bill because she never saved it. I guess the problem was that things were tense at home with her husband, and that he wasn't thrilled about the gift, so she needed to keep the peace for the boys."
Dan dribbles out to the three-point line, then jumps, turning in the air, and shoots again. Unlike the first time when the ball hit the rim, this shot misses completely. He jogs after it while I stand there waiting for him to say something.
He grabs it, unsuccessfully tries to spin it on his finger, and glances at me with zero excitement, before going back to the ball to try again. "Of course he didn't like it. That shit's not news. And so she said sorry. What of it?"


"Dude... she went found my number so she could call me. She didn't have to do any of that."
He shrugs, and awkwardly bounces the ball between his legs. "People apologize, Jay. Doesn't mean she's leaving her husband for the Food Dude. She probably just felt guilty and wanted to clear her conscience."
I step in front of him, reaching for the ball, but he darts away with it. "No, man, you're not getting it. She sounded different, too. It was like she was a little bit more friendly than normal. In fact, she even said that she almost called a few times, but kept talking herself out of it. I don't care what you say, all of that together's gotta mean something."
Dan finally stops dribbling and looks at me for a long second. "Okay, fine, maybe it's something. But bro, maybe it's just a polite mom tying up loose ends so she doesn't feel like she's a bitch. I'm just saying, don't start planning your wedding yet."
I grin regardless of what he says. "Whatever. She called me, Dan. She actively hunted down my number and called me. That's more than loose ends."
He rolls his eyes, but grins at my asinine enthusiasm, and tosses the ball at me. "Fine. I'll give you credit for that. Now check the damn ball so I can school you before you start writing your wedding vows."
"Dream on. I'm on fire today," I respond, bouncing it back to him.
He laughs, pulls up, and drains the three this time, strutting after it.
"Whatever you say, Romeo. Whatever you say."
Chapter 12
A couple days after Sofia's apology call, it's halfway through most people's dinnertime, and I'm weaving through traffic with a bag of burgers cooling on the seat next to me when my phone rings. It's another unknown number but not flagged as spam, so I hit the button on my steering wheel to answer.
"Yeah, this is Jay."
"You the delivery kid who's been fucking my wife?" some guy's voice asks, suddenly accusing me through my car's speakers.
My gut twists, having never been accused of something like that before. "Who's this?" I ask, searching for someplace to pull over.
"It's Sofia's husband, Carlos. Now answer the fucking question."
I swallow, trying to keep my voice steady. "Look, man, I don't know what you're talking about. I deliver food to your house sometimes. That's it. And I haven't even done that in like a month. Nothing's going on."
He gives a hard laugh, like he's going to assume anything I say is just an excuse. "Right. So then why's my wife calling you? And my five-year-old talking about some 'food guy' she had to apologize to? You think I'm stupid? I know something's up. I'm telling you to stay the hell away from my family, or I'll make sure you regret it."
The ends the call before I can get another word in.
It all happens so fast, I'm still sitting at a red light and didn't even get a chance to park, with my heart hammering in my chest. Because what the fuck was that? I've never actually been threatened before, so that was another first that came out of that call. Deciding that Sofia should probably know, I pull up her number.
"Hello, Jay?"
"Hey, Sophia," I begin, not really sure how to start.
"Is everything okay?" she asks, sounding concerned.
"Honestly, I don't know. Your husband just called me, and accused me of- um, well, accused us of... stuff. He said something about Mateo mentioning me, and so I guess now he thinks something's going on between us."
"Oh God," she sighs. "I'm so sorry. He picked up the boys for the night, and Mateo said something about me calling the 'food guy'. We're going through a rough patch right now, so Carlos has been, uh, paranoid lately. I'm really sorry you got dragged into this."
"It's fine," I say, even though it's not. "I just wanted to give you a heads up, because he sounded... intense."
I can hear the tension in her voice. "That's him all the time. Thank you for telling me, and I'll handle it. And Jay? I'm really am sorry. Again. After Mateo said something, he grabbed my phone off the counter. I had no idea he found or memorized your number, or I would've called you. Just so you know, I never would've given it to him."
"It's cool. As long as I don't have to actually worry about anything, then don't sweat it," I respond hoping she's actually able to handle it like she said.
"You don't," she assures me. "He's all talk and has never been in a fight in his life. The worst thing he's ever been able to do to anyone is fire them."
Feeling a sense of relief that I don't have to worry about someone showing up at my door, my body relaxes a touch. "That makes me feel a little better. And if you need anything, food, someone to vent to, or whatever, I'm here."
"I might take you up on that. Talk soon."
I let out a deep breath when she hangs up, then lean back against the headrest, trying to focus on the traffic. It sounds like more than a fight if he's "picking up the kids for the night." That's a serious rough patch.
Chapter 13
The next few days go by like any other. I'm starting to think maybe that's it, maybe they're working it out and she's back to keeping the peace, when my phone buzzes late on a Tuesday, around 9:30. Picking it up, I see Sofia's name on the screen.
I drop my video game controller and immediately answer the phone.
"What's up?" I ask, sounding happy to see it's her, then jokingly add, "I shouldn't be expecting another call from Carlos, should I?"
"Hey," she chuckles lightly. "No, not that I know of. Is this a bad time?"
"Nah, I'm just sitting at home. How are you?"
"Honestly? I'm okay," she responds. "The house feels too big with the boys staying with Carlos tonight. My sister, Marisol, is in Mexico for another week, so I don't even have her to talk to. I just... needed to hear a familiar voice, I guess."
I kick back on the couch, settling in. "That sucks, but for what it's worth, I'm glad you called. What's on your mind?"
"Nothing. Everything? I don't know," she groans. "I know you don't know me or my life, and you probably don't want to hear any of it, but I keep replaying the last couple weeks in my head. I still feel bad about the way Carlos treated you in the restaurant, but especially about him calling you. He's always been the jealous type, and it's exhausting pretending everything's fine when it's not. I don't have many people I can just... talk to anymore other than my sister, because he never liked me having close friends. Didn't matter who it was, he'd always say they took time away from the family. So now it's just me in the house, wondering how I got here."
"That sounds lonely as hell," I say quietly. "Everybody should be allowed to have friends, and not be isolated. How are the kids handling things?"
"Yeah," she murmurs. "I'm starting to realize that and they're fine. Too young to really understand any of it. Anyway... let's talk about something else. What are you doing with your night off from deliveries?"
Understanding why she would want to change the subject, my voice perks up. "I'm living the high life, sitting around eating cold tacos on my couch. Real glamorous. But my birthday's coming up in a couple weeks, though, so that's cool, I guess. Turning the big twenty-one."
"Twenty-one," she repeats, and I can hear a smile in her voice. "That feels like a lifetime ago. You have to do something fun. That's one of the birthdays that needs to be celebrated."
"Yeah, I'll probably just do the bar thing with my buddy Dan, and then ignore the fact that I'm supposed to be an adult."
"The bar is fine, but you have to do more than that!" she insists. "You can do the bar anytime. And you probably will more than you should."
"Meh," I shrug it off, not knowing what else to do. "I've already got a fake ID, so it'll be cool to not have to sweat it if anyone's going to question if it's real or not."
"All the more reason to do something else," she continues. "You've already done 'the bar.' But it's your birthday. Whatever makes you happy."
We talk for almost an hour, just shooting the shit. She tells me about Mateo's latest obsession with building "car towers" by stacking as many as he can, and how the youngest one has started saying "vroom" like Mateo every time his older brother lets him play with his cars. I tell her about the worst delivery I've ever had, that happened the night before.
It was a guy running around in a G-string, and the front of it was like a Santa hat, but he seemed like he was tripping on something. After I handed him his food, he tried to tip me "extra" with random trash that was sitting on his coffee table. Every time he bent over to grab something else, I had to avert my so I didn't see his asshole with this little band of elastic stretched over it. That story gets her genuinely laughing and joking that she guesses I'm not an ass guy then.
"Believe me, I can appreciate a nice ass," I laugh. "But I can't say that this thirty-something-year-old tweaker's, bony hairy asshole really qualifies as nice."
"Good to know," she manages to get out after my long and extremely detailed rendition of the encounter.
When she finally yawns, she sounds much better than when she first called. "I should let you go. Thank you for talking to me, Jay. I didn't realize how much I needed somebody to just make me laugh."
"Anytime," I tell her with a big smile on my face. "Seriously, you're more than welcome to call me whenever you want."
"I might," she says softly. "Good night."
Chapter 14
It's only another few nights before I'm sprawled on the couch, scrolling through porn, when my phone lights up with Sofia's name. It's crazy how fast it goes from me letting her know about Carlos calling me, to her and I texting. It was pretty much all just innocent stuff, which makes sense all things considered. She sends a photo of Mateo's latest masterpiece of a car tower, and I send back dumb memes, which may or may not be followed up by her replying with laughing emojis and the occasional "You're terrible." Nothing to write home about, but I felt like the man every time.
"Hey, you," I answer.
"Hey yourself," she says, and this time she sounds happy when I answer, unlike the last call. "You busy?"
"Nah, just avoiding adulting. What're you up to?"
"Same. I just finished making sure the boys are asleep, so I can finally relax. I was thinking about our last talk and the way you make me laugh. And... well, I just wanted to hear your voice. Is that weird?"
"Not even a little," I tell her, shifting so I sit up straighter, feeling my dick twitch at what she said. "You can call and listen to my voice whenever you want."
We quickly move into small talk like we've been besties for years. We joke about some of the crazy people I've delivered to. She tells me Mateo asked if the "food guy" is coming back soon, so I tell her she can tell him I'll bring him a new Hot Wheels next time I'm in the neighborhood.
Eventually she brings up my birthday again.
"So... two weeks from Saturday, and you turn the big twenty-one, right?"
"Yeah," I confirm. "It's creeping up quick. Dan's planning some low-key bar crawl I think, which is what we did for his birthday. We'll probably end up at the same three places we always go."
"Hmmm."
"What?" I ask.
"Well, you can't do that," she states matter-of-factly. "The obvious is that you already go to those places, so that's not fun. Plus, you can't even use your own ID there, because then you're just telling them they've been serving you underage this whole time. You have to tell him he'll need to do better than that."
"Fair," I say, seeing the logic in her argument.
"Isn't there any girls you can invite, so it won't just be you and Dan? Someone special to celebrate with?"
I laugh, but it comes out a little awkward. "Nah. No girls. But there'll be a few other guys there. Maybe one or two of their girlfriends. My dating life's been... uh, pretty nonexistent lately. Not many girls at this age really want to date a guy that doesn't have a real job. At least, not any of the girls I've been interested in."
There's a pause, and I can hear her shifting, maybe settling deeper into whatever she's in. Next thing I know, I'm half-joking and half-hoping, but one-hundred percent cringing at what I ask her.
"You could come if you wanted, you know. Obviously we don't have anything fancy planned, so there's no pressure. I mean... I'd like it if you were there, but you don't have to."
The second I put it out there, I wanna punch myself in the dick for letting it think for me. Inviting a married mom who's going through a "rough patch" to my twenty-first birthday bar crawl with my dumb friends? Yeah, that's what a woman like her wants to do.
She takes long enough to respond that I start mentally drafting the apology text I'll send when we're off the phone.
When she finally does say something, the tone is a little bit higher-pitched than I would've expected, giving me a renewed sense of hope. "You serious?"
"Yeah, why not? I mean... if it's weird, forget I said it. I just thought-"
"No," she says, cutting me off. "It's not weird. It's actually... really sweet. I haven't done anything like that in years. Just gone out and had a drink with people when it wasn't some sort of function for... well, for Carlos."
I can hear the change in her voice when she mentions him, like she doesn't even want to think his name.
"I'm not saying no, but let me think about it, okay?" she asks. "I'd have to find someone to watch the boys, but maybe Marisol could take them for the night. I'd hate to have to try and tell Carlos why, so I don't want to ask him. He'll probably say he's got plans already, even if I do ask. But... I think I kind of like the idea. A lot."
"Cool. Just let me know either way then." I quickly go from wanting to give my dick a beating, to thinking I'll have to give him a proper beating.
"I appreciate it," she says, followed by an almost shy-sounding giggle.
Not wanting to give me the chance to make things weird, I change the subject, and we talk for another half hour. Eventually the conversation makes its way back to her teasing me about my first legal bar night and me joking that I'll need a designated driver because I'm "delicate." When she yawns, she sounds reluctant to hang up.
"I should really go," she murmurs. "The boys always wake up early. But thank you for wasting your night talking to me."
"Anytime," I tell her. "I like hearing your voice too," I throw out there, hoping she knows I'm referencing her comment at the beginning of the call.
"Night, soon-to-be birthday boy."
"Night, Sofia."
I set the phone down with a big-ass grin, unable to believe she didn't immediately hang up when I invited her out. The fact that she might actually show up is mind-boggling. And even if she doesn't, the fact that she didn't laugh me off the phone feels like the biggest win I've had in months.
Opening my camera up, I flip through different filters and take a cheesy picture, adding a party hat and celebration crap around me, hoping it'll help push her that little bit further into committing. She sends back a laughing emoji, and before I get too lost in my own thoughts, I'm surprised when I get a picture back from her. I think she must've used one of those glamour filters and took a picture with her lips pursed together, and then put stickers of a cone birthday hat on her head, and a kazoo at her mouth.
I instantly "love" the picture and head to bed with it still open, picturing my cock where the sticker of the purple toy sits.
Chapter 15
Over the next couple of weeks, our conversations and texts become a near-nightly routine. It starts with the little things from before, but grows fast. She never really does give details when she vents about Carlos's latest "work trip," but it's enough I can read between the lines.
When I ask about my birthday again, she immediately jumps at it. She says she's been waiting for me to bring it up again, just in case I was only being nice the first time. She's happy to go, but with conditions. There'd be no bar crawl to the same three places my friends and I already frequent, unless I absolutely insisted. But if we're just doing that out of a lack of imagination, then she'll handle everything from the ride to the festivities for the night, and that she'll make it a birthday I won't forget.
All I have to do is tell her how many people to plan for, dress nice, and have everyone together and ready at 8.
Her sister Marisol insisted on watching the boys when Sofia brought it up. "If anyone deserves a night out after all these years of putting everyone else first," Marisol told her, "it's you." Sofia laughs when she tells me about it, and I can hear the energy in her voice.
I tell her there will be seven of us. Me, Dan, three other guys we've known since school, and two girlfriends who sound like they're gonna make it.
"Perfect. See you Saturday," she says, not offering any other hints.
As Saturday night arrives, I'm pacing the apartment in a black button-down and black slacks. I hope it's nice enough, because it's the nicest outfit I own. I don't have a suit or even a tie. Dan's already here along with the rest of my friends, sipping a beer and giving me shit about how I'm acting like I'm a girl about to get picked up for prom.
At just before 8:00, I kick everyone out of the apartment. We head down to wait at the entrance of the community, and we stand there waiting for a couple of cars or minivans to pick us up.
A couple of minutes go by without anybody stopping, and when I see the next vehicle start to round the corner, I'm blown away. There's a long, black stretched SUV limo pulling up, with the dark tinted windows, chrome accents, the works. This one isn't some party bus knockoff, but a real luxury limo.
A second later, Sofia pops up, spreading her arms out. She's in a silver sequined dress with a plunging neckline that's showing a significant amount of cleavage, catching every bit of streetlight and sparkling. Her hair is down in loose waves, and as she gets closer, her makeup is done to perfection, reminding me of the first time I saw her. She's grinning like she just pulled off the best surprise ever.
"Happy birthday, Jay!" she calls out, following it with a whoop.
Before anyone can react, the driver hits the brakes a little harder than expected when the back door is roughly in front of us. Sofia squeals, loses her balance, and tumbles back inside with a muffled "Eep!" and a burst of laughter.
The driver steps out of the front and heads back to get the door, but Sofia beats him to it. When she comes stumbling out, she's still laughing, and fixing her sparkling dress back into place halfway down her thighs, then making sure her chest hasn't spilled out.
"Hi," she says, when she finally looks up at me with the driver holding the door now. "I'm so embarrassed. I guess that's probably why they don't let you stand out of the sunroof."
Dan's mouth is hanging open, and the other guys are staring. Even the two girlfriends are whispering and smiling.
I step forward, still stunned. "Sofia... you're... wow. I mean, you're beautiful. Like, holy shit beautiful," I babble, then realize what I'm saying and try to shift gears. "I never would've expected a limo, that's awesome. I didn't even know people still did this. I thought they all got replaced by party buses."
Out of the corner of my eye, I see the driver smirking and shaking his head. I'm not sure if it's a response to my blubbering, or what I said about limos, but either way, it prompted me to shut up for a second.
She tsks playfully, gazing at me with her sparkling eyes. "Of course people still do limos! A party bus is cool, but after the way Carlos treated you when he called? I figured he owes you a proper birthday, whether he wants to apologize or not. So... consider this his apology. On his dime."


"I'll take it," I laugh, looking her over once again. "You seem like you're ready to have some fun." She seems looser than I've seen her before, and her cheeks are slightly flushed.
"I may... or may not have had a couple of drinks," she whispers loud enough for everyone to hear.
She doesn't seem drunk, just... free. I climb up into the SUV first, and as I duck inside, she reaches up behind me and gives my ass a smack.
"I don't know, I think guys can have a cute butt too," she says teasingly, referencing the delivery story that quickly turned into a joke about just what kind of asses I like.
I nearly trip getting in at the shock of the fact she's just smacked my ass and we've never even shook hands. Everybody else behind me bursts out laughing, even though they don't know the full reference. Sofia slides in after me, grinning unapologetically.
As the driver closes the door and everyone gets settled, I'm checking everything out when I hear Sofia whisper to me. "I had a couple of drinks before I left the house," she confesses. "I started to feel nervous about going out with a bunch of people I don't know, after years of never doing anything. I hope that's ok."
"I get it," I whisper back in shock of how quickly the night became far more than I expected. "I'm still trying to believe this is real, so you can do whatever you want!"
After the driver tells us how to connect to the stereo, and a few other random details as the limo pulls away smoothly.
I'm sitting in the seat at the back, and Dan leans over from the seat running the length right in front of me, shaking his head. "Bro. Your birthday just went from 'bar crawl' to 'main character energy.'"
Getting out onto the main road, Sofia adjusts, settling next to me with her thigh brushing mine. "Buckle up, boys and girls. I think this is going to be a good night."
As the city lights slide past the tinted windows, and Eddie chooses a playlist on his phone that he connected to the stereo, I realize she's right. This is the best birthday I've ever had and it's barely started. And mainly it's just because she's here.
The bass from Eddie's playlist starts thumping through the high-end speakers. Everyone's settled in and starting to calm down after the initial shock of the ride. Dan, being Dan, sprawls across the bench seat, crowding everyone else until Pete pushes him back upright. Next to Pete is his girlfriend Jess, with Lauren next to her, and her boyfriend, my friend since freshman year, Eddie. Mike is the last of us, and he's sitting on the other side of Sofia along the back bench. Looking around, I catch each of them stealing glances at Sofia during the ride. I think the girls keep checking her out, awestruck, and wondering how the hell she pulled this off and why she'd be hanging out with the lot of us. And at the same time, I think the guys are checking her out, just wondering what the hell she'd be wasting her time with me for.
After a few minutes, Jess leans over to Pete, elbowing him in the ribs. "You couldn't even get me a decent Uber for my birthday last year, and we ended up at Chili's. Why the hell didn't I get a limo?"
Pete throws his hands up, laughing. "Hey, maybe if you brought me food all the time, I'd have done better, like the delivery guy here. He's clearly got the secret formula."
The whole group cracks up, Dan slaps Pete's knee, and Mike snorts, mid-sip on a beer he had in his coat through his nose. Even Sofia lets out a bright, surprised laugh.
I feel the heat instantly crawl up my neck. I know it's just a harmless joke, but everything around us makes me feel a bit self-conscious, like someone is pointing out the obvious gap between my world and hers. I turn to her quickly, feeling suddenly tense.
"Sorry about that," I mutter. "They're idiots. I didn't-"
She shakes her head, reaching over to give my hand a gentle squeeze. Her smile comes across a little restrained, but she doesn't seem upset at all. "It's fine. It was funny. Don't apologize for your friends, I know they didn't mean anything."
I exhale, nodding. "Still. Didn't want it to feel... weird."
"All of this is weird, but who cares," she says softly, meeting my eyes while we smile at each other for a moment, appreciating what each of us has done for the other. "Stop worrying, and enjoy your night. I'm here because I want to be, and I'm glad you invited me."
Chapter 16
The ride and the laughs continue until the limo slows, turning into a valet line downtown. Watching out the window, I see the neon sign of the club glowing overhead. It's clearly one of those upscale spots I never would've thought to go to. There's a doorman in a black suit, holding up a line waiting to get inside.
A few seconds later, the driver opens the door. Mike steps out first, making room for Sofia to follow. As she scoots out, stepping down, a little hunched over, I get my first halfway decent look at her ass in the silver dress that's inching up the back of her thighs and catching the light. Lost in my own thoughts for a second, I suddenly feel a nudge on my shoulder and glance back to see Dan and the rest staring at me with big goofy grins. Thankfully, for once in his life, Dan shows a hint of decency and just tilts his head, signaling me to move, and chooses to forego any smartass comments.
The rest of us pile out behind her, and I feel like I just got promoted to a different tax bracket when a host in a tailored blazer is waiting to greet us. He nods at Sofia like she's royalty, then leads us inside, bypassing the line. We cross through the main floor and up several stairs to a raised VIP section that overlooks the dance floor.
I never would've imagined my friends and I in a place like this, much less sitting in the plush sectional sofas wrapped in dark leather. A low glass table is already adorned with ice buckets and premium bottles of tequila, vodka, whiskey and champagne. I soon realize we also have a private waitress in a sleek black dress, who closes a velvet rope after we all pile in, separating us from the rest of the club.
Sofia turns to the group, arms out. "Welcome to your birthday, Jay! I know you had originally planned on a bar crawl, but I hope you're ok with doing this instead. And hey, there's no waiting in line. Just... us." Her words are followed by an immediate laugh. "Well, us and the waitress, who Mike clearly appreciates."
All of us turning to Mike, we catch him craning his neck to watch her walk away, before sheepishly turning back to us, and then glancing around. Not even the dim lights can hide his face going red.
Dan lets out a low whistle. "I'm never letting you plan my birthday again, bro," he says to me. "This is unfair."
Pete wastes no time pouring shots, trying not to spill any when Jess elbows him again, smiling. Lauren snaps a selfie of the group.
I notice Sofia standing in the middle of everything appearing a little nervous. She catches my eye, steps closer, and leans up to say something to me over the music.
"Happy birthday," she says just loud enough for me to hear. "I wanted tonight to be special for you. I know it's probably not your scene, but I hope it's ok."
Pulling back to look at her, I try to think of what to say. "Can I give you a hug?" is what eventually comes out.
Sofia's eyes widen for a split second when I ask, like she's genuinely surprised I'd even think to ask first.
"Of course," she says brightly over the music. Her face morphs into a big, warm smile, and she holds out her arms.
I step in and wrap around her. It's the first real touch between us beyond the smack on my ass while getting into the limo, and the feel of her hits me all at once. She's squishy in all the right places when her body presses in against mine. I can feel her chest flatten and spread out against my lower ribs as the sequins on her dress catch on my shirt. I've been too distracted all night to notice her perfume until now, but once it hits me, I can't get over how good she smells.
I'm not the biggest hugger, so I'm happy when she actually hugs me back tightly, and not in one of those weird, ass out, barely touching me with one arm, kinda hugs.
"Thank you for actually hugging, and not doing one of those awkward hugs," I say loud enough for her to hear over the music. "I mean, if you're going to get in my bubble, then fucking hug me, or don't bother in the first place, you know?"
I feel her laugh more than anything else, and then her fingers press into my back, pulling me tighter for a second into my birthday hug. When we pull apart, her cheeks are flushed, and her face is as bright and happy as I've ever seen her before turning into an almost shy smile and pivoting to the group.
The night kicks off fast after that. Drinks keep coming with shots first, then cocktails, and random champagne toasts. The waitress doesn't even bother to ask if we want more and keeps it coming, checking to see if there's anything else we'd like to go with it. Everyone's loose, laughing, and enjoying an experience none of us have ever had. Dan's already three drinks ahead of the rest of us and trying to convince Mike to do a terrible dance move that justifiably died years ago. Pete and Jess are arguing playfully about which of them has been hit on more since being up here. Then there's Lauren, perched on the edge of the couch, legs crossed, watching the dance floor and everything going on around her, while Eddie talks to anyone that'll listen about how he should be a DJ.
At one point Mike leans over to me, nodding toward the waitress as she walks away with an empty tray. "Bro, check out those fuckin' legs. She's got to be a runner or something."
I can't help it and glance over to see what he's talking about. He's not wrong. They're long, toned, and barely disappearing under the stupidly short black dress she's wearing. "Yeah, she's hot," I holler back at him.
That's when I notice Sofia watching me out of the corner of my eye, and has obviously heard what I said. Turning to face her, she laughs when I start to clam up. "Don't stop looking on my account," she says, loud enough for everyone to hear and waves her drink in the direction of the waitress. "Mike's right. She's gorgeous. Enjoy the view."
I feel my face turn red, but her smile shows she's thoroughly having a good time, with no hint of any jealousy. It helps me relax a little more to be able to enjoy my night.
Chapter 17
A while later, she drags me out to dance. I'm not a dancer, and try to refuse, but she's insistent, saying I can just stand there and she'll dance around me. Tugging my hand with the same playful authority she's been showing all night. "Come on, birthday boy. I haven't had a chance to go dancing like this in over a decade."
We end up right in front of the VIP railing, keeping close to our little section and out of the center of the dance floor to spare me the embarrassment. You'd never know she hasn't gotten to go dancing based on how confident she appears to be, and the way she's moving her hips. The silver dress makes every move a little more apparent thanks to the way it reflects the light like a disco ball. I'm mostly just trying not to come across as an idiot, but she doesn't seem to mind. At one point she spins around me, then stops dead, and stares at me with eyes that are wider than I've ever seen them. There's a smirk on her face as if she's fighting a laugh.
"What?" I ask, leaning in.
She covers her mouth, glances over her shoulder, then back at me. "Check out Lauren."
I follow her gaze. Lauren's sitting on the edge of our table, facing out toward the dance floor. I'm scanning her for something stuck to her, or signs she's about to pass out, but I don't really notice anything out of place.
I shrug, confused.
Sofia gives me an exasperated look, then steps back so Lauren's directly behind her. She rises on her toes and covers her mouth at my ear. "Look at the way she's sitting."
I check again and finally catch on. Sure enough her short skirt is a skin-tight number, and she's sitting with her legs parted just enough that, with no dress to fall between her legs for modesty and her angle is toward the dance floor. She's giving everyone a clear view to the fact that she's not wearing any panties. I instantly go into shock, never having expected to see that.
Sofia pulls back, laughing loudly when I lock up. "I don't know her, so I don't know what to do."
I'm still processing when I spot Eddie not far away on the dance floor, talking to Dan. I weave through the crowd, tap him on the shoulder, and tilt my head toward Lauren.
"You might, uh..." I fumble, trying to figure out how to tell my friend that I just saw up his girlfriend's skirt. "You might want to give Lauren a heads up that she's flashing everyone."
He glances over, sees it, and bursts out laughing. "That's awesome," he says, grinning like an idiot. "It's not the first time. I swear that girl has no self-awareness."
Then he shrugs and turns back to Dan like it's no big deal.
I head back to Sofia, flabbergasted. She's still giggling, hand over her mouth.
"She's just... sitting there," I say.
Sofia nods, and something about her surprise comes across as adorable. "Apparently your friends are very secure in their relationships."
We both crack up as the absurdity of it hits us at the same time. She grabs my hand again, pulling me back into the dance.
A little while later, she leans in close to talk to me over the music again. "So... we need to find you a girl for your birthday. Someone to celebrate properly."
I laugh, shaking my head. "I'm good. Tonight's already perfect."
She raises an eyebrow, playful but serious. "Come on. You said you can appreciate a nice ass. So... who in here has the best one?"
She nods toward the dance floor, scanning the crowd like she's genuinely assessing everyone.
I play along, glancing around. "I don't know. Too many options."
"Maybe I'm asking the wrong thing," she continues. "Just because you said you can appreciate a nice ass, doesn't mean that's what you go for. So then, is it legs, like Mike? You seemed to enjoy Holly's."
"Who's Holly?" I ask, not sure who she's talking about.
"Seriously?" she playfully chides. "The waitress that's been bringing you drinks all night and that you were ogling with Mike."
I feel like an idiot the second she says it, realizing how much of a dog I probably come across as, having stared at the waitress and not even knowing her name after how long. "Nah," I say quickly, trying to play it off. "Not really. I mean, she's hot with nice legs, sure, but... legs aren't my thing."
Sofia tilts her head, getting an amused smirk. "So you're a boob guy then?"
I laugh, shaking my head again. "No. All right, f I have to narrow it down to one thing, I'd say you were right the first time. Ass-man. Definitely ass."
Her eyes light up with that mischievous spark I've seen a couple of times now tonight. "Is it that hard to admit? Now we're making progress."
She grabs my wrist and leads me up to our stretch of the railing that overlooks the dance floor. The VIP section's raised just high enough that we have a perfect view of the crowd below in short dresses, stylish flowing pants, and tight jeans or sexy shorts everywhere.
She leans over the rail, scanning like she's on a mission, then signals Jess, who was standing by the bottles and glasses for another round of shots. Jess brings them over with a grin, holding out two fresh ones for us along with a beer for me. Sofia and I throw them back in unison, quickly downing the tequila.
She points first to a cute girl dancing near the center. She's about average height, and her butt has a nice shape, but nothing that stands out. "What about her? She seems like a solid option."
I glance, shrug. "Not bad. But come on, definitely not the best."
Sofia nods, screwing up her face in concentration to try again. She spots a petite blonde in a tiny dress, with a small butt. In fact, she has a tiny everything. "That more your speed? A cute little compact speed bump of an ass?"
"Definitely not," I say, laughing. "No offense to her."
"Okay, sounds like small is not the way to go. See? We're narrowing it down." She keeps searching, then stops with an appreciative expression. "How about that one?"
She nods toward an attractive brunette who's maybe mid-twenties and has long dark hair in loose waves down her back. She's wearing a black dress that's hugging her bubble butt tight enough that you can see a hint of her skin tone showing through the fabric. And yeah, the ass is round, sculpted, and I'd bet money she spends hours in the gym specifically for it. It's an attention magnet that's impossible not to notice, no doubt.
I hesitate, feeling the warmth in my cheeks as they probably turn a little red. "Better," I admit. "Way better."
Sofia catches the way I shift, and the slight discomfort in my posture. She turns to face me fully, leaning one elbow on the rail. "Jay, come on, it's your birthday. You're in a VIP lounge with a limo waiting outside. If you ever want to go for the big fish, this is the time," she says, waving out over the crowd, then starts again, emphasizing every word of the next sentence. "It's. Your. Twenty. First. Birthday! Go talk to her. I'll be your wingman. Trust me, it helps if you already have an attractive woman with you to be your hype-girl."
I take a quick swig of the beer Jess left for me, trying to play it cool. "Well, if all of that's the case, then maybe I should just go for you."
She spins her head to look at me so fast that her hair whips around. For a second she just stares, one eyebrow cocked and a teasing grin spreading across her face.
Then she laughs and elbows me in the stomach. "Fine," she says, turning back to peer out at the crowd again. "If you're not going to take it seriously, I'll let it go. But if you see someone you actually want to talk to, just say the word. I've always thought it'd be fun to have a guy friend I could help pick up girls. I bet I'd be good at it."
I grin, feeling the alcohol finally loosening the last of my nerves. "I'm sure you would."
Chapter 18
Suddenly the DJ's voice cuts through the bass drop, amplified over the speakers.
"A'rihgt e'rybody- listen up all you beautiful people! We got a huge birthday in da house tonight! Shout out to Jay turning the big twenty-one! Happy birthday from Sofia and all your friends up in the VIP section! Give it up for him, people! And to the rest of the people in the club tonight - y'all make some noise for the birthday boy!"
The place erupts in cheers and whistles, a few random people nearby shouting "Happy birthday!" from the dance floor. The lights sweep toward our section, catching Sofia's silver dress like a spotlight. She's grinning ear to ear, arms up swinging in celebration, and whooping along with everyone else. Dan's already on his feet, pumping his fist like this is all for him. Pete and Mike are yelling my name, while the girls clap and holler alongside Sofia.
I'm standing there, completely embarrassed, but thrilled deep down at having so many people cheering for me. Sofia turns to the crowd, then back to me, before finally clapping as the crowd moves on, and mouths, "Happy birthday," and gives me a kiss on my cheek.
"You didn't think I'd let you get out of here without that, did you?"
Before I can answer, the next track slams in and it's a sultry Latin beat with heavy percussion, that instantly gets Sofia moving. The bass rolls through the floor, vibrating up my legs.
Sofia doesn't bother trying to convince me to dance this time. She just grabs my hand, drags me past the railing, and down the stairs onto the dance floor. Not satisfied at the edge of the floor anymore, she gently nudges people out of the way as she heads toward the center of the floor.


Breaking into a flavorful style of dance, she spins to face me, throwing her arms over her head, then turns her back to me and pressing in close. Her hips start gyrating in slow circles in time with the beat, causing her ass to brush against whatever part of my body is closest, scraping the sequins over my slacks. I feel myself begin to harden instantly. Suddenly I'm wishing I was wearing jeans to help give a bit of a thicker barrier between me and her, as well as maybe hide it a little better than these are going to.
She glances over her shoulder, catches my eye, and gives what I think is an embarrassed smile before glancing down and moving off a little. It's as if my nightmare just came true and she's as aware of my growing erection as I am.
The separation doesn't last long before she steps right back in, but maintains a bit more distance than she had, swaying with the beat. Her hands brush over my chest and arms in light, teasing passes as she continues to dance. When her head drops a little as she dances, it puts my groin back in her line of sight automatically. I'm guessing she noticed that I'm fully hard at this point.
Lifting her head toward the crowd and scanning again, she calls out over the music. "So," she begins, turning her head the other direction to check that way, "see anything you like yet? Because I think we need to find something to feed that... thing."
She nods in the direction of my crotch without breaking eye contact, with one eyebrow arched.
I laugh, feeling my nerves rise at being put on the spot, and try to deflect. "I already told you," I say, throwing in a dumb eyebrow wiggle for good measure, "but you decided I wasn't being serious."
This difference compared to earlier is that she doesn't laugh this time. Instead, she keeps dancing, then blatantly drops her focus lower, outright staring at the front of my slacks before diverting her attention toward the crowd. She bites her lower lip for a second, then meets my eyes again.
"I did think you were joking," she says, never stopping moving. "But now... I'm not so sure."
I swallow hard, and give an awkward little gesture, trying to wave off the comment, and making every effort to not come across as a bumbling idiot while dancing. "I-uh..."
I'm grateful when she lets it go and keeps dancing. A new song has started, with a bit dirtier of a beat. She turns her back to me again, pressing in close once more. This time there's no mistaking that she's grinding on me intentionally, rolling her hips in deep, deliberate circles, and pushing her ass back against me with every hit of the bass. At this point, she's pressing against me hard enough that I can feel the sequins scrape along my member, and the friction against my fully hard erection is maddening. There's no hiding anything that's going on.
Gaining confidence, I reach up and grip her waist before scraping my hands over the sequins and moving them to her hips. I can see the sweat on her shoulders and her hair starting to turn into wet strings at the nape of her neck, which accentuates the warmth I can feel coming through the fabric of her dress. She turns her head, peering at me over her shoulder with this expression that shoots straight through me, making my dick throb against her ass.
She keeps moving in alternating motions that has me fighting not to cum in my pants in the middle of the crowd. Then a voice cuts through, completely catching me off guard.
"Yaaaaassss! Get it, birthday boy!" I hear and search around, becoming self-conscious all of a sudden.
After a second, I see a cute girl in a tiny red dress that's dancing nearby with another girl, and both of them have these big stupid drunk grins on their faces. The friend throws her hands up and whoops. "Yessss! Work it!"
Sofia falters for half a second and her rhythm stutters, then she bursts out laughing. The sound of it is almost giddy, would be the best way to describe it. She spins in my arms, buries her face against my chest, and starts shaking with laughter. Gripping my shirt like she's trying to hide.
When she pulls back, her cheeks are flushed, and her eyes seem as if they may be watering from busting up so hard out of nowhere.
"See?" she says, trying to get her giggles under control. "Even strangers are rooting for you."
I laugh too, with the unexpected moment breaking the tension. "Yeah... guess I've got cheerleaders now."
She nods, keeping herself pressed against me and sliding her hands up to rest on my shoulders. Then her expression changes to something a little vulnerable.
She leans in, getting close to my ear so only I can hear in the middle of the throngs of dancing bodies. "Can I ask you something?"
Chapter 19
"Of course. Anything."
She hesitates, then goes for it. "What does a guy your age even see in a woman my age? Honestly? I'm fifteen years older than you. Two kids. And a whole marriage that's falling apart, making my life a complete mess. I really thought you were just being nice to me and my kids before, but tonight... Well, now I'm realizing it's been more than that, and so I'm waiting for you to realize this is crazy and walk away."
I swallow, summoning up all of my courage that's being boosted by the alcohol and the feel of her body grinding against me. Going against every bit of better judgment screaming in my head about how this woman is so far out of my league that nothing good can come from telling her the truth, I do it anyway.
"I see someone who's fucking stunning," I say, trying to not be too loud. "And I don't just mean your body- though yeah, that's fucking insane. Delivering to your house, I've watched you go through different stages from the glamorous woman on her way to some party I'll never understand, to the mom that's just trying to do the best she can when her kids are driving her up the wall. Now I've also seen the way you move, and the way you laugh when you finally let yourself go a little. I've had the chance to listen to you on the phone talk about your kids, and your sister, and how family means everything to you. The way you take care of your kids no matter how exhausted you are. And from what I can tell, I'm looking at a woman who's been carrying everything for years and is still this... bright, sexy, and amazing person. Age? Kids? That's not a turn-off. It's the opposite. It makes you more than just some fantasy woman. And right now, feeling you against me like this? I can't think of anything hotter. Plus, to top it all off, you really wanna know who has the best ass in the club? Yeah, it's you. Hands down."
She stands still in the middle of the dance floor, having stopped dancing halfway through me putting it all out there, listening to my outpouring of effusive praise with a look of complete shock. By the time I'm finally done, she's pulled back and staring at me with her brow furrowed like she's trying to judge the honesty of what I told her.
Watching her reach some conclusion in her head, my heart races, waiting for her final reaction. Then it's as though she decides and surges forward, both hands flying up to cradle my face, gripping me around my ears as she yanks me down. Our mouths crash together in a hard and hungry kiss, with no hint of gentleness on her part. Her plump lips are hot and demanding, urging mine to part on impact so she can drive her tongue between them. I taste a mix of alcohol and her, barely flinching when our teeth clack together, or the bite of when she catches my bottom lip between them. The way she sucks it between her own lips after nibbling at it emphasizes how good lips that full can feel.
I groan into her mouth, moving my hands to grip her hips again and pull her flush against me so she can truly feel how hard she's made me. She grinds against me with her lower belly for a second, hard enough that it causes me to take a step back to keep my balance. I'm not sure what it is, but something about all of it feels filthy in the hottest way possible. Her nails dig into the back of my skull, scratching at my scalp to the point of stinging, never lightening up with the kiss. I swear, if she could, I think she would devour me right there on the spot.
The kiss is fire, and when she finally breaks it, I become aware of one of my hands pulling her against me at her low back, while the other is firmly gripping the bottom of her ass cheek hard enough that it's like I'm trying to lift her off the ground. My chest heaves as I try to catch my breath and I notice the drunk girls cheering me on again.
"Baby boy's gonna be a man tonight!" the one in the red dress yells, clapping her hands over her head.
Her friend whoops right after, clapping her hands. "Even I'm jealous of that show!"
Choosing to ignore them this time, we go back to dancing. Song after song, she keeps me moving with her with so our hips are locked together half the time. And by now, if her ass isn't pressed against my crotch, my hands are probably groping it, as long as that sculpture of perfection is within reach. I'm know I'm not a great dancer, but with her grinding all over me, it doesn't matter. I just follow her lead. Every time she presses back harder, I willingly flex my cock, and I'm pretty sure she knows it, giving these little, extra twitches or smiles that have me choking back groans.
Somewhere in the middle of a song, she reaches back and pulls me down to her for another, but quicker, kiss.
"You really want to make this birthday something to remember?" she asks with a salacious smile I've never seen on a woman before.
I nod without hesitation. "More than anything."
"Good," she throws out quickly, spinning around for another kiss that only lasts a second with no tongue, then pulls back. "Let's go."
We weave back toward the VIP section. The bigger part of me is glad to see that the group is still going strong, and that no one called a ride and left while Sofia and I did our own thing, but the selfish part of me wishes I could just be alone with her. Dan's slamming back another shot. Pete and Jess are arguing playfully about Lauren and Eddie who were dancing where Sofia and I had been earlier.
After a moment, Pete turns to me, asking if I think they would've been kicked out of the club for being too handsy if it hadn't been for how big of a tab we were running up in the VIP. Checking to see what he means, I look over to them and see Pete's hands on her half-exposed ass from where her dress has ridden up a bit too much. I can only imagine what the view must be like to anyone behind her.
Meanwhile, Sofia flags down the waitress that Mike's shamelessly flirting with, but too drunk to catch on that she's just being polite. Managing to excuse herself, Holly comes over and Sofia asks for the check. I'm talking with Dan when it comes, and she glances at the total, signing without blinking.
Curious of what something like this costs, I lean over and catch a glimpse over her shoulder before she flips the heavy-looking book closed. Are you serious?! I think to myself, ready to shit a brick at how many months of rent on my little apartment she just dropped on this.
"Holy shit," I accidentally mutter, not meaning to put her on the spot. "That's... a lot."
She barks out a loud laugh, throwing her head back. "It's fine sweetie," she says, handing the tablet back to the waitress, thanking her for everything. "I'm not paying for it, and Carlos doesn't have room to say anything after all the shit I downloaded from the online backups of his phone."
I freeze. "Wait- what?"
She turns to me, sparkling with mischief. "Don't worry about it, baby. This is your night, so forget about him. None of that's your problem."
My face burns. "Must suck to be him."
"I'm the only one that'll be doing the sucking around here," she says, with a wink that's followed by both of us turning red when we hear Dan sputter on his beer. Stepping close again, she kisses my ear and says, "Happy birthday, Jay. Now come on, your ride's waiting to take you to take a ride."
My cock jumps at that, already picturing her in my head after everything else she's said tonight. She takes my hand, interlocking her fingers through mine, and leads me toward the exit. Dan has to round up Eddie and Lauren, but eventually the group trails behind us on our way out. I notice one of the bouncers near the doors sees us coming, and disappears through the front doors for a moment before coming back in to wait by the main exit. He tells us goodnight and wishes me a happy birthday on our way by.
Chapter 20
Stepping out, I assume the bouncer must've alerted our driver we were coming, because he's standing, holding the door open for us when we step outside.
Pete and Jess get in first, taking the front end of the long side bench, putting them closest to the divider. Next, in climbs Dan, crowding in next to them with his usual sprawl, just to be an ass and leaning up against Jess. The way he practically flops over her earns a joking threat from Pete about how he'll kick his ass if he doesn't get off his girl. Mike slides all the way to the far end of the back bench, leaving what's left of the benches for the remaining two couples.
Lauren climbs in next, bending over to duck inside, causing her skirt to ride up high. Eddie's getting ready to climb in behind her when he grabs a handle and glances up, coming face to ass with his girlfriend.
"Damn, I'm suddenly starving," he declares, loud enough for everyone to hear.
Lauren laughs, reaching back to blindly swat at him. "Shut up, idiot."
Sofia and I both glance out of reflex, and yeah, there's Lauren's shaved, pantyless lips, completely exposed as she's bent over. What we saw in the club was really more of a tease, announcing she wasn't wearing anything under her dress. But this... well the lights out in front of the club were bright enough that there was no hiding her quim staring at us from between her legs, clear enough to see even her inner lips are exposed from between her puffy outer lips. And I'm pretty sure it I saw, wasn't exactly dry.
Sofia's eyes widen, then she bursts out cracking up, accepting that they are clearly completely comfortable with people seeing anything and everything. She turns her face into my shoulder to muffle it, and I can't help busting up too at how Eddie responded to seeing it.
Seeing Eddie turn his head in my direction, I meet his eyes, trying to not to pay any attention to his girlfriend, and he just grins, completely unbothered. "Yum," he says, bouncing his eyebrows and climbing in after her. He settles next to Dan on the long side bench, pulling Lauren down beside him. Sofia and I climb in last, putting me in the middle of the back seat and her by the passenger side window.
The driver closes the door, and in moments the limo pulls away from the club and the even longer line than when we got there. I have a hard time wrapping my brain around people standing outside a club this late, hoping to get in with enough time to maybe get a drink before it's last call.
Sofia glances around, then leans forward so she can see everyone in the group. "I'm assuming you all parked at Jay's?"
Dan's the first to speak up. "No, actually. We all Ubered over there so we wouldn't have to drive home after. I think we all figured we'd end up breaking off throughout the night and assumed we'd just order a ride home from the bar."
"Oh my gosh!" Sofia exclaims. "Well let me tell the driver so he can take you all home."
"No, don't worry about it," Dan offers, being nicer to her than I've ever seen him treat anyone before. "You've been more than generous tonight. This was amazing. We can find our way home."
"Don't be silly," she waves at him. "Just tell the driver where to go first. Really, there's no point in taking you all back to his place so you can stand around and wait for another ride. I have this as long as we need it, so don't be shy.
A chorus of "Hell yeah" and "Thanks, Sofia" goes up. Dan raises an imaginary glass. "To the birthday boy and his sugar mama."
Everyone laughs. Sofia just smirks, shaking her head.
Then Dan turns to get Pete to tell the driver the order to take everyone home that makes the most sense. With a last look around, he sees Mike's head nodding, as if he's trying to not pass out and thinks better of it, telling him to skip Mike's place. He's too drunk for his parents to see him come stumbling in like he is and says he'll just set Mike up on his couch.
It doesn't take long before it seems like Eddie and Lauren have forgotten they're not alone, if it weren't for how openly free they'd been since they started drinking. We're only minutes into the drive before they're picking up where they left off in the club and making out. There are hands in hair quickly after, leaving us all a little uncomfortable, but in silent agreement that the couple couldn't care less.
The rest of us exchange quick glances that has Dan rolling his eyes, Pete snickering, and Jess whispering something to him that makes him laugh harder. Mike just stares out the window at his side, trying and failing to stay fully awake.
Eddie can hear all of us, and without breaking the kiss, lets go of her to flip everyone off with both hands. One toward the front, one toward the back, then gets right back into groping her.
With everyone suddenly very interested in the windows closest to them, I stare at the floor without a window to easily look out. Turned on myself after my time with Sofia on the dancefloor, I'm suddenly hyper-aware of her next to me. My hand has been wedged behind her since we climbed in, pressed between her ass and the backrest. But with no one paying attention, I pull it free and cautiously slide it onto her thigh instead.
She doesn't give me any signals to stop, so I gently start to rub it with my fingertips, feeling the incredibly smooth warmth of her skin on the inside of her lower thigh. After a minute, I glance over, half-expecting to find her still staring out the window. She's not. She's focused squarely on me.
When I smile at her, she cocks an eyebrow, and her eyes flick toward Eddie and Lauren for a fraction of a second, then back to me.
Chapter 21
Picking up on her signals, I turn my head to follow her gaze, managing to catch myself before I can make any noise. Glancing around as fast as I can, I make sure that no one's watching me other than Sofia. With everyone still directing their attention out windows, and Mike pretty much passed out, I take a closer look at Eddie and Lauren, where her leg is draped fully over his, with her skirt bunched up near her hips. His hand has totally disappeared between her legs, where her thigh blocks the view of what he's doing exactly, but it's not like anyone needs to see it to know. They're still kissing, completely uncaring of everyone around them.
My pulse kicks harder, and my hand slips on Sofia's thigh unintentionally. I'm barely aware of it, but she pulls my attention back when I feel her legs part just a little more. It's barely noticeable, and nothing like what we're watching, but I slide my hand further up the inside of her leg, stopping right where the hem of her dress ends. I don't have the nerve to push the envelope and risk her getting mad at me for crossing a line around all of my friends. Regardless, I'm content to brush the soft skin just at the edge of her dress that's riding a bit higher than it had been a couple of minutes ago.
She exhales a slightly shaky breath, and leans her head against my shoulder, like she's settling in for the ride home. We all quietly enjoy the ride as opposed to the high energy at the start of the night, as we systematically drop everyone off. Dan's first, taking Mike with him. Then Jess and Pete, who tell me "Happy birthday, bro," one more time, along with a "good luck" on their way out, referring to Eddie and Lauren. They're the last to be dropped off since they're the furthest out.


With everyone else gone, the back feels bigger and quieter, except for the road noise. Once Pete and Jess are gone, Lauren whispers something in Eddie's ear, and then scoots up toward the nose of the limo. Once she's all the way at the front, Lauren's leaning back into the corner against the wall behind the driver and the window, which runs the length of the limo, Eddie partially stands to follow her, then sits down between her legs. I can see one leg tucking in behind him along the seat, then the other drapes over his lap.
With his back to us and sitting between her legs, I can't see much of Lauren beyond her calves and her left arm, which I'm totally ok with. I've seen more than enough of her for one night, but then I notice a faint, glistening snail trail on the leather where she slid across it. After managing to not crack up at the mental image, all I can think about is what these poor drivers must deal with and have to clean up.
I can't see exactly what's happening, just like I can't see much of her, but I don't need to, because once again, they make no effort to disguise anything. The wet, rhythmic slurps match the steady pump of his elbow, telling me more than enough. Lauren's moans don't take long to start coming. It begins as breathy sighs, then rapidly building into little whimpers. I try to keep my focus anywhere else, but my attention's caught for a second when I see the little smidge of her arm that I can see, move like it's reaching up toward her chest, out of sight behind him. I'm pretty sure I can see her back arch next, and then see her start rocking based on the movement of her shoulder that I can still catch a glimpse of.
I snicker under my breath, shaking my head at how they could possibly be so comfortable, and turn to stare out the driver-side window, giving them what privacy I can, considering we're in a shared limo.
It's about that time when I feel Sofia's hand slide over my lap. Her hand rapidly finds my thigh, and makes its way to pressing her palm flat against the front of my slacks, so that her delicate looking fingers are gripping around the outline of my erection, and freezes just as fast as it had moved. I quickly glance down at the thin fabric that's doing nothing to hide how hard I am, and the hand that's holding me. To top it off, I think my brain smokes in confusion a little when I see the glint of the large diamond ring on her wedding finger, contrasting against my black pants that make up the backdrop behind her hand.
I snap my head toward her in shock. "Sofia-" I start in what's barely loud enough to count as a whisper.
She's not watching my face though. She's staring at her own hand like she can't believe it's there either. Her eyes begin to bounce back and forth from my lap to my face, then back again. I watch her brow furrow, and then there's an ultra-slow shake of her head.
Pulling us both out of whatever was happening between us, Lauren lets out a frantic and needy whimper. When I look up, I see Eddie's arm repositioning. He must be using his hand to cover her mouth because I can tell he's raising his hand, even though I can't see it, and the sounds are suddenly muffled sporadically. As much as I don't want to, I watch in fascination as her legs tense, gripping him tightly with her calves while she rides out whatever he's doing to her. When she finally relaxes, she sits up, pulls him closer, and they go right back to making out.
By this time, Sofia's hand has abandoned my lap. And for the next five minutes, we sit listening to the sound of the other two kissing until the limo pulls up outside of Eddie and Lauren's apartment complex. Pulling themselves together when we make the turn into their place, Lauren climbs out first once we come to a stop. Tugging her skirt mostly back into place, she side-eyes Sofia, giggling.
"Sorry, guys," she says, not really sounding like she actually is. "I didn't know when we'd get another chance in a limo again, so... you're lucky that's all we did."
Eddie follows, grinning like an idiot, high-fiving me on the way out. "Happy birthday, man. Do everything I'm gonna go do!"
Chapter 22
Before the driver closes the door, Sofia gets his attention. "I'm sorry," she says. "I know it's late, and you've already been so fantastic, I'm sure you just want to get home. But, it' his twenty-first birthday, if you haven't already caught that. Can we take our time getting back to my place so he can enjoy the limo without his friends for a bit?"
"My pleasure," he answers. "And happy birthday, sir."
As he closes the door, I look at Sofia, appreciating her consideration, but at the same time, wishing she told him to step on it, so I can see exactly how she plans to make my birthday even more memorable. The limo's interior lights dim automatically to the glow of the preset mood lighting a few seconds after the door closes. A few more seconds after that, I hear the driver's door close with a dull thud as well.
Sofia doesn't hesitate, turning to me, and crashes her mouth against mine with no preamble. Her tongue pushes past my lips immediately, and I meet her with equal hunger. Her nails rake down the side of my neck, then dig into my shoulders as she climbs half into my lap so she's straddling one of my thighs.
By the time we're out of the apartment community's parking lot, she's sliding onto her knees between my legs. The sight of her there and the silver dress bunching up high on her thighs, nearly fries my brain as she gazes into my eyes.
I don't know what's happening, but I know I can't stop her if I wanted to.
Her fingers fumble with my belt when we both notice the dark, wet spot on the front of my slacks. My precum has soaked through, making me feel humiliated from how much it betrays me and, in my mind, leaving me feeling immature in front of her. After freeing the belt, she wastes no time popping the button free of the hole and tugging at my zipper. She glances up with an eyebrow arched, smiling wickedly.
"Someone's excited," she murmurs, tugging the pants further open without looking down.
I run a hand through my hair, wishing I wore some boxers, because that's probably what adults do. "I... yeah. I usually don't bother with any-"
She cuts me off with a smirk, reaching behind me to hook her fingers into the waistband. "Lift. I've been wanting to see what I'm working with for hours now, but especially after what I just felt a few minutes ago."
I do as she says, raising up and wondering if that was what her expression was about when she grabbed me. I thought it had simply been that she was as surprised as I was when her hand ended up on my junk. She drags my slacks down to my ankles in one long pull, freeing me completely.
After briefly catching on my pants, my cock springs up, slapping my stomach once the pants clear it. The veins are standing out, and it leaves a wet spot on my abdomen where it hit. Sofia's mouth drops open, staring for several seconds, then turns her eyes up to me with wide, shocked eyes.
"I know this isn't the best time to bring up Carlos," she says, "but if I thought he had a big dick... then this..." She makes a noise of disbelief before continuing. "This is something else."
I laugh disbelievingly. "Is it though? I mean... I feel like the few girls I've been with were nice about it, but I always figured they were being polite. Or inexperienced. Compared to the guys online it never seems that-"
"Ha! Ay Dios mío," she says. "No, baby. I haven't seen very much porn, but even I've seen enough to know porn dick isn't normal dick. And believe me, papi, you make half those guys look average."
She reaches out, gripping me with just the index finger and thumb of her left hand, leaning it to one side, then the other, as if she's inspecting it. Her other hand presses against the bottom of my shaft, barely spanning half the length from where my hanging sack starts to the flare of the crown, not even including the head. She pushes against the shaft, pressing it against my stomach and running her hand up and forcing out a fresh bead of precum before running back down my length, where her fingers grip my balls.
Rolling them gently, like she's playing with Ben Wa balls, she teases me, saying, "So these are your neuticles, huh?"
I groan, dropping my head back against the seat. "Fuck... no. Obviously they're not, I was just-"
She cuts me off again with a questioning expression. "What exactly are neuticles?"
I start to explain, unable to believe I ever said it to her in the first place, and stumbling over the words. "It's like... fake balls for dogs after they get neutered, so they still look like they have a pair. Obviously, I don't have neuticles."
"Hmm. I think I'll have to find that out for myself," she declares, and leans in to run her tongue up my sack, parting my nuts on either side of her tongue.
"Actually," I start to nervously babble, "even if a guy lost his balls in an accident or something, he could still ejaculate. So, you wouldn't be able to tell if-"
"Jay?" she interrupts, sounding serious at this point, and staring up at me.
"Yeah?"
"Do you want me to suck your cock or not?"
I sit there with my mouth hanging open, knowing what I want to say, but too afraid to actually say it.
"Because if you do," she continues, "please stop giving me a biology lesson."
Before I can respond, she wraps her hand around the shaft, gripping me fully and tilting it toward her mouth. Keeping her eyes on mine the entire time, she leans in and wraps her lips around the head.
The sensations are immediate, and I can feel the tip of her tongue flicking at the slit in my dick. I know she has to taste the precum that has been seeping from the hole and the idea of her blatantly lapping at it makes my cock flex involuntarily. I'm so sensitive, I can feel a fresh drop escape me, and I watch her as her tongue works my head. I can see the smile cross her face with my dick in her mouth, and her eyes close as if she's enjoying the reaction she's pulling from me. Her tongue begins to swirl around my head, coating it in her saliva, then she takes me deeper, slipping more into her mouth than just the head. I watch her lips stretching around my girth, unfazed as her cheeks hollow out when she sucks on me.
I groan out loud, taking a fistful of her hair in my hand to keep it out of her face as she begins to bob on my knob. She hums what sounds like it could be a "thank you" and starts to move even faster.
She's taking more each time, moving the hand she's been using to hold me at the right angle for her. It moves further down with each bounce of her head as if she's using it as a marker until I'm hitting the back of her throat and she's moaning like she's the one getting off on what she's doing.
I'm already close and I'm pretty sure she knows it. She pulls off with a forceful, wet pop, squeezing me with her hand to force more of my jizz out the tip, then flicking her tongue over the slit. She's not licking it up, but more of playing with what she coaxed out of me, while looking up at me with her sexy, dark, and hungry eyes.
"Happy birthday, Jay," she whispers, then dives back down.
She breaks eye contact first, letting them drift closed as she focuses entirely on what she's doing. Her tongue swirls around the head one last time before she takes me back between her lips, stretching them wide. I can't believe what I'm seeing when her cheeks hollow out again, repositioning her hand around the middle of my cock. It syncs up with her mouth, stroking me in unison, and uses her other to fondle my balls and tug at them.
The combination is devastating. She continues to pick up speed, rapidly bobbing her head and twisting her hand. Her tongue is pressing flat against the underside, moving back and forth over my frenulum with every go. Wet, filthy sounds fill the limo as her saliva coats me to the point that it's dripping down to her hand. The sloppiness of it makes each stroke even more pleasurable. She moans around me as it seems like she gets into it even more.
It's a new sensation for me. I've never had a girl suck me off with such enthusiasm, and I can feel the vibrations coursing through my shaft. The fact that she's actually enjoying this as much as me makes it so much better than a girl that's only doing it because I want her to. She doesn't shy away from the mess she's making either, nor is she hesitant about any of it.
All of it combined is too much, and my hand tightens in her hair. I buck my hips and she accepts it, barely flinching when I accidentally jab at the back of her throat. She keeps her lips locked tight around the crown, eyes snapping open to lock on mine again while her hand jacks me off into her mouth. Seeing the expectation in them, I feel the surge of cum rushing up my shaft, eliciting a choked groan from her when it finally bursts free. My orgasm comes in thick pulses that she greedily drinks, working her throat to swallow all that she can. Not once does she try to pull back, using her hand to milk every last drop out of me.
When my oversensitive head has me twitching to the point that she finally backs off, she entertains herself by flicking her tongue over the tip a couple of times, capturing the last drop. I grimace through the teasing, watching a thin string of saliva and cum that connects her lips to my cock for a second before it snaps.
Chapter 23
She sits back on her heels, flushed and satisfied, licking her glossy lips clean with a satisfied smile and staring at me.
"How was that?" she asks, sounding as playful as I've ever heard her.
I'm panting, and finally able to relax, so I drop my head back against the seat. "Jesus... Sofia... that was..."
She smirks at me, wiping the corner of her mouth with her thumb. "That good, huh?"
"Understatement of the fucking century."
"Sorry we missed it on your actual birthday," she says, looking back down at my still mostly erect cock. "But I figure we're still out celebrating it, so close enough."
"Believe me, I'm not about to complain. Besides, it's still my birthday somewhere, right?"
She grins, then glances over her shoulder toward where Eddie and Lauren had been. "Did you see what they were doing before we dropped them off?"
I shake my head, still catching my breath. "Not really. Couldn't see much from my angle, and... I wasn't exactly trying to stare at my buddy and his girl."
She nods, scooting as close as she can to the seat, so her tits press against my thighs. Her nails scratch along my legs while she lets me recover, and I can feel the hard sequins of her dress scraping against my knees.
"I could see more than I particularly wanted at first," she says, and my brow twitches, picking up on the last two words she just said. "He was fingering her. Deep. You could tell from the seat she was soaked before they even moved."
"Yeah, I kinda figured all that from what I caught, even without being able to see," I say. "At least he tried to cover her mouth to keep her quiet at some point."
"Ha," she lets out. "You mean when she started whimpering louder?" she asks, and I nod. "Uh-uh. When she started whimpering louder, he didn't cover her mouth. He'd pulled his fingers out of her and stuffed them in her mouth instead. She only got more muffled because she was sucking on them while he kept going with the other hand. That's why she sounded muffled."
My eyebrows shoot up. "Damn."
"Yeah." Caught up in her story, I barely realize she's stroking me absently. "I'm not into girls," she continues, "but... for such a petite little thing, her tits were actually pretty nice."
I blink. "Wait- you saw her tits?"
Sofia's eyebrows go up, and she chews on her lip, while the corners of the go up in a teasing grin. "Yeah. She pulled them out at one point. You didn't notice?"
"I... think I saw when it happened, but no, like I said, I couldn't see anything from my angle. Does she know you saw all of that?"
She nods emphatically. "Oh yeah. She knows I saw."
"You seem pretty sure about that."
"Well, it was kind of hard to miss her staring right at me half the time they were going at it. I'm not sure if it was more about her watching me, or if she wanted me to watch her."
I stare at her. "You think she had a crush on you?"
Sofia shrugs playfully. "Maybe. Could be that she just likes an audience." She winks. "Either way... I never knew how hot it could be to watch something like that in person. It's not like porn. It's far more... intimate," she finishes with conviction on the last word.
Her fingers keep teasing me, and as I eye my cock, I see I'm back to being fully hard. She follows my line of sight, smirking when she notices it too.
She keeps those languid strokes going from base to tip, until they're not so teasing and her thumb is circling the head every time she reaches it. I don't know if it's a fresh bead of precum or leftover cum from my orgasm, but either way, it wells up, and she smears it around my helmet with a tantalizing little hum.
"You say you weren't trying to see what they were doing," she murmurs, flicking her eyes from my cock to my face, "but it sure doesn't seem like you mind hearing about it."
I swallow, groaning at the way my body betrays me yet again. "That's, uh- that's from what you're doing. Not them. You're the one who's got me like this."
She ignores the deflection completely, smirking as she tightens her grip hard enough to make me grunt.
"You think I can get you off again before we get to my place, papi?" she asks as if she's challenging me.
I glance out the window, trying to gauge where we are, but I don't recognize anything, nor do I have any idea what route he's taking to her house. But I do know he didn't get on the freeway. "I don't even know how far we are at this point."
Her smile turns mischievous. "Then I guess I better get to work, just in case we're close."
Chapter 24
She doesn't waste time. Her hands move to my hips, urging me to change my position. "Lie down," she says firmly, like she's giving me an order. "Just stretch out along the seat."
I do, kicking my pants free of my feet with her help after she pulls off my shoes. It feels awkward at first in the back of the moving vehicle, but I straighten out and slide down so my head's near the armrest of the door and my hips are in the middle of the bench. The leather is cool against my upper back.
She moves a little higher up my body and tells me, "Turn on your side a touch so you're facing a little more toward me." I continue to follow her directions, as she tugs her dress a little higher so she can spread her legs wider for balance.
I'm kinda on my side, but not fully, and she props an arm on the seat, grips me, and sets herself to work. She leans forward, pulling her hair over her far shoulder and takes me back into her mouth, using her hand alongside it once more. My girth never really seems to faze her too much, and I watch as her already swollen lips stretch and drag along the top quarter of my dick. She expertly works the head with her tongue some more, swirling, then sucking, then, unlike last time, she starts taking even more, an inch at a time. Using both hands now, they stroke what her lips haven't captured, twisting gently and spreading her saliva down my shaft.
I groan, propping my head on one of my hands so I can watch when her head isn't blocking the view. When I can't see anything, I steal the opportunity to look at the way her ass is jutting out behind her, bouncing along with the movement of her head.
She pulls off for a second, breathing hard. "Try to keep from tensing up so much," she whispers. "Let me line it up."
I do my best to relax, and I'm enthralled when she repositions herself and my dick. Leaning forward more, she takes me into her mouth again. Being sure to not rush it at first, as if testing how my size will fit, I see my shaft disappear a little deeper. A moment later, I feel the back of her throat quiver when my head presses against it, resist, then gives way as she pushes past her gag reflex. I can't believe what I'm seeing from my angle when I watch her, the eye I can see squeeze tight. Next thing I know, her nose brushes the soft expanse between my groin and my hip. She holds there until she's involuntarily swallowing around me in ripples of her throat, then pulls back to take a deep breath through her nose.


At the same time that she pulls me from her throat, her hands are right back to following her lips so practically no part of my turgid member goes neglected. The sensation alone is overwhelming enough, but the mental piece of being deep-throated for the first time is better than I ever realized it would be. It's tight in a different way because of how her throat flexes, but there's the bonus of her tongue teasing me in ways that a vagina's never done. It's like a soft vibration when she moans in an effort to keep me as deep as she can, for as long as she can.
When it seems like she's beginning to adjust to my size, she starts a rhythm of going deep, holding, pulling back, and repeating. Each time she takes me fully until her throat opens a little easier, her gag reflex settling down so that she's taking me to the root with practically no effort.
I'm panting, trying not to thrust, and my body starts to go a little more tense from the effort to restrain myself. She doesn't let up, and strokes the base with her hand on every backstroke of her mouth. Finding her groove, the other hand starts fondling my balls like earlier, and tugging them gently. The noises turn to slurps as her throat produces excess saliva in response to my repeated intrusion down her gullet.
It gets increasingly harder to hold still, and my hips twitch involuntarily, chasing the warmth and softness of her mouth. It doesn't go unnoticed by Sofia, who gives a small, encouraging nod. It's barely perceptible, but enough to get my attention.
She pulls my sack gently toward her lips, pulling at my balls, while keeping her other hand stroking my cock. I'm not sure what she's aiming for, but the sight of her watering eyes is starting to get the better of me, and I have to fight to stay relaxed, like she asked me to earlier.
A moment later, she pulls off, sucking hard as if she's actively making as loud a pop as she can, then gasping in a wild, excited breath that makes her chest heave. Her eyes are glassy around the blown-out pupils.
"It's okay," she whispers hoarsely after stretching out her throat with my cock. "You don't have to just sit there at this point. I think I can take it by now if... Well, if you want to fuck my throat."
Before I can process the words, she leans down and sucks one of my balls fully into her mouth, tonguing it in a swirling motion. What she just said rips a groan out of me, and to top it off, now that I can see my cock, her is lipstick smeared up and down my spit covered length, and blotting the purplish head in the dark velvety matte burgundy that had adorned her face. My cock jumps hard enough to bounce up against my stomach.
She releases the nut she's slurping on, then drags her tongue in a long, flat stripe up the underside of my shaft. The second she reaches the head, she seals her lips around it again, and looks up at me through the corner of her eye, as if she's waiting for me to do something.
I hesitate for half a second, then reach out and cautiously grab a good portion of her thick, luscious hair. I start slow, having never done anything like this before, and barely move my hips, just testing her reaction with a shallow thrust into the wet welcoming orifice.
She nods again, making a garbled "Mhm" noise, vibrating around me in encouragement.
Trusting her, I tighten my grip in her hair, then press against the back of her head to push deeper. She meets me halfway, expertly relaxing her throat, and letting me slide in further with each tentative thrust. It seems like any resistance is gone along with her gag reflex, welcoming me home.
With no signs of her struggling, I pick up speed. I can see her one eye close again, focusing entirely on the rhythm, and sucking hard on every backstroke. Within moments the slurps give way to a gluck-gluck-gluck, as her saliva drips from her chin and my length rapidly plows into her mouth.
I'm fucking her throat, I think to myself. I'm fucking Sofia's fucking throat for my birthday, in the back of a limo she got me.
She takes it like a champ as I use more force each time. By the end, her nose and lips are bouncing off my pelvis on every fervent thrust, flexing her throat around me but never trying to slow me down. Having abandoned using her hands, one is braced between my thighs, and the other is on the edge of the seat at her side.
I'm getting close and don't let up. Her moans and glugs are constant now, causing her eyes to alternate between squeezing shut and trying to look over at me to judge where I'm at. Even from this angle, her expression seems triumphant for taking what I'm giving her.
She wants this. She wants me to bust a nut in her throat. With one final hard thrust, pulling her head into my groin, my hips stutter, and a rough groan rips out of me as I bury myself as deep as I can and shoot down her throat. The first rope goes off while I'm jammed in as far as I can get, and she swallows with a "Mmph," and coughs instantly.
I pull back instinctively when she does, not wanting to hurt her, but my hips keep jerking as the second thick rope shoots out while I'm still halfway down her gullet. The third and fourth follow fast, splattering thick shots across a cheek and the bridge of her nose before she can fully recover. A few drops catch in her lashes, cling to her chin, and she wipes at her nostrils where the second shot may have made its way when she was coughing on my way out. She sputters once more, then her hand shoots up, grabbing tightly around my shaft to guide me back toward her mouth.
I can see her eyes are watering, red-rimmed and glassy, as she tries to keep her head turned so she can properly watch me watching her. She doesn't close her mouth this time, stroking me with her tongue resting under the crown just as the fifth pulse hits. I'm rapidly losing force, but I can see it streak across her tongue. She swallows it quickly before her hand can coax the next pulse out of me. With the last few flexes of my cock, the cum dribbles out more than shoots, and she lets it pool on her tongue until she's satisfied she's not going to get much more out.
I groan with aftershocks as she wraps her lips back around my dick, and sucks down the top half, taking me partway into her throat again, milking me dry. Her free hand stays on the seat, and as I start to come down from the moment, I see just how hard her fingers are digging into the upholstery in her own excitement. I don't feel as sensitive as I did the first time, and enjoy the feeling of her stroking along the base. She squeezes her thumb along the tube running up the bottom of my shaft to make sure nothing's wasted.
When I finally stop pulsing, she eases off slowly. Just like earlier, she licks at my tip, but then slurps at the little hole as if she can siphon any last dregs of cum out of me, before sitting back on her heels again, breathing hard. Even in my satiated state, I can't take my eyes off the way her tits press against the bustline of the dress as it works to contain the copious boob flesh.
When she coughs once more, I let go of her hair, and turn my attention back to her face. It's a beautiful wreck that has her cheeks flushed and her eyes blinking with my cum in her lashes, while the rest of my jizz is painted across the one cheek and dripping slowly toward her jaw. She wipes at it with the back of her hand, smearing more than cleaning, and lets out a soft, hoarse laugh.
Chapter 25
"Fuck," she croaks. "You really gave it to me."
I see her looking around, awkwardly holding her messy hand out, as if she's trying to find something to clean herself up with. I'm still catching my breath, staring at her like she's some kind of birthday miracle, checking out all of the spots where I marked her.
"You okay?" I manage, feeling shot.
"More than okay," she nods. Giving up on finding something she can use to clean herself with, I splutter when I see her lick the jizz from her hand that she'd wiped off her face. Using a finger, she scrapes more off her cheek and sucks it off.
Her eyes flick down to my cock that's glistening with her saliva, but see no signs of any missed cum, then back up to me. That triumphant little smile returns, even though there's the mess on her face.
"How bad is it?" she asks, but it seems as if she already knows the answer to her question.
"Yeah... It's still pretty bad," I answer honestly. "You can use my pants if you want."
"Are you sure?"
"That's got to be the least I can offer," I answer, starting to sit up.
Then she leans forward, presses a final, filthy kiss to the head of my dick before using the pant leg of my slacks to wipe her face. Turning to me for approval, I nod at her, telling her, "I think that's about as good as you can hope for, all things considered."
With that, Sofia settles fully into my lap, straddling my thighs. The silver dress has ridden up high on her legs so that the sequins are scratching the shit out of me, but I couldn't care less.
"Got you again," she whispers, sounding smug. "With time to spare, no less."
I grin, dropping my head back against the head rest as I stare at her.
"Jesus, Sofia, I've never..." I shake my head, "Nothing's ever felt like that."
She smirks and looks away with a shrug, then reaches up and boops the tip of my nose with her index finger.
"Good," she says. "Because it wouldn't have been a very good birthday present if you had."
I laugh disbelievingly over how casual she is about everything. She leans in, resting her forehead against mine, and I can feel the breath rushing out of her nose and over my lips.
"I've always been pretty good at it," she confesses quietly as if she's not sure she should be saying anything, "ever since I figured out that if I just push past the gag reflex, it stops bothering me pretty quick. Once I learned that... well..." She trails off with another shrug. "Sorry, you probably don't want to hear about anything to do with other guys right now."
I snort at her sudden insecurity. "Hey, I don't care who you've been with before. In fact, I feel like I owe them all a thank you note for helping you master that skill."
She bursts out laughing, throwing her head back. When she peers back down at me, her eyes have a twinkle of relief in them.
"You know," she says, "it's nice not having someone freak out for once when I mention another guy. If I didn't have a mouth coated in your cum, I'd kiss you right now."
I gaze at her, wanting to kiss her, but feeling a bit thankful for her not doing it.
"Later," she promises. "After I've brushed my teeth. That work?"
I smile and nod, and then something outside the window catches her eye. She peers past me, focusing on the back window of the limo.
"We're getting close to my house," she murmurs. "We should probably get your pants back on... and maybe crack a window. It smells like sex in here."
It's my turn to bark out a "ha" at the sudden shift. "Probably a good idea then."
She slides off my lap with a reluctant little sigh, kneeling to hand me my shoes and pants. When I'm fully dressed again, with my shirt tucked in as best I can, she sits beside me and reaches over to crack the window just a few inches. Cool night air rushes in, cutting through the thick, musky scent, as she leans into my side, pulling my arm around her shoulders.
"Enjoying your birthday so far?" she asks softly.
"Meh," I joke. "I mean, I got the woman with the best ass to take me home, but I haven't gotten to see it."
She gasps at my response, starting to push against my chest to look up at me. I squeeze her tighter with the arm around her shoulder, pulling her back in before I can properly see her face.
"Kidding! I'm kidding. Best birthday by a mile."
She playfully pinches the nipple closest to her, making me jump and her chuckle.
"Yeah, you better change your answer." I can hear the teasing in her voice regardless of what she says.
"Any single part of this night from the limo, to the club, to what you just did, would make it the best birthday ever."
"I'm glad you're enjoying it," she says, toying with one of the buttons on my shirt. "Besides..." she starts, but it sounds like insecurity has slipped into her voice, and then she doesn't say anything else.
"Besides...?" I probe.
I feel her shoulder shrug as she continues fiddling with the next button down my shirt. She doesn't say anything, and all I hear is the click of my button flicking out from under her nail as she plays with it.
"You can say whatever you want," I try to comfort her. "I promise you're not gonna say anything that'll freak me out."
"It's not that," she replies, shrugging again. "It's just... it's that I'm not one of your eighteen or twenty-year-old girlfriends."
"So? You're still incredible."
"Yeah, in clothes," she squeaks out. "You may not think so if you see me out of them. You gotta remember, I've had two kids, and there's only so much I can do to compensate for that. My ass may have a couple more dimples than you're used to," she chortles nervously.
I can't help snickering in return. "For what it's worth, I've already got a pretty good idea of what your ass looks like."
"What do you mean?" she asks after a second.
"Well, you remember that time you stepped on one of the kids' toys, and Carlos came over, smacked and grabbed your ass, then took the food from me?"
A few more seconds pass, then she shakes her head. "Uh-uh."
"Ok... so, it was really early on when I started delivering to you, but you were wearing one of your little pairs of shorts, and when you bent over, the bottom of your ass was sticking out of them, so I got a pretty decent view of it then."
"They were not!" she says, pushing back to make eye contact.
I grin and nod with a sheepish, "Uh-huh."
"I don't believe you," she says, screwing her face up and squinting her eyes at me.
"Then how do I know you've got a bit of a tan line where your ass meets your thighs?" I question her.
Her hand immediately leaves my chest where she pushed herself up, flying to her ass. "No I don't!"
"Yes you do!" I mock.
"Seriously?"
"Seriously!"
"Oh my god! I'm so embarrassed. And you looked?" she asks, almost incredulously.
"You're the one that bent over and stuck that thing in the face of a twenty-year-old." At this point, I can't wipe the grin off my face as her mouth hangs agape.
"It doesn't mean you... ogle me!"
"Well fuck, how do I not? Like I said, that ass was the best one in the club tonight!"
With an exasperated laugh, she drops back down against my chest. "Oh my god, I took a perv out for his birthday."
"And he's very grateful to you for it," I respond, and kiss the top of her head. "Thank you again for all of it."
"You're welcome," she says, chuckling, then kisses my chest through my shirt.
A minute later, she recognizes a house through the dark tinted side window. "We just pulled onto my street."
"Good, because I need to do something about these pants. I can feel my cum smearing on my leg where you wiped your face. It's cold."
She bursts out in an unexpected laugh once more. "I don't want to hear it. You're not the one with it drying in your eyelashes."
Her response totally throws me off. I'm not prepared for that, and I start laughing. "Touché," I concede.
"I can wash them for you while you're here."
Not wanting to impose, I shake my head even though she can't see it. "You don't have to do that. I can rinse it off in the sink or something."
"Don't be silly, it's fine, and it's not up for debate."
Chapter 26
The limo glides to a smooth stop in the wide circular driveway in front of Sofia's house. Even with the long stretch of the SUV, the driver makes the turn effortlessly. I think to myself how insane it is that there's so much space that he can do a U-turn without touching the grass. I stare out the window, suddenly realizing just how big this place really is. It's one thing to drop off food at the door; it's another to see it like this, lit up at night, from the inside of a limo, almost coming across like a small resort than someone's home.
Sofia notices me checking it out and gives my hand a squeeze. "It's a lot, I know."
I shake my head. "Yeah. It's... something. Should I be scared of your husband?" I ask, wondering how someone even affords a place like this legally.
"No, baby," she consoles me. "He just comes from money, and he's really good with it. That's all." She smiles softly, then reaches for the door handle. "Come on."
She climbs out first, and I see the silver dress start to shimmer when the interior lights come on as she steps out. I follow on unsteady legs after everything that just happened, topped off by the muscles not being used to dancing. As I stand up, I glance down and see there are small, glistening drips on the floor in front of where I'd been sitting and a few more on the edge of the seat. My brain goes into overdrive trying to figure out if that's from her saliva dripping down or... from how wet she got while she was on her knees?
I swallow hard, and hurry out before I bring attention to it or myself.
She's already talking to the driver who's holding the door open for me, while fishing out several crisp hundred-dollar bills from her small clutch. She hands them over with a polite smile, and the driver takes them, glances at the bills, then back at her.
"Ma'am, are you sure? This is-"
"Absolutely," she says firmly. "I'm sure my husband would insist."
The driver's eyes flick to me as I step up beside her, then back to Sofia. A grin spreads across his face. "Well... thank you very much, sir," he says to me, nodding his head. "And again, happy twenty-first."
Sofia wraps herself around my arm, pressing her body close against my side, then looks up at the driver with a mischievous little smile.
"Oh no, dear," she says sweetly, "he's not my husband." And with a wink, she starts to drag me toward the house. "Come on, birthday boy. Your night's not over yet."
I turn to glance back at the driver and see his eyebrows shoot up. His grin widens, darting his eyes between us like he just figured out the punchline to a joke. He doesn't say anything else, just gives me a thumbs-up, then shuts the door and walks around to the driver's side.
I glance back at him one last time as he climbs in, grinning and shaking his head incredulously.
Sofia leads me through the front door where the foyer opens up to high ceilings, marble floors, and a chandelier that probably costs more than my car. I've seen this area a dozen times, but I've never felt like I had the opportunity to just check everything out without feeling like I'm casing the joint as I delivered food. I still try not to gawk, but it's impossible. The place feels like I'm walking into a spread in a magazine.
She glances up at me with a smile. "You okay?"
"Yeah," I say with a sense of inadequacy. "Just... taking it in."
We head straight for the kitchen where I took the food the day of her son's birthday party. She lets go of my hand to grab two glasses from a cabinet, fills them with ice from the fridge, then pours water from a pitcher.
She hands me one and leans back against the counter, taking a long sip. I do the same, suddenly realizing how thirsty I am after the night's festivities. We stand there for a minute, and I suddenly feel awkward now that we're back in a more normal environment that we've interacted in before, and reality starts to set in. My eyes start to wander to occupy myself.
The open-concept layout lets me see into a room with a plush sectional, huge TV, and kids' toys scattered across the rug. There's also a half-finished puzzle on the coffee table and I wonder if that's how she passes the time while her kids play. The whole place feels lived in, even if it does feel like it belongs in a magazine.


She catches me visually exploring the place and laughs softly. "I'm sorry. Where are my manners? Would you like a tour?"
I shake my head quickly. "You don't have to. I'm just... I've never been in a place like this. It's insane. Sorry if I'm distracted," I offer up, knowing I should be paying attention to her and not the house.
She waves her hand and sets her glass down. Stepping closer, she slips her hand back into mine. "It's fine. Come on."
She leads me through the main floor first, pointing out various rooms. The living room, which wasn't actually the room I'd already seen but was apparently just some sitting room, has a massive stone fireplace. Then the formal dining room she says they almost never use, the home office that I'm pretty sure is mostly hers with a big desk and shelves of books and photos of the boys.
She apologizes for the toys everywhere as we go. "I wasn't expecting a guest tonight," she says with a sheepish smile. "It's a lot to constantly clean up behind two boys. As soon as I put something away, they've got something else out."
I laugh. "I couldn't even imagine. Your home is still probably cleaner than my place," I say before feeling like I just told her I live like a slob.
She skips some rooms as we go, but shows a couple of guest rooms and a gym that seems as if it's set up for her and not him, then we head upstairs. The staircase is wide and curves with a wrought-iron railing. Skipping all of the doors along the way, she pauses in front of a set of double doors.
Chapter 27
"This... is my room," she says, dropping her voice a little. She pushes the doors open.
The bedroom is huge and opulent but still warm. A king-sized bed - is there bigger than a king? Because this thing doesn't look like it's a regular king... - with crisp white sheets and a thick duvet. The room's got floor-to-ceiling windows with sheer curtains letting in moonlight, a sitting area with two armchairs and a low table, plus a massive en-suite bathroom that's partially visible through an open archway. There's a faint scent of aromas I associate with her, lingering in the air.
She lets go of my hand and walks in a few steps, then turns back to me, suddenly seeming a little unsure as well.
"So..." she starts, "I guess that's the main highlights."
I step inside, past her, and hear her close the doors behind me as I check everything out.
"It's beautiful," I tell her honestly. "Just like you."
She dips her head and wrings her hands and I recognize the shy smile start to come out again, then crosses the room to me. Her hands slide up my chest, staring at a button at eye level as she toys with it again.
"Are you staying the night?" she asks. "Or do you need to go home?"
I shake my head without any hesitation. "No. I can stay if you're ok with that."
Hearing my answer, she looks up at me with her bottom lip caught between her teeth, and nods. "Good." With a last flick of the button on my shirt, she steps back with a hint of a smile at one corner of her mouth.
"Can you give me just a minute?" she asks softly. "I'd like to brush my teeth and... maybe freshen up a little. Is that okay?"
"Yeah," I nod. "Of course. Take your time."
She slowly backs toward the bathroom, watching me like she's double-checking. "You sure? You're not gonna... I don't know, pass out or sneak away while I'm in there, right?"
I scan over her body, from her feet encased in the silver shoes as they cautiously continue to walk backwards, up to her gorgeous face that's still got the faint traces of my seed on it, shaking my head. "Sofia, if someone drugged me right now, I don't think I'd be able to sleep. And there's no way I'm going anywhere, unless you kick me out."
She exhales, relieved, and gives me one more quick smile. "Okay. I'll be as quick as I can."
When she disappears into the bathroom, I stand in the middle of her bedroom, suddenly very aware of the fact that it's just us, in her room, like I've been dreaming about since the first time I saw her. I hear the sink running, what sounds like a toothbrush, and then a few more minutes of other noises I'm not sure about. A part of me is grateful for the moment to work through the adrenaline that started to spike again.
A few minutes later the door opens again and she steps back out. Other than the fact that she's barefoot now, she's brought herself back to the allure she had when she first showed up in the limo. Her hair is touched up as best it could be with that little time, in loose waves and brushed back out. Her makeup also appears to be refreshed, leaving no traces of our earlier activity in the limo.
Everything about her is polished and confident when she stops just inside the archway with one hand resting on the frame.
"Thank you," she starts. "I needed a minute to... put myself back together. This is a lot for me. And maybe for you, I don't know. I'm in the middle of a messy marriage that, at the moment, I don't see surviving long term, but nothing's set in stone yet. And regardless of that... I'm still a mom. I'm still technically married right now. And no matter how hard I try, I can't stop thinking about how young you are. I'm guessing you've only dated a handful of girls, which I would assume have all been your age. I just..." She trails off, then gives a small, self-deprecating laugh.
"Hey, I guess I'm a mom with a nice ass though, according to you." And with that, she turns sideways a little, letting the dress show off the profile of her curves. The silver fabric accents the flare of her hips and the roundness of her backside. The pose is playful and teasing, but there's no hiding the real vulnerability in her eyes when she peers over at me.
Taking a step closer, I say, "Sofia... I meant every word of what I said when we were dancing. You're incredible. All of you. Even the mom part. As for the messy marriage, well according to you, he's not someone I need to worry about, so that's all you. And yes, especially the ass part, but everything. I know I'm only twenty- well twenty-one now, but I'm not blind to any of it. I'm here because I want you."
Standing up straight again, she lets her arms fall to her sides.
"You sure?" she asks with furrowed brows. "No second thoughts?"
"I didn't say that," I blurt out.
I can see her start to clam up as her shoulders round in and her arms cross over her chest protectively.
"I mean I did say I'm an ass man," I continue. I can't keep the straight face I was hoping for, and race to get the rest out in one breath "but every other part of you is so hot, I keep changing my mind what part of you comes in second. Because it's all such a close race."
Pursing her lips and screwing up her face, she shakes her head and starts to walk toward me, regaining her confidence.
"You're an ass," she says with an eyebrow raised, then steps right into my space, "but thankfully you're my ass for tonight, so maybe I'll have to punish you for that."
"You kinda asked for it," I chuckle.
"Oh did I now?" she smirks. "And how did I ask for it?" Reaching up, she starts to unbutton my shirt, beginning with the top.
"By being so hot."
Looking up to my face, she smirks, and finishes unbuttoning my shirt. After the last button is undone, she tugs it free of my pants and pushes the shirt off my shoulders so it falls on the floor. "So hot, huh?" Her hands have found my belt again, and begins to unbuckle it.
"Extremely," I respond, watching her hands work the button free and grab the tab of my zipper.
"Hmm."
Chapter 28
With that, she pushes my pants to the plush carpet, leaving me standing with only my socks on and my slacks bunched up around them, while my erection sticks almost straight out. We're both watching it bob out in the open, when she takes a couple of steps back toward the bed and shakes her head.
Reaching the edge of it, her eyes are locked on my cock like she's seeing it for the first time all over again, and a breathy laugh escapes her.
"De puta madre..." she murmurs, shaking her head slowly. "I still can't get over how impressive that thing is."
I grin, feeling weird at being so openly judged, but also a sense of pride from believing her, and I wrap my hand around the base, giving it a little playful shake in her direction
"I'll have to take your word for it," I say, and all of a sudden think I maybe have the slightest inkling of how women must feel when men just stare at them.
She sinks down onto the mattress, sitting right at the edge and parting her thighs slightly under the silver dress. "Oh, trust me, baby," she says, sounding certain. "I certainly do say so."
Her gaze flicks up to mine, regaining her playful expression.
"Well, Mr. Birthday Boy," she continues, "since you're such an ass man, should we end the suspense and let you have a look at what you've been dreaming about?"
I swallow hard at the notion that I'm going to truly get to see it, and nod once, clearing my throat. "Um, sure."
She scoots back a few inches, then turns and rises onto her knees so she's facing away from me. The dress is already riding high on her thighs from the movements, but she reaches behind with both hands, catching the hem. Agonizingly slowly, she starts to hike it upward just another inch.
I watch transfixed as my hand tightens around my shaft instinctively. She glances over her shoulder, catches the way my grip flexes, and smiles at the effect she's already having on me.
"You sure?" she teases. "It could be just as hairy as your favorite customer's."
The dress is right at the bottom curve of her cheeks, exposing the faintest hint of white fabric peeking out beneath where it covers her mound. I'm shamelessly stroking myself out in the open at this point.
"Somehow I doubt it."
With a teasing expression, she shrugs, then holds the pose. Her ass is arched, and the dress is barely covering anything.
"Sure you can see from all the way back there?" she asks in a sultry tone. "After all this time, I'd think you'd want a better look."
Kicking my feet free of my pants, I step forward in anticipation, until I'm right at the edge of the bed. My dick throbbing in my hand, I never take my eyes off the round orbs just barely hidden from my view.
"There you go," I hear. Then she bends forward, bracing herself on one hand. Her back arches beautifully, lifting her ass higher, causing her panty-covered mound to show from underneath it. With the other hand, she reaches back where the hem of her dress sits right above her mound, and pulls the dress the rest of the way up.
She's wearing a simple white thong, and the thin strip of fabric disappears between her perfect, round cheeks. There's definitely no hair, no imperfections. Just smooth golden skin with the tan line I'd mentioned to her, and the heart-shaped outline I've been obsessing over since the day I saw her. I can't see her asshole like I did with that fucking guy's, but the way her ass is big enough to hide the band of material even while she's bent over is enough to make me feel like I could cum on the spot. And it's not big in a fatty way, but meaty and instantly settles right back into place when she wiggles it at me.
She watches me over her shoulder with a glint of mischief. "Sorry I didn't have a Santa hat G-string," she says, "but I hope this is an acceptable substitute. So, is it better or not?"
"Better," I rasp. "Way fucking better." As I speak, instinct starts taking over to reach out for what's being offered to me, and my hand shoots forward.
My fingers barely get to graze the curve of one cheek when she lets out a surprised little giggle, then quickly jumps forward, yanking the dress back down. She lets out a laugh, denying me of what she just showed.
"Hey!" she scolds playfully, turning to face me on her knees. "Even the birthday boy has to eat his dinner before he gets dessert."
I groan, squeezing my cock even harder. "You're killing me over here."
She knee-walks forward a few inches with an adorable little wiggle, and then raises back upright on her knees to put a finger to my lips.
"Shush," she demands, staring right into my eyes, dropping any pretense of playfulness. "I've brushed my teeth, now kiss me."
The hand at my mouth wraps around the back of my head as she closes her eyes and tilts forward, pulling me in. Unlike our earlier kisses, we don't feel the rush we previously had, and I lean in so that our lips lightly touch. They feel just as soft as they look, and her lipstick even feels like velvet. She has fuller lips than anyone I've ever had the pleasure of kissing before. I can taste the mint of her toothpaste when her mouth opens and teases my lips. She sighs into the kiss like she's been waiting for it all night, and I open mine to meet her tongue with my own. This time we explore each other without hurry. She melts against me, sliding her hands to rest on my shoulders.
I let one hand drift down over the sequins covering her back, eventually finding the dip at the base of her spine, then cautiously moving lower, hoping she doesn't stop me again, until I'm palming the curve of her ass through her dress. I squeeze gently, feeling the firm, plush give of her, before it flexes to keep her balance, and she hums softly into my mouth.
Eventually, she breaks the kiss, but keeps her lips pressed to mine.
"The zipper's in the back," she whispers. "Take my dress off."
Chapter 29
When she nips my bottom lip, I nod, and slide both hands up to the neckline. My fingers find the hidden zipper at the nape of her neck and drag it down slowly, not wanting to snag it on anything along the way. With one hand working the zipper and the other chasing it, I feel the fabric part, allowing my fingers to drag along the bare skin. She shrugs her shoulders forward, helping the dress slip down her arms, over the swell of her breasts, and pooling at her waist.
After one last brief kiss, I pull back to see her for the first time, and she straightens up a little bit more.
Her breasts are full and heavy, with a soft, natural sag that speaks to the reality of motherhood, but they're still impossibly gorgeous. I think that after all of her concern, I was prepared for them to hang flat and shapeless, but that couldn't be further from the truth. They're still round and generous, and putting up a good fight to defy gravity even if they may have started to give in to the inevitable. The skin is a slightly lighter shade of smooth golden caramel, revealing the tan lines of the bikini she must wear when she lies out. And her nipples are a beautiful cinnamon color that appear thick and slightly puffy, regardless of the fact that they don't seem to be hard at the moment. In my brain they're begging to be touched, kissed, and sucked.
Below that, her stomach may be lacking a six-pack, but it's still toned. There's just a hint of softness to it that makes the skin seem more inviting, while the faint outline of muscle shows through when she breathes, proving the home gym isn't just for show.
She bites her lower lip, watching my face, anxiously waiting while I check her out, like she had me.
I reach out slowly, placing my hands under her breasts and hefting their weight. I know it's childish, but I'm fascinated by how they overflow my hands so my thumbs brush the soft skin. They're incredibly warm and pliant in my hands.
"So?" she finally asks, breaking my reverie.
I exhale and shake my head, moving my thumbs up to circle her nipples. The action makes them tighten and crinkle a little.
"They're as nice as your ass," I tell her honestly. "Just... fucking perfect."
I can't keep from playing, and push the hardening nubs this way and that, watching them pop back into place. A visible shiver runs through her whole body, causing her shoulders to roll forward a fraction.
She reaches up, hooks her thumbs into the bunched fabric at her waist, and pushes the dress the rest of the way down her hips. I glance down as the silver sequins slide over her thighs to leave the dress at her knees.
I blink, realizing I got so wrapped up in her breasts I forgot to finish removing it.
"Sorry," I mutter sheepishly. "Guess I got distracted."
She chuckles, "It's ok," and swivels her legs out from under her so she's lying back on the bed. With a graceful little shimmy, she kicks the dress free of her calves and flings it off the end of the bed with her foot, so it lands on my feet where I nudge it aside.
It leaves her in nothing but the white thong, and her legs are slightly parted as she scoots up and lies back against the pillows. Her breasts settle on her chest, spreading and emphasizing their natural state. With the dress gone, I can see faint traces of silvery stretch marks that fan delicately across the lower curve. Subtle souvenirs of carrying her boys, but the skin still appears tight regardless.
The white thong clings to her mound, and the thin cotton is damp enough in the center that the fabric has started to turn translucent. The result outlines the shape of her lips and the faint shadow of dark, neatly trimmed curls at the top. The rest appears to be smooth under the darkening material.
I stare and swallow the lump in my throat as my cock bobs with my heartbeat.
"Guess I'm not the only one that's turned on," I rasp, trying to deflect my nerves.
She follows my gaze, then meets my eyes with a smirk.
"The crazy thing is that I even changed into these when I was in the bathroom," she says, reaching down and pressing her hand into the where they lay just above her pubic bone and pulls upward a little as if trying to inspect them herself. "I put them on just so I could tease you about if my ass was nicer than Mr. Santa Hat's."
"Well, I'm not gonna complain about it."
She bites her lip with sparkling eyes, and spreads her legs just a little wider, allowing a little more light to hit the panties and highlight how damp they are.
I barely even realize that I licked my lips while my eyes are glued to the damp patch on her white thong. I have no right to be standing here, getting to check her out like this, but seeing how her panties cling to the outline of her lips makes me want to see what's underneath. Of course, Sofia notices me lick my lips though.
"Hmm," she hums, getting her teasing tone back. "Someone looks ready to eat their dinner so they can get to dessert."
"I've been ready since the first time I saw you in those shorts."
I see her stomach twitch and her tits jiggle like she laughed, but I don't actually hear it. "And here I thought it was just about my ass. I guess you better take off my panties then."
Chapter 30
I crawl up onto the bed as she pulls her knees up, getting ready to lift her ass so I can pull them down.
"And Jay?" I hear, pulling my attention up to her face where she's looking directly at me. "Be sure to finish the job this time. 'K?" she orders with a smile and a wink.
"Right," I respond, blushing a little.
I hook my fingers under the thin side straps where they sit over her hips. Slowly, I tug downward, peeling the thong away from her skin. I'm mesmerized watching the plane of her lower stomach come into view, followed by the matted curls of her pubic hair that's nothing more than a small, tightly trimmed patch. Her pussy comes into view next, clinging to the damp material before letting go. Her lips are darker than the skin around them, but still golden. They appear to be swollen as they glisten and proclaim how turned on she is. Other than the dark trimmed curls at the top, everything else is bare and perfectly smooth. The musky scent hits me and my cock throbs hard enough to make it jump.
I drag the scrap of material the rest of the way down her thighs, over her calves, and drop them at my side. She lets her legs fall open again, with her knees still bent, and her feet flat on the bed, giving me the full view. Her lips part with her legs, leaving her clit exposed from under its hood, begging for attention of its own.


She peers down her torso, then reaches for herself with one hand, spreading her lips even wider with two fingers. The sight makes my mouth water.
"Come get your dinner, birthday boy," she practically commands me.
I'm all too happy to oblige.
I lower myself between her thighs, sliding my hands under her ass to grip her butt and lift her a touch higher to meet my mouth. It takes all my restraint to take my time, and I drag the flat of my tongue through her slit, starting at the bottom and taking my time to the top. My first taste of my dream woman. She gasps when I reach her clit, causing her hips to jerk upward, and she places a hand on my head where she can reach.
"Ay, papi. That feels so good."
I groan against her, getting lost in her taste and the way her body reacts. Then I dive in, circling her entrance with my tongue, and dipping inside to taste more of her. I go back to her clit, using the flat of my tongue, to repeat the process all over again. She's dripping wet, coating my lips and chin, and I can't get enough. I suck her clit and flick it with quick little lashes that make her thighs tremble around my ears.
Her back arches, thrusting her breasts upward while I watch her nipples reach for the high ceiling. One hand stays in my hair, guiding me where she wants me and tugging when she wants more pressure. The other reaches up to pinch and pull on one of her own nipples, moaning my name.
"Oh god Jay... I didn't expect you to be so good at this."
One of my girlfriends had insisted on staying a virgin, so I got really good at going down on a girl, researching techniques and trying them out in the hopes of driving her to the point of wanting more. I add a finger, sliding it in far enough to curl up and find that spot inside her that I hope will make her gasp and clench. I quickly add a second, adjusting the rhythm of my tongue to match my fingers.
She's trembling, and her thighs are shaking, when her moans turn into needy little whimpers. Her hips rock against my face, chasing the pleasure, riding my tongue and fingers.
"Ay Dios mio..." she squeals. "Ya me vengo!"
I may not understand what she's saying but the tone and body language tells me enough, and I double down, sucking harder on her clit and picking up the pace of my fingers. Her whole body tenses until her back is bowing off the bed and her thighs clamp around my head as she orgasms with a sharp, stuttering cry. Her pussy flutters and gushes around my fingers, coating my hand and chin. I keep going, lapping at her to draw out every shudder and aftershock like she did to me earlier, until she's whimpering and pushing one of her feet on my shoulder to get away.
With a triumphant grin, I crawl up higher where she pulls me down on top of her, kissing me hard. No reservations about tasting herself on my tongue, she moans into my mouth like she can't get enough.
When we break apart, she's panting, but grabs the hand that had been inside her, and sucks my fingers into her mouth with a wink, in what I assume is a teasing throwback to Eddie and Lauren in the limo.
"Fuck," she whispers, removing my fingers from her mouth after slithering her tongue over every inch of the two that had been inside her. "That was incredible. I don't know the last time Carlos did that for me."
She watches for my reaction and when I grin. It's because I'm proud that I did something for her that he wouldn't. Reaching down between us, her hand wraps around my aching cock, and guides me right to her entrance.
Chapter 31
"Come here," she says firmly, that commanding edge coming back. "I want you inside me. Right now."
Not needing to be told twice, I push inside her, savoring the tight sheath that encases me, gasping softly as my fat head pushes her walls aside to make room.
When I'm buried to the hilt, she locks her legs around my waist and digs her nails into my ass.
"Hard," she demands. "Fuck me hard, Jay."
Not wanting to disappoint, I drive my hips back and forth, thrusting into her so that I'm buried to the hilt each time. Within seconds, she's letting out needy gasps and digging her heels into my ass to lock me in place.
"Fuck. Yes," she grunts between thrusts. "Your big dick feels so good... stretching me just right... don't stop."
I pull back to the point only the head is inside her, then slam home again, using all the power I can while she's locked around me with her arms and legs. I'm picking up the pace as much as her hold allows. With every downstroke I feel her full, heavy breasts bouncing under my chest, and wanting to see the effect, I push up onto one arm for a better angle and watch. Each impact of my groin into hers causes them to bounce higher on her chest before trying to settle back into place, only to be jarred again a fraction of a second later.
Leaning down to capture one of those puckered nipples between my teeth, I accidentally bite it harder than intended and draw a hiss from her. Realizing what I did, I'm about to let it go and say sorry, but quickly figure out there's no need.
"Jay-!" Her back arches, offering me more. I switch to sucking and pulling at it, making her moan louder as her hands go to the back of my neck.
My free hand finds her other breast, mauling it excitedly. I never would've believed I would ever actually see any more of her than I ever did when doing my deliveries. Kneading the soft, pliant tit flesh, I thumb the nipple and then pinch it roughly until she's whimpering and rocking up to meet every thrust.
The desperation in her moans is driving me wild, and I can feel her overly slick walls clenching around me. I use my left hand to support my weight and push myself higher, forcing her arms to drop from my neck to clutch at the bed, letting go of her hold so I can get more force.
I grab her right leg, hooking it in the crook of my elbow until she releases her hold with it, and then use my hand behind her knee to press it up toward her chest. The change leaves her wide open, while the angle lets me generate more power and tilts her hips up a little so I'm bottoming out with every stroke. Each drive forward causes her to cry out as she presses her head back into the pillows.
I pull them out from under her head so she's flat on the mattress, and she moves her hands to brace herself against the headboard. Pressing her palms flat to the padded surface, she's pushing back to meet me.
"Jesus. You're so. Deep," she strains to get out through gritted teeth between each time my dick punches her in her cervix. "So. Fucking. Deep!"
Each driving thrust draws a sexy, helpless "Ungh- Ungh- Ungh" as her body jolts under me, having to absorb the impact, but her braced arms hold her in place. The force between the two are causing her breasts to bounce wildly. I pause long enough to grab her other leg, bringing that knee up too, so she's essentially folded in half. The bed creaks with every downstroke, bumping the headboard against the wall.
Her grunts are as raw and desperate as I've ever heard, each one punched out of her with every impact of my groin.
"Fuck-Jay! Fuck-fuck-fuck me!" she cries, scrambling to get the words out before I knock the air out of her again. "Make me cum- please- make me cum!"
I give her everything I've got, which isn't much more, but I try my damnedest, hammering my cock into her as hard and fast as I can, with relentless force. The way she's letting me nearly fold her in half, with her knees pinned to the side of her chest, is hot as fuck, but the pussy that's clenching around me is getting so tight it's almost painful. I lean further forward, bracing my hands on the bed to either side of her legs, letting go of them so her ankles are resting on my shoulders. I revel in the feel of my thighs hitting her ass repeatedly.
It seems like my cock has got to be hitting her cervix with a bruising pressure, but she just encourages me to give it to her as hard as I can. I watch her face and it's screwed up in discomfort as her whole body jolts, causing her big tits to bounce wildly. Eventually the grunts and expletives turn to her letting out long breaths like she's trying to not hyperventilate.
"Are you ok," I ask, but never let up, and she just nods.
Then, seconds later, it hits.
Chapter 32
Her eyes fly wide open, instantly finding mine, and her mouth gapes in a silent scream that suddenly turns into a broken sob with her brow furrowed. Her pussy clamps down harder than I ever could've imagined, spasming and fluttering, and then I can feel it gushing. A hot rush floods around me, soaking my cock, then runs down my balls onto the sheets beneath us. I'm completely thrown off because she's sobbing now with these deep, shuddering cries mixed with laughter. There's tears spilling from the corners of her eyes as her body convulses.
I freeze mid-thrust with a sense of panic spiking through the haze of lust, and my cock starts to soften almost instantly inside her, and I'm flooded with fear that I did something wrong or she's instantly regretting all of this.
"Shit-Sofia... are you okay? Did I hurt you?" My voice cracks, and I start to shift my weight, ready to pull out. "Fuck, I'm sorry- I didn't mean-"
She shakes her head frantically, moving her hands to grip my forearms and hold me in place. And even though the tears are still streaming, she's laughing through the sobs. She looks wild and euphoric, even as her body shakes uncontrollably through her fit. One hand starts to awkwardly tap my arm, as if she's not sure what to do with it and wanting to comfort me, while she works through whatever is going on.
"No-no-no," she gasps between cries and giggles. "I'm sorry. It's okay. I'm fine."
It takes a minute before it seems like she's starting to calm down a little, while taking more deep breaths that are accompanied by little moans on the exhale. I free up her legs so she can lower them, figuring if she's trying to breathe deeply, me keeping her folded over probably isn't helping.
"I'm more than fine. It just..." she shakes her head with a funny expression like she's trying to figure out how to explain it, "happens sometimes when someone fucks me really deep like that. Jesus, that hasn't happened since college though. God-" Suddenly another laughing-sob escapes her. And she shakes her head again, as if she's embarrassed. "Sorry-I'm sorry. Give me a second," she squeaks out. "Fuck! I forgot how intense that is." A couple more deep breaths with a "Whoooo!" Deep breath. Then, "Oh my god... I think I'm ok now. I'm really sorry. I didn't mean to ruin it for you."
I blink, now only half-hard inside her, and feeling completely confused. "You sure?"
She nods emphatically, wiping at the tears clinging to her lashes, and gets a really big smile. "Uh-huh! I'm sure. You didn't hurt me. You just... made me cum so hard I lost it for a second."
Before I can overthink it any more than I already am, she pulls me down and kisses me. Her tongue finds mine, and she hums into my mouth like she's finally coming down from whatever that was.
When we break apart, she's still trembling, but at least the hysterical sobs and laughs have stopped.
"You can keep going," she states, still sounding a little strained but seemingly better. "I didn't mean to make you stop. You're good."
I hesitate for a second, but when I try to move, my dick is to soft and just folds and bunches up instead of burrowing its way deeper.
Realizing the predicament, she glances down and says, "Shit, Jay, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to kill the mood like that." Then she reaches down to wedge her hand between us, and tugs on my nearly flaccid cock, trying to coax it back to life.
I shake my head, searching for the words. "You didn't. I just... I guess I panicked because I thought you were regretting this or something."
"No, baby," she says, giving me a sexy look. Her thumb circles the spongy head, teasing it as her fluids allow her digit to glide over it easily. "You just fucked me to good, in the right spot. That's all."
She continues to stroke me, and hearing her assurance that she was fine, I feel the blood starting to make its way back into my member. It thickens in her grip, lengthening and hardening under her touch.
"There he is," she whispers, squeezing it a little harder as it slips back and forth in her hand. Then her expression morphs back to something a bit more playful, and a little wicked. "Maybe it's time for the birthday boy's dessert anyway."
Before I can respond, she pushes me back with her free hand until I slip loose of her grip, and sit on my heels. Her hand felt good, and has me halfway back to erect. Pushing herself up, she turns, rising onto all fours, presenting herself to me. Lifting her ass high, I watch her back arch, as she plants her knees close together. I can see everything I've been dreaming about.
"Is this the present you've been hoping for?" I hear her tease with a wiggle of her hips. Her pussy is still swollen and glistening, and the position forces the puffy lips to jut out at me. Her asshole winks from above, with rivulets of her juices catching in the crinkled skin around it. She looks back over her shoulder with the sexiest teasing pout on her lips.
"Maybe I need a spanking," she says, and it comes out low and sultry. "Maybe you need to punish me for ruining the moment and making you go soft, papi."
My eyes dart between her face and that perfect, round ass. A small, disbelieving chuckle escapes me, but I don't say anything.
"Hmm?" she teases again.
"You serious?" I ask, trying to read her face.
She wiggles her hips again, making her cheeks jiggle side to side, nearly hypnotizing me.
"What else would a twenty-one-year-old want to do when offered an ass like this?" she asks.
I swallow hard, my cock rapidly twitching back to life. "I can come up with a couple of ideas..."
She giggles, teasing me with her ass, then glances down at my erection, watching it swell and rise without being touched.
"I bet we both can," she says with a purr. "Tell you what. Instead of getting twenty-one spankings for your birthday, how about you get to spank me? Doesn't that sound like a lot more fun?"
Chapter 33
She pops her butt up and down, making the cheeks jump, but not quite twerking. My cock is rock hard now, throbbing in the air at the sight of her upturned ass presented like that, and the offer to give her a spanking. Another first for me, but a secret fantasy, having always been an ass man.
I swallow hard, then knee-walk up the bed until I'm right next to her. The mattress dips under my knee as I brace myself for balance. She's on all fours, back arched, head turned to watch me over her shoulder, with this teasing glint in her eyes.
"Okay," I say, but it comes out rougher than I expected. "Twenty-one spanks. And you're sure?"
She nods, biting her lip. "I'm sure, birthday boy. I bet you've wanted to do this since you saw me bent over."
I take a breath because she's not wrong, and bring my hand to rest over her right cheek. The golden skin is flawless. After a quick exploratory rub of that perfect orb, I raise my hand a foot or two and then I bring my palm down. It's relatively gentle, barely a tap, and just enough to make a soft smacking sound in the quiet room.
She doesn't even flinch. Instead, she chuckles and chides me. "Come on, Jay. You can do better than that. I won't break."
I feel my face turn red, but it's mixed with excitement. I smack the same cheek again, being sure to be a little harder this time. The sound is louder, a more satisfying sounding crack, and her flesh jiggles just a bit under the impact.
Still nothing. She arches her back more, pushing her ass higher. "Is that all you've got, papi? I have enough back there to take it."
That does it. After I wind back, I bring my hand down with real force - crack - right across the center of her right cheek. The impact stings my palm, and her ass ripples from the blow, leaving a faint pink blooming in the shape of my hand almost immediately.
She lets out a sharp yelp, surprised by the force I used, sending her whole body jolting forward an inch. "One!" she gasps breathily, letting me know the first two didn't count.
I pause, making sure she's ok with it, but raise my hand when she doesn't move any more than the initial jump. I can see the way her tits hang heavily beneath her, swinging from the jolt like pendulums before settling.
In my distraction, she glances back, and her eyes look like they're sparkling. "Keep going."
I switch to the left cheek. Another hard smack, cracking out even louder than the last time. Her ass clenches under my hand, and the meaty flesh bounces as she pulls forward before resuming her position. Both cheeks are now showing signs of the impact as they turn a reddish pink.
"Two!" she cries out, yelping again. Her tits swing more violently this time, and she drops down onto her elbows. Her nipples brush the sheets below as they start to swing side to side for a moment as she widens the stance of her knees to better stabilize herself.
There's no stopping now. I start to find a rhythm, alternating left, right, each swat landing with a sharp crack that turns her golden skin to an even darker red. She stops counting after two, but the tone is set. Every hit draws a sexy yelp or grunt from her, sending her body jumping and her ass cheeks rippling before clenching in response. The outlines of my handprints are lost as the results of the spanks spread out over the full breadth of her ass.
I love watching her tits hang and swing with each impact, almost as much as watching her ass jiggle when I strike it. The size of them causes them to sway wildly, forward and back. The motion is hypnotizing.
Around the tenth smack, I reach down with my free hand to fondle the breast closest to me. It's overflowing my palm as I heft its weight toward her chest. Feeling the hard nipple press into my palm, I adjust to pinch it and roll the rubbery nub between the knuckles of my index and middle fingers. She gasps, lifting back up onto her hands from her elbows and arching her back deeper, keeping her ass high like she's begging for more.
"Goddammit Jay- Fuck, yes," she moans, grinding back against nothing.
Capturing the nipple between my thumb and finger instead, I smack her ass again while rolling it roughly. When she yelps and jumps with a smack that sends her tits swinging, it causes the nipple to pull free from my firm grip. She hisses at the added stinging from having her nipple pulled so hard, as well as the burning of her ass that feels like it's on fire where it's red. When she stills again, I take her breast right back into my hand and start manipulating her nipple again.
Twelve.
Thirteen - her ass is a deep, burning red with handprints overlapping into a uniform blush.
The side of her face I can see shows her eyes clenched shut as she goes between licking her lips and chewing on them. The noises vary between yelps upon impact, to turning into throaty moans and whimpers in between. Her body is slick with a light sheen of sweat as it takes her "punishment."
Even though my own palm is stinging, I keep going, giving her number fourteen, as my cock throbs from watching her take it all.
Just before I'm about to come down and deliver number fifteen, she repositions slightly, glancing over at me with a crazed expression.
"Come here," she pants. "Get in front of me."
I move, wondering where this is going, and she scoots back to give me room so I can kneel in front of her at the head of the bed. She stays on all fours, but facing me so I'm staring down her back at the ass that's arched up high. While I'm taking in the magnificent view of how round and prominent her ass is from this angle, I suddenly feel a hand wrap around my shaft, and then her mouth engulfs my cock.


She pushes forward, sucking me in deep with no preamble, while her ass hovers there like an offering. I audibly groan at the unexpected sensation, and instinctively reach down to grab a fistful of hair. She moans around me, bobbing in earnest, bringing back the wet sloppy sounds I now associate with her blowjobs. She quickly has me buried to the hilt with her nose nestled in my pubic hair and the head down her throat.
With a wiggle of her head, forcing the last centimeter she can down her gullet, she holds for a second before popping off, gasping. "Don't stop," she says, and takes me right back into her mouth.
Remembering the task she set me to, I place my right foot next to her hand, and my left hand on her back for support, sliding my right hand down her spine. I trace between the flexed muscles on either side of it that create a narrow gulch down her back, following it all the way to the crack of her ass. I judge my reach as I hunch forward over the top of her.
The angle is awkward but the distance works, and when my hand comes down again - CRACK - her head jolts forward on my cock, taking me deeper as she chokes and sputters, wincing away from the strike. Recovering quickly, she moans again, except now it's muffled by my bulbous head cutting off her air supply.
I take my time between administering the spanks - Crack - right cheek just as she's pulling back off my knob - to enjoy her skilled mouth.
She sucks harder in response, and I can visualize her cheeks hollowing out. Her hand moves to fondle my balls while her ass ripples from the impact.
Crack - left cheek.
Her body rocks forward again, and while I'd love to see her tits swinging beneath her, I wouldn't give up the sound of her gagging on my cock as the force of the jolt shoves me back into her throat to see it.
I keep going - eighteen - each swat lands hard, to the point her skin feels like her ass is on fire when I rub it after each strike. The strikes have been coming down closer to the top of her ass since we changed position, which is probably good, because the reddening patches show just how dark the rest I can see has become. None of it changes that every smack makes her suck me as far as she can from our angle, swallowing and massaging me with her throat, whether she means to or not.
Nineteen - she pulls back just enough to gasp for air, and I look down to check if she's ok, seeing saliva dripping from her lips onto the comforter beneath her. It's as if the pain of what I'm doing is fueling her gusto, and then dives right back in, taking me back down to the root.
Twenty - her ass clenches under my palm, while I watch her cheeks trembling, and she whimpers around me. Faltering, her teeth scrape my cock for the first time all night.
Twenty-one - the hard crack echoes off the tray ceiling of the bedroom from the impact of my hand on her delicious ass, with enough force that it makes her whole body shudder. She moans so deep it sounds like it's coming from her core.
Having taken all twenty-one, she pulls off with a wet, gasping pop, leaving thick ropes of saliva from her lips to my shaft, as well as to her hand where it's still holding my sack. I see her back muscles flex, and her ribs expand and contract to catch her breath.
With my cock free of immediate danger, I wind back with no warning and deliver the final smack unexpectedly with everything I've got. "And one to grow on!" I proclaim as it hits. The sharp crack bounces off the walls.
"Puta madre!" she calls out, caught off guard and lurching forward hard enough to bump her head into my hip before she drops to her elbows and lowers her head to her forearms. "You little shit," she chuckles at the end.
Chapter 34
Seeing her body sag a little as it starts to relax, I sit back on my heels with the biggest smile and just rub her back for a moment.
"Fuck, Jay..." she pants, rolling her head to the side so she can partly see me out of the corner of one turned eye. "That was... intense. After the way you started, I didn't think you had it in you."
She licks her swollen lips, then lifts up enough to lean forward again, taking me back into her mouth to languidly suck my cock for a second, while bringing a hand up to stroke it with feather a light-touch.
I'm shaking after the adrenaline of what I just did, my hand throbbing hard enough that I can't begin to imagine what her ass must feel like.
She finally releases me with a soft kiss to the head, then pushes up onto her hands, kissing me and biting my lip for a moment. It doesn't last long before she drops to stretch out on her stomach, sighing.
"I just need a minute after that," she groans, reaching back to rub one of her cheeks.
I shuffle around behind her on my knees, fixated on the masterpiece I just created. Her ass is a deep, glowing crimson with tinges of purple that spread across both cheeks. I knew the skin was hot, but now that I'm less distracted, I feel just how much heat is radiating off of it when I make contact. The contrast against her golden complexion is striking, but the faint raised welts where my hand landed hardest make my cock twitch, despite feeling bad for how painful it looks.
She hisses softly through her teeth when I move my hand over it, making her body tense for a second, then relaxing under the lighter pressure. I rub in cautious circles, wishing I could soothe away the pain. Yet the little twitches of the muscles under the surface, and the tiny jumps of her body when I hit certain areas, are sexy as fuck.
"Mmm..." she groans into the sheets. "That seemed like a good idea at the time, but Jesus..."
"Awwww," I tease. "Need me to kiss it better?"
Her body jumps with her giggles, saying, "I think it's the least I deserve for letting you do that."
Grinning from ear to ear, I lean down, pressing my lips to the curve of the ass of my dreams. I place a soft, reverent kiss along the reddest parts of one cheek, then wetting those same spots with my tongue, trying to kiss the pain away. She mewls, undulating her hips slightly under my adoration. Encouraged, I throw a leg over her thighs so I'm straddling them, and keep going. The quick licks and little pecks give way to open-mouthed kisses that has my tongue lapping at the overheated skin. I trace the ridges of the welts as I go.
She sighs, squirming into the mattress, then parts her thighs a fraction more. I pause as I let her get comfortable, and see her soaked sex come into view in the narrow opening she just created, and watch as her asshole flexes and relaxes when my hands run over the outer limits of her ass, which aren't quite as red.
Leaning back in, I move inward, kissing along where the crease ends at the base of her spine, then moving outward. Kneading at her ass, my alternating grip causes her cheeks to part slightly. She doesn't tense or give any sign she's bothered by it. If anything, her hips lift just a little, offering more.
I test my assessment by kissing the inner curve of one cheek, then the other. She shivers, lets out a shaky exhale, and I move outward over the plump globe, waiting for any sign to stop. When she doesn't admonish me, or give me any indication she was uncomfortable with it, I go for another pass, gaining a little more confidence to test the limits. My tongue traces a wet line up the center of her crack. Starting about halfway down, I bury my face in the deep valley, spreading out my tongue to cover as much as I can, and lick a wet trail up to the top.
I move away again, still cautious of her response, and kiss the other orb this time. Her reaction is to turn her head to the side, putting her forearms under her cheek, and letting out a throaty sound. I tentatively kiss my way back in to my last starting point. Taking a deep breath to galvanize my nerves, I change direction this time, placing a wet kiss led by my tongue, I work my way downward until I reach the tight, crinkled ring of her asshole. I don't spend any time lingering and move to place a single kiss along the crease where her left thigh meets the cheek, and I lift up slightly to assess again.
She mewls as her ass flexes and her hips tuck for just a second as she clenches her cheeks. The action causes the slightest sign of dimples to come to the surface in a couple of spots. I whether that's seriously what she was concerned about me seeing, because I simply can't imagine a sexier ass.
When her hips tilt back the other way, naturally parting her cheeks just the slightest bit, my hands press in, pinching the meaty flesh together as I get a better grip, then spread them as far as I can. I dive back in, kissing and biting the right cheek right at the crease this time, and moving inward to end with another open-mouthed kiss right over her hole.
This time she does start to move, and I'm about to pull back, expecting her to tell me to stop, when her hands come into sight. She's reaching back, gripping both orbs herself, and spreading them wide to give me full access.
"God, Jay..." Her voice almost sounds as needy as I feel. "If that's what you wanted for dessert all this time, you should've just said so."
I groan against her as her hips tilt to push into my tongue that's actively circling her rim. Encouraged by her comment, I press my whole face into her crack, hard, and tongue her entrance to the point I feel it flutter and my nose is even cut off of air. She pushes back, welcoming me with trembling thighs.
Finally letting up so I can breathe again, I fill my lungs with air. "You always seemed so proper, I didn't really think you'd let me," I say, watching as her fingers readjust in an effort to keep herself spread open.
"Baby," she whispers, "I accepted in high school that guys were going to be obsessed with my ass." I go back to eating it while she's talking. "I learned to enjoy just how sensitive that area can be if I don't fight it."
I enjoy my "dessert," lapping at her asshole and trying to dip just inside the tight ring, before pulling back to kiss and suck it. She's moaning continuously now, to the point her ass jumping is against my face in uncontrollable twitches. I feel her right cheek push against me with a little more force, then a second later, something scrapes my chin. I pull back to check on what it was. She released the one side, and has her hand between her legs to rub her clit in frantic circles.
"Keep going, papi," she moans. "I was just starting to get close."
I do as I'm told, and get back in there. I flex my tongue into a narrow point, shallowly tongue fucking her. The one hand that had been trying to hold her open leaves to claw at the sheets. Driving her knees into the bed, her hips start to raise up as much as she can before my body blocks her from being able to get it up any higher.
Buried as deep as I can possibly get, which admittedly isn't far, I'm surprised by the lack of any taste other than a little bit of the salt from her sweat. While the outer ring is a little rough at the crinkled entrance, just inside, it becomes incredibly smooth. I'm struggling to breathe through my nose, tilting my head back a little more to try and clear my nostrils. It's as if the tantalizing ring is trying to pull me in as it starts to clutch at my probing, and her movements grow more erratic.
Her moans come in quick, constant bursts, and then her whole body locks up, bowing her back. The strong muscle is clenching so hard around my tongue that it's trying to force it to give up the tiny bit of ground it made to get inside her. A sharp, broken "Uhnnnn" is all I hear and suddenly my chin is flooded once more in her hot, wet fluids. She doesn't squirt; it's just a thick, syrupy gush of her juices that soaks my jaw until it's dripping down to my neck. She's coming hard while pushing against me so hard, her pussy is spasming against my chin as her asshole quivers wildly around my tongue.
My brain is reeling, and my cock throbs where it hangs, forcing out copious amounts of precum as it screams for attention of its own. I don't let up until her twitches are pulling her away from me, instead of toward my mouth. When her legs relax and she collapses onto her stomach, panting, I kiss my way up to the top of her ass, letting her relax, but not wanting to stop touching her.
Chapter 35
"Holy heck," she gasps. "Have you done that before?"
"Uh-uh," I grunt, kissing over the angry welts that are finally starting to subside.
"So that was your first time?"
"A couple of things tonight have been a first for me," I say against her skin, pausing my kisses long enough to get the words out.
She reaches back blindly so that her fingers find my hair, resting there, as I worship her butt.
"You're full of surprises," she whispers. "And how was... your dessert?"
"Awesome," I say with a chuckle. "I didn't know what to expect, but I was always curious."
A single huff of a laugh comes out. "Well, I'm glad I went to freshen up."
Giving up on my affections for conversation, I sit a bit more upright, causing her hand to lose its place in my hair. Sitting on my heels, I try to keep my weight off her calves. "What do you mean?" I ask, massaging her butt a little more forcefully. It must not sting as badly, since I don't see her wincing like she did previously.
"You said you were an ass man, and considering that all of your attention seemed to be on mine tonight, I figured better safe than sorry."
It takes my highly distracted brain a second to catch on to the fact she's saying she cleaned up when she went in the bathroom earlier. "Got it!" I finally exclaim. "Sorry, I was distracted," I finish, lightly patting her butt.
She lets out what sounds more like a courtesy laugh, while reaching to pat at my knee. "Up," she tells me.
When I shift my weight to swing my leg around to unstraddle her, she quickly says, "No, don't get off, just lift up. And scoot back for a second."
Sliding further down her legs, she lifts up a bit, placing one, then two, of her plush pillows underneath her hips. Satisfied she has them situated where she wants them, she lowers her weight back down, except now her ass is naturally elevated.
One last adjustment has her hand sticking out from between her sexy, parted legs. "Come here," she instructs.
I immediately crawl forward until I'm close enough to place my neglected cock in her outstretched hand. When I push down to bring it to her, her fingers wrap around it so that she's got a good grip. It's not overly tight, and giving it a few teasing strokes, she readjusts so that it's just her thumb and forefinger circling the head. Squeezing to keep a hold on it, she tugs forward, guiding me toward her.
I shuffle up a little more and plant my hands on her hips for balance. She swipes my tip through her swampy cunt, coating me in her girl cream, adding her lube to my overflowing precum, until my entire head is glistening. The warmth of her snatch is what dreams are made of, and I watch the lips part around me to welcome me in.
On the third pass she pauses at her entrance, getting the angle of her hips just right, and pulls gently. I get the hint, pressing forward. I push into her easily with how wet she already is, and enjoy the view of actually being able to watch my cock disappear inside her. I sink in halfway, then pull back, repeating the motion a few times, using long, slow strokes that let her adjust and let me enjoy the sensation of her gripping me.
On the fifth stroke or so, when I pull almost all the way out, she moves slightly forward. My cock slips free with a wet sound, flinging up to smack against my abdomen, and then freely bobbing in the air. Before I can react, her hand reaches around to find me, and tightens around my cock once more.
She pulls it downward so the head drags through her folds again a few times, then raises it higher and adjusts her hips. My spongy head is suddenly pressing against the tight, puckered ring of her asshole.
I freeze, as my brain stops functioning, and watch as she swipes me back and forth over the rim. Her hand is controlling everything and swiping me across her backdoor, coating her in our combined secretions. Then she presses the head firmly against her rosebud so that the tightly puckered dimple gives just the slightest bit under the pressure. When it starts to force her delectable knot open, she backs off, and brings it back down to her pussy with a sigh. After a few more drags through it, she gathers more of her natural lube on my head and places it back where it was.
Gripping my cock a little more firmly between her two digits, she realigns herself, and pushes back once more. My jaw is slack while I watch the tip force her asshole open around it. I sit and brace myself, holding her hips, too afraid to move, until I'm yanked back to reality by a question that forces my brain to try and restart.
She looks back over her shoulder, finding my eyes with hers.
"You ever done this before?" she asks quietly.
I shake my head, too stunned by what's happening to speak at first, then clear my throat. "No."
She nods once, pressing back a little harder, and bites her lip as her brow knits together.
"Ok," she says, nodding. "You're easily the biggest I've ever let do this, so go easy, papi. I might need a minute."
When my head is lodged deep enough to be fully seated, her hand leaves me to place both palms back against the headboard again. She takes a deep breath as I feel the pressure increase when she pushes back. Then once more, she pushes even harder so that I start to sink inside.
She gasps when her body tenses, and her asshole spasms around the crown.
I groan at the vise-like grip that feels oh so good. I've never felt anything so tight, and get lost in the fluttering spasms as she adjusts. She's holding there, breathing through whatever she needs to, and I'm content to stare at the marked and trembling ass cheeks that frame my hardon.
"Easy," she murmurs, more to herself than me when she takes the inch beyond the head. "Just... let me get it started."
I hold my place, except for my hands. I abandon her hips to palm her cheeks, and spread her wider, fighting the instinct to force my way in. As much as I concentrate on not pushing forward, my cock throbs inside her, begging me to let it have its way.
After several seconds, her grip is loosening, allowing some blood to flow to and from the head at last, then she pushes back. Another inch slides in. Then another. Before I know it, half my length is buried in her ass.
She lets out a shaky moan, dropping her forehead to rest on her forearms.
"Verga!" she grunts. "I hope you were telling the truth about loving my ass, because that thing is a fucking monster. I better not be doing this for nothing."
I groan at the sound of her accent slipping out again and how hard she's working to try and take me. I reposition my hands so I can dig my fingers into the meatier part of her rump, and then spread her wide again. I don't want to miss seeing a single inch of my cock disappearing into her work of art. Every quiver of her asshole around me sends a new jolt straight to my balls.
"Oh my god, it's worth every second," I groan through gritted teeth. "You feel un-fuckin-real."
She exhales a trembling laugh, then rocks forward an inch, before pushing back to take some more. Another inch sinks in. Even more. The vice-like grip is unrelenting.
"Sweet Jesus, you're already so deep," she breathes. "Go ahead and start moving... I'm going to need some help with the rest."
Chapter 36
I start to apply a little more pressure against her backward push. When I don't get far, I pull out partway. Reluctantly letting go of one large globe, I reach down to scoop up some more of her lube, and I'm surprised when I feel a strand of it hanging from her lips. I swipe my hand through her, eliciting another moan from my goddess, and even though she's straining to take me, how wet she is, tells me she doesn't mind it one bit.


I gather up as much as I can, awkwardly wiping it around my shaft and her rosebud. Pulling back another fraction, I start to drive back in again. She leans back to meet me, taking me deeper each time as we start a rhythm to work the rest in. After several pushes and pulls, my balls are resting against her pussy, with my thighs meeting hers.
She doesn't ask for any more time to adjust once I'm balls deep, so I don't offer, and just keep going. After a few strokes, she whips her hair, flinging it to one side, and glances back over her shoulder.
"You can start to go faster," she says confidently. "Get the most out of your birthday present, Jay. I can take it. Make me feel it, just like you made me feel that spanking."
Wanting better leverage, I shift my weight forward until I'm half-covering her. Just like when I was up at her head, I brace a foot near the pillows, leaning forward. I also plant one of my hands into the mattress to take some of the weight, while the other pushes into her lower back. All in all, the change allows me to slam in deeper with a snap of my hips, driving forward with real force. Each thrust takes me as deep as I can go, causing my balls to slap against her soaked pussy.
She cries out in what could easily be construed as sounding like pain, but she's pushing back to meet every stroke.
"Fuck. Yes. That's it." The words break through every time my hips bounce off her ass. "Does it feel good, papi? Is my big, tight ass everything you dreamed about? Huh? Tell me."
I groan above her, not used to anyone talking dirty, and not knowing what to say. "Yeah... better than anything..." I say lamely.
She clenches hard around me on the next thrust, making me see stars.
"Have you jacked off thinking about punishing my ass, baby?" she pants between moans. "Huh? For not texting you back... for making you wait... for me being too dumb to realize I'd been teasing you all those months?"
"Yes," I admit as I gnash my teeth, slamming in harder, and feeling like I'm supposed to be punishing her based on what she's saying. "Every fucking night."
She moans louder when her ass rapidly flattens and then pushes me back on every brutal stroke.
"Whose ass is it, papi?" she demands, leaning into the filthy talk. "Say it."
"Your ass is the best ass," I growl.
She shakes her head, reaching back to grab one of her firm, plush mounds. "Uh-uh. Tell me who owns this ass, Jay? Who does it belong to?"
I drive all the way in until my pubic hair is grinding against her soft skin, stirring my cock inside her, and then hold there. "Mine?" I say, wishing I had the confidence to say it with conviction.
She shudders, continuing to clench her asshole around me.
"That's right," she gasps. "It's your ass now, Jay. Fuck it. Use that big cock to ruin it for anyone else."
Hearing her call me "papi" all night was hot in its own way, but hearing her call me Jay when she declares her ass is mine, snaps something inside me. I lose the last thread of control. I go back to slamming into her with a relentless fury. Pistoning my cock so it's driving as deep into her bowels as I can with every stroke, she cries out with each thrust, breaking into filthy encouragements.
"Yes-yes-fuck-my-ass-and-make-me-cum-again!"
I watch her hand slip back between her legs to rub her clit again, while I pound into her. The room is nothing but a cacophony of the hard slaps of my hips into her ass, her moans, my grunts, and the lewd noises of her fingers rapidly moving back and forth over her clit, while the bedframe creaks in protest.
I can't believe it when she's the one to cum first, making the clenching of her asshole so tight on my cock that I can't move. Her whole body shakes, and I can picture her pussy gushing over her fingers.
When she cries out, "Oh god, Jay, yes," it's too much.
Her grip is too tight to pull out, so when my body tries to lock up, I try to bury myself even deeper, groaning her name as I unload deep inside her. Blast after blast of my hot cum floods her bowels as the impossibly smooth walls massage my shaft. My hips jerk, and both of my hands are planted firmly between her shoulders, unintentionally pressing her upper body into the mattress as they support my weight.
When her grip loosens, I let myself go, laying over her back without a thought of the fact that she's holding my entire body weight on top of her. We stay like that, trembling, with my cock buried inside her, enjoying the feeling of her plump ass under me.
She reaches back, scratching her fingers through my hair, with my head resting at the top of her back.
"Mine," she whispers.
I want to kiss her, but it seems like way too much effort to move, and I certainly don't want to dislodge myself from this dream come true.
"Yours," I murmur back.
Sofia sighs contentedly, letting me lie atop her. When I finally have the strength, I pull my hips back and she groans when my softening dick slips free. With a chuckle, I roll to my side, pulling her with me, holding her against my chest. Her body fits perfectly against mine as I settle into the deep valley of her ass, and kiss the crook of her neck. I drape an arm over her waist, spreading my hand across her stomach.
"Hmmm," she hums contentedly, then turns her head with her lips pursed. I push up on an elbow to reach over her shoulder, and meet those perfect, plush lips with my own. It's an exhausted goodnight kiss that only lasts for a few seconds before she turns away again and I settle in behind her.
I nuzzle into her hair, and glance toward the windows. The sheer curtains show the faintest gray light starting to cresting the horizon. Dawn's still a while off, but I didn't realize how long we'd been at it.
"G'night," she mutters and snuggles back more.
"Night."
I tighten my arm around her, helping pull her closer. She murmurs something sleepy and incoherent when my hand drifts up to cup one of her breasts, just holding the soft flesh.
Chapter 37
I don't remember falling asleep, but I must have, because the next thing I register is the dazed confusion of trying to figure out what's going on, when I hear the ungodly trill of her phone alarm piercing the quiet.
She groans and it's followed by a long, whiny, "Noooo..."
I squint at the light flooding the room, feeling disoriented for a second. The room is bright, and there's sheets tangled around my legs as I lie on my back. Then she starts blindly reaching for the nightstand to silence the alarm. When it stops, she rolls over to rest her head on my chest and tucks it under my chin.
When one of her legs crosses over to rest across me, trapping my member beneath her soft thigh, the reality of where I am hits. I'm in Sofia's bed. Naked. And she's draping herself over me. The day after the most amazing birthday.
She nuzzles closer and I kiss the top of her head as she lets out a sleepy little hum.
I smile into the mess of her hair. "Good morning."
She moans petulantly, burrowing closer. "Shush. I never get a chance to sleep in. Go back to bed."
I chuckle quietly, tightening my arm around her waist. "Yes ma'am."
She makes a pleased little sound, and I close my eyes, content to let her lay on me, but my body has other ideas.
It doesn't take long before I'm thickening under the weight of her leg. It swells steadily, until it's pressing up against the soft inside of her thigh. The quietness of the room is interrupted by her sleepy giggle. She lifts her thigh, freeing my member, then raises her head to look down at my rapidly hardening shaft.
"Ok," she mutters, still sounding groggy with sleep but amused, "maybe we've slept enough."
She tilts her head back to peer up at me, resting her hand on my shoulder, then leans in for our first "good morning" kiss.


        